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PRELUDE 


Pleasant jt was, when woods were 
^en, 

And winds were soft and low. 

To he amid some sylvan scene, 
Where, the long drooping boughs be- 
tween, 

Shadows dark and sunlight sheen 
Alternate come and go , 

Or where the denser grote recedes 
No sunlight from above. 


But the dark foliage intenveaves 
In one unbroken roof of leaves 
Underneath whose sloping eaves. 
The shadows hardly move 

Beneath some patnarchal tree 
I lay upon the ground , 

His hoary arms uplifted he. 

And all the broad leaves over me 
Gapped their little hands in glee. 
With one continuous sound — 


0 
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sound tint 


A slumberous sound, i 
brings 

The feelings of n dream, 

As of innumerable wings. 

As when a bell no longer swnngs, 

Faint the hollow murmur nngs 
O er meadow, lake, and stream 

And dreams of that Mhicli cannot die 
Bnght visions came to me. 

As lapped in thought I used to he 
And gaze into the summer sk\ ] 

Where the sailing clouds went b>, 

Like ships upon the sea , 

Dreams that the soul of \outh engage 
Dre Fancy lias been quelled 
Old legends of the monkish page 
Traditions of the saint and sage, 

Tales that have the rime of age, 

And cliroiiiLles of Dd 

these quaint old 


Before inc rose an avenue 
Of tall nnd sombroiis pines , 

Abroad their fan like branches grew, 
And, where the sunsliinL darted 
through, 

Spread a vapour-soft nnd blue, 

In long and sloping lints 

And falling on m> vvi arv brain, 

I ikc a fast falhiif show cr, 
j The dreams of vouth caii'i bicl again, 
1 1 ovv hspings of the Mininitr rain 
Dropping on the n| ontd prim, 

I As once upon the flovvtr 

Visions of childhood ! Stay , oh Slav ' 
I Ye wire so sweet and wild ! 

And distant voices ■;( cnieal to say 
It cannot lie ' 1 hi v pass nv nj ' 

Other themes demand thv hr 
Tliou art no more a diild ! 


And, loving sull 
themes 
Even in the city s throng 
I feel the freshness of the streams 
That, crossed by shades and sunny 
gleams 

Water the green land of dreams, 

The holy land of song 

Therefore at Pentecost which bnngs 
The spnng, clothed like a bndc 
When ncsthng buds unfold their 
wings 

And bishop s-caps have golden nngs 
Musmg upon many things 
I sought the woodlands wade 

The green trees whispered low nnd 
mild 

It was a sound of joy ! 

They were my playanates when a 
child 

And rocked me in their arms so wild ' 
Still they looked at me and smiled 
As if I were a boy 

And ever whispered mild and low 
** Come, be a child once more 1 
Md waved their long arms to and fro 
And beckoned solemnly and slow , 

Oh I could not choose but go ' 
Into the woodlands hoar,— 

Into the bhlhe and breathing air 
Into the solemn wood ' 
Solemn and silent everywhere 1 
Nature with folded hMds seemed 
there, 

Kneehng at her evening prayer ! 

Like one in prayer I stood 


• Tlic land of Song within thee lies. 
Watered by living spnngs , 

TlieliUs of 1 ancy s sleepless eyes 
Arc gates unto lint P mills' 

Holy thoughts, like si.us nnsc. 

Its clouds arc angels v mgs 

“ Lcam tint licnccfortli thy song 
'ball l>c 

Not mount tins capped with snow, 
Nor forests sounding lilc the set 
Nor nvers flowing a-asi Icsslv, 

WTicre the woodlands liend to 'ce 
llic bending heavens bclov 

■There is a fore t vihcrc the dm 
Of iron branehis sounds I 
A mighty nver roars lyrtwe-cn 
And who'oever looks therein 
Sees tlie heavens nil blacl with 'in. 
Secs not us depths nor bounds 

' Athwart tl e swaiipiiig brandies cast. 
Soft rays of sunshine pour 
Then comes the fearful w intry blast , 
Our hopes hie vvuhcrcd leues, fall 
fast, 

Pallid bps say , It is past 1 
can alum no more ! ‘ 

Look then into thine heart, and 
write I 

•t'lo Life s deep staam 1 
AH forms of sorrow and delight 
AH solemn Voices of the Night 
ITni can soothe thi-c or arTnglit — 

Be these henceforth tin theme 



VOICE'S 01- THE NIGH7 


HYMN TO THi: NIGHT 

'\trra(H7), TpfWtOTOi 

1 HEARD tlie tniling gnmicnts of the 
Niglu 

Sweep through her ninrble luills ' 

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with 
light 

I rom the celestial w alls ! 

I felt her presence, by its spell of 
might, 

Stoop oer me from above , 

The calm, majestic presence of the 
Night, 

As of the one I love 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and 
delight 

The manifold soft chimes, 

That fill the haunted chambers of the 
Night, 

Like some old poet s rhj incs. 

Irora the cool cisterns of the mid- 
night air 

My spint drank repose , 

Tlie fountain of perpetual peace flows 
tliore — 

From those deep cisterns flows 

O holy Night 1 from tliee I learn to 
bear 

What man has borne before * 
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of 
Care, 

And they complain no more 

Peace 1 Peace 1 Orestes like I breathe 
this prayer 1 

Descend w ith broad-w ingcd flight 
Tlie V cicome, the tliricc-prayed for, 
the most fair. 

The best beloved Night I 

A PSALM or LIFE 

WHAT THE HEART OF THE aOUNG 
MvW SAID TO THE PSALMIST 

Tell me not in mournful numbers, 

" Life IS but an empty dream 1 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things arc not what they 
seem 

Life is real 1 Life is earnest 1 
And the grave is not its goal 
“ Dust thou art, to dust retumest,' 
Was not spoken of the souk 
3 


Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end or way , 

But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find ns farther than to-daj 

Art IS long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and 
brave. 

Still, like mulTled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave 

In the world s broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of Life, 

Be not like dumb, driven cattle ' 

Be a hero in the strife I 

Trust no Future, liowc tr pleasant ! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead 1 
Act — act in the living Present ! 

Heart within, and God ocriicad 

Lives of great men all remind us. 

We can make our lives sublime, 
‘\nd, departing, leave behind us 
Footpnnts on tlie sands of time , 

Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o cr life s solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipw recked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again 

Let us, then, lx: up and doing, 

With a heart for any fate , 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 

Learn to labour and to wait 


FOOTSTEPS OF \NGELS 

When the hours of Day are num- 
bered, 

And the voices of the Night 
Wake the better soul, that slumbered, 
To a holy, calm delight , 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted, 
And like phantoms grim and tall. 
Shadows from the fitful fire light 
Dance upon the parlour wall , 

Then the forms of the departed 
Enter at the open door 
The beloved the truc-hearled, 

Come to visit me once more , 

He, the young and strong, who 
chenshed 

Noble longings for the stnfe, 

By the road-side fell and picnshed. 
Weary with the march of life 1 
R 2 
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■'"'1 "cakU 

Folded 

^'te TOi”*' ?”"(! feuimus, 

^’^w|s;s;sE.r 


^ Wuvfthn "lO 

tender e,cs 

't^ 

Soft rebulfK in bl!? Proyer 

fiteathinEfroinhTr'S'ptff 

and lonely 

S-tasthesc have l^ved and died, 
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/ VICES 01 '1 HE MGHE 


IHi: RC\PER AND THE 
TLOn ERS 

Tin KF IS 1 Reaper, whose name is 
Death 

And \Mtli his Sickle keen, 

He reaps the bearded gram at a 
breath 

And the flo.ters lint grow between 

" Shall I ha\e nought ilmt is fair? 
saith he , 

' Ha\c nought but the bearded 
gnm ’ 

1 hough the breath of these flow ers is 
sweet to me 

I will gne them all back again " 

He gazed at the flowers wath tearful 

C}CS 

He kissed their drooping Icates , 

It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He boimd them m his sheaves 

Mj Lord has need of these flowerets 

Tlie Reaper said, and smiled 
" Dear tokens of the earth are ihet, 

\\ here In. was once a child. 

' Tlic\ shall all bloom m fields of j 
hghi. 

Transplanted b\ mj care 
\nd saints, upon their garmentswbite 1 
'fhese sacred blossoms wear 

And the mother gate, in tears and 
pain, 

The flowers she most did lore , 

She knew she should find them nil 
again 

In the fields of light abote 

O not in crueltj not in wrath. 

The Reaper came that day , 

Twas an angel visited the green cartli, 
And took the flowers awa> 

THE LIGHT OE STARS 

The night is come but not too soon , 
i And sinking silently, 

I AH silentlj, the httle moon 

Drops down behind the sk) 

[ Tlicrc IS no light in earth or heaven, 

But the cold light of stars , 

5 And the first watch of night IS given 

L To t i. red planet Mars 
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Is it the tender star of love? 

The star of love and dreams ? 

O no ' from that blue tent above, 

A hero s armour gleams 

And earnest thoughts within me nse, 
When I behold afar. 

Suspended m the evening skies, 

Tlie shield of that red star 

0 star of strength 1 I see thee stand 
And smile upon my pam , 

Thou bcckoncst wath thy mailfed hand. 
And I am strong again 

Wihm m) breast there is no light, 
But the cold light of stars , 

1 give the first waitch of the night 

To the red planet Mars 

The star of the unconquered wall. 

He nses m mv breast 
Serene, and resolute and still. 

And calm, and self-posscssrf 

\nd tliou too whosocer thou art. 
Tint readcst this bnef psalm, 

\s one by one tliy hopes depart, 

Be resolute and calm 

O fear not in a world like this, 

And thou shall know ere long. 

Know how sublime a thing u is 
To suffer and be strong 


THE BELE.AGUERED CITY 

I iiAV'E read, in some old marvellous 
talc, 

Some legend strange and vague. 
That a midnight host of spectres pale 
Beleaguered the vv alls of Prague 

Beside the Moldau s rushing stream. 
With the wan moon overhead, 
T>iere stood tis in an awful dream, 
Tlie army of the dead 

White as a sea-fog, landward bound, 
The spectral camp was seen, 

And with a sorrowful, deep sound, 
Tlie nver flowed between 

No other voice nor sound was there, 
No drum nor sentry s pace , 

The mist-hke banners clasped the air. 
As clouds wath clouds embrace. 

But, when the old cathedral bell. 
Proclaimed the morning prayer. 

The white pavilions rose and fell 
On the niarm6J air 
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Down the broad vallej , fast and far, 
T^e troubled army lied , 

Up rose the glorious morning star, 
The ghastly host n-as dead. 

I have read, in the manellous heart of 
man 

That strange and mystic scroll, 

That an arm) of phantoms, vast and 
wan, 

Beleaguer the human soul 

Encamped beside Life s rushing 
In Fancy s misty light, [stream, 
Giganuc shapes and shadows gleam 
Portentous through the night 

Upon Its midnight battle-ground 
The spectral camp is seen. 


And, with a sorrow ful deep sound 
Flows thu River of Life between 

No other \oicc, nor sound is there 
In the arm) of the grave. 

No other challenge broahs the air, 

But the rushing of Lifcs wave, 

^nd when the solemn and deep church 
bell 

Entreats tlic soul to pra\ 

The midnight phantoms feel the spell, 
The shadows sweep aw a) 

Down the broad Vale of Tc.ars afar 
Tlic spectral camp is fled , 

I rnith shincth as a morning star, 

I Our ghastly fears arc dead. 



flowers 
''■'“a^dVden “ 

“shmt ® finnament do 

hiMo^’ ''a read our 

^astrologers and seers of cld. 


Iict not wrapped about with awful 

T 1 

stars which they 


Wondrous tniths and manifold as 
\\onQrous, 

'’lands the rev elation of In^ luv c. 
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Bnght and glorious is that re\ elation, 

Wntten all over this great w orld of 
ours , 

Making evident our own creation, 

In these stars of earth, — these 
golden flowers 

Mid the Poet, faithful and far-seeing. 

Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a 
part 

Of the self-same, universal being. 

Which IS throbbing in his brain and 
heart. 

Gorgeous flowerets in the sunlight 
shining, 

Blossoms flaunting in the e 3 'c of 
day. 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver 
lining. 

Buds that open onl) to decay , 

Brilliant hopics, all woven in gorgeous 
tissues, 

Maunting gailv m the golden light , 

Laigo desires, with most uncertain 
issues. 

Tender w ishes, blossoming at night ! 

These in flowers and men are more 
than seeming , 

Workings are they of the self-same 
powers, 

\\Tiich the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Secth in himself and m the flowers 

Everywhere about us arc they glow- 
ing, 

Some like stars, to tell us Spnng is 
bom , 

Others, their blue eyes wth tears o er- 
flowing. 

Stand like Ruth amid the golden 
corn , 

Not alone in Spnng s armonal bear- 
ing. 

And in Summer s green emblazoned 
field, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn s 
w earing, 

In the centre of his brazen shield , 

Not alone in meadows and green 
alleys. 

On the mountain-top, and by the 
bnnk 

Of sequestered pools m woodland 
valleys, 

WTiere the slaves of nature stoop 
to dnnk 
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Not alone in her vast dome of glory. 
Not on gra\es of bird and beast 
alone. 

But in old cathedrals, high and hoary, 
On the tombs of heroes, carved in 
stone , 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant. 
In ancestral homes, w hose crambling 
tow ers. 

Speaking of the Past unto the Present 
Tell us of the ancient Games of 
riow'crs , 

In all places, then, and in all seasons 
Flowers expand their light and 
soul like wangs. 

Teaching us, by most jicrsuasnc 
reasons, 

How akin they are to human 
things 

And with childlike, credulous aflcc- 
tion 

We behold their tender buds ex- 
pand , 

Emblems of our own great resurrec- 
tion, 

Emblems of the bright and better 
land 

MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THE 
DYING YEAR. 

Yes, the year is growing old. 

And Ins eye is pale and bleared 1 
Death, ivith frosty hand and cold. 
Plucks the old man by the beard. 
Sorely, — sorely 1 

The leaves arc falling, falling. 
Solemnly and slow , 

Caw 1 caw 1 the rooks are calling. 

It IS a sound of woe, 

A sound of woe 1 

Through woods and mountain passes 
The ivmds, like anthems, roll , 

They are chanting solemn masses. 
Singing, " Pray for this poor soul. 
Pray — Pray I ’ 

And the hooded clouds, like fnars, 
fell their beads m drops of rain. 

And patter their doleful prayers , 

But their prayers are Ml in vain. 

All in vain 1 

There he stands in the foul weather. 
The foolish, fond Old Year 
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Like dcsp.scd I/ar. 

A king, -a Ung 1 / 

summer m c dij 

His Ml his last 1 I die eld man 

Love A that ever soft voice 
Gentle and low 

or ^l!o St-nilc and lou 

''^'= 'Hugbters 

No mist or stain ! 


Tln-n cnmr- ^’•llll an a .-ful roar, 

Gai liermg and ^ur img on, 

J ^'■u'u I-uhndc*, 
Tlicnind riiro'Ud'n, 
riic Momi I ind l’ 

”s«oin7i"’ ’ ■’.V 

l'‘tvn aw at 1 

o L T ^hhoTeat. 

'^^"'1 f^uld tlmsdccat. 

•And be It cpt aw at ' 

•nSlinn ^»ul^htlcr bfasi 

'' Like'" ‘lOUm CTSI 

Like red Icntcs be swept atttj 

eletton 1 ^ 

'-nritic clcfonl 

- 1 1 N\OI 

H'cnmr s do c 

repos^eT^'’'^ I'CV 

0?.,’?''“?'''= 'I in the car 
°nd «^° “«<lfoar 
cheer i of E00( 


o 


i.\nnnii forms 


Yc sound':, so low nnd calm, 

Hint in the rroses of balm 
Seemed to me lil c an nngcl s psalm 

fact, mingle \ct once more 

^\ nil the ])crpetinl roar 

or the pi ic forest, dark and hoar 1 


Tongues of the dead, not lost, 

Hut speaking from death's frost. 

Like licrj tongues nt Pentecost 1 

Glimmer, ns funeral lamps. 

Amid the chills and damps 
Of the \ast plain where Dcith en- 
camps ! 


(tarJtci 


[wriTTI V I OK TIIF MOST r\ttT DUI INC M^ COLLEGE Ll^^, AND ALL 
oi TiiLM urronr the agl ot mnhefn] 


AK APRIL DA'i 

\\ IIFN the warm sun that brings 
!>-cd ’imc nnd lnr\i.st, has returned 
aq im, 

lisswcct tOMSit the still wood, where 
spnngs 

Die fi-st fiov.er of the plain 

1 lore the season well 
Whcnfo'cst glades an. teeming with 
Itnght forms 

Nor dari nnd man) -folded clouds 
foretell 

The commg-on of storms 

Prom the earth s looscncfl mould 
Tlie sajilmg draws its sustenance and 
tlirivcs , 

lliougli stricken to the heart with 
Winters cold, 

llie drooping tree reiiics 

The softh warbled song 
Comes from the iilca':ant woods, and 
coloured \ ings 

Glance quick m the bright sun, that 
mo\cs along 

Die forest openings 

WTicn the bright sunset fills 
The sih or woods with light, the green 
slope throw s 

Its shadows in the hollows of the hills 

\nd wade the upl iiid glows 

And when the etc is bom. 

In the bine lake the sk) , o cr-rcaching 
far. 

Is hollowed out, and the moon dips 
her horn 

And twinkles many a star 
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Interled m the tide. 

Stand the grat rocks, nnd trembling 
':lndows throw , 

\nd the fair trees look otcr, side by 
side. 

And see tlicmseltcs below 

j Sweet April I— many a thought 
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are 
w cd , 

\or shall thov fail, till, to its autumn 
brought 

I ifc s golden fruit is shed 


AUTUMN 

tViTii what a glory comes and 
goes the year I 

ITic buds of spring, those beautiful 
harbingers 

Of sunn) slues, and cloudless times, 
enjoy 

Life s newaicss, and earth s garniture 
spread out 

And when the sibcr habit of the 
clouds 

Comes down upon the autumn sun, 
and with 

\ sober gladness the old year takes up 

His high mbcntancc of golden fmits 

\ pomp and pageant fill the splendid 
scene 

There is a beautiful spirit breathing 
now 

Its mellow nehness on the clustered 
trees. 

And, from a beaker, full of richest 
dies 
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Pounn^on^v glor> on U>o autumn 

Momo^nrthemounta.n.Rcasummcr 

Lifts purple wng and w the 
^ “'1 “aP'e yelloiv- 


By the wijsidc a-wcary Through 
tlie trees 

^ finch purple 

That on wld cherry and red cedar 
feeds 

"inter bird, comes uitlt its plain- 
iii’e whistle 

And pecks by the witch hazel, whilst 
aloud 

From cottage roofs the w-trbhng blue- 
bird sings, 

Sounris^T''"' u °B-repcatcd stroke, 
threshing-floor thi 

O \\lnt a glor^ doth this world put 




nARLILR RORMS 


lor him vlio, wnh a f(.n.cnt licat, 
pocs fortli 

U ndcr the bnght 'ind glorious si \ , nnd 
looks 

On dimes well performed, and dajs 
well spent ! 

Tor liiin the wind, aj, and the jcllow 
Icntes, 

Shall have a \oicc and gac him clo 
quent teachings. 

lie shall so hear the solemn h)mn, 
that Death 

Has lifted tip for all that he shall go 

To his long resting place without a 
tear 


in MV or IHD MORAVIAN' 
NUNS 01 nnTHLDHCM 

AT Tilt rONSFCRSTIOS OF Pt- 
I ASkt S n\ -.Nt K 

Will' the d) mg flame of daj 
riirough the clianctl shot its ra> 
Far the glimmering tapers shed 
Faint hgliton the cow ltd head , 
And the censer burning swung. 
Where, before the nltar, hung 
Tlic blood red banner, that with 
prat cr 

Had been consecrated there. 

And the nun s sweet hjann was beard 
the while 

Sung low m the dim, m>stcnous aisle 

•• Take th> banner 1 Maj it wa\c 
Proudl) ocr the good and brasc , 
When the battle s distant wail 
Breaks the sabbath of our \-alc, 
MTicn the clarion s music thrills 
To the hearts of these lone hills 
Wien the spear in conflict shakes. 
And the strong lance shuering 
breaks 

'• Take thy banner ' and, beneath 
Tlic battle cloud s encircling 
wreath. 

Guard it I— till our homes arc 
free I 

Guard it I— God will prosper 
thee ! 

In the dark and trying hour. 

In the breaking forth of power. 

In the rush of steeds and men. 
His nght hand wHI shield thee 
then 


' Take thy banner I But, when 
night 

Closes round the ghastlj fight. 

If the vanquished warrior bow. 
Spare him Bv our holy \ow, 

B> our praj ers and many tears. 
By the mere) that endears, 

Sparc him '—he our loic hath 
shared I 

Spare linn !— as thou wouldstbe 
spared ! 

"Take th\ banner !— and if cer 
I hou shouldsl press the soldier s 
bier, 

\nd the mufiled drums should 
beat 

To the tread of mournful feet 
'1 hen this enmson flag shall be 
Martial cloak and shroud for 
thee " 

Tlic warrior took that banner proud, 
And It was Ins martial cloak and 
phroiid ' 


THB SPIRIT OF POETRY 

Tiifhf is a quiet spirit in those woods, 

lhat dwells where’er the gentle south 
wind blows , 

\nicrc, tindcmcatli the whito-thom, 
in the glade. 

Flic wild flowers bloom, or, kissing 
the soft air, 

Tlie lc.aacs aboie their sunny palms 
oiilsprc.ad 

With what a tender and impassioned 
a Dice 

It fills the nice and delicate car of 
thought 

WHicn the fast-ushenng star of Morn- 
ing comes 

Ocr-nding the gray hills with golden 
scarf , 

Or when the cowled and dusky- 
sandalcd Lie, 

In mourning weeds, from out the 
western gate. 

Departs with silent pace 1 Tliat 
spint motes 

In the green t alley, where the silver 
brook, 

From its full lavcr, pours the white 
cascade , 

And, babbling low amid the tangled 
woods 


yips down through moss grown Tlie svKnn pomp of woods the 
stones will endless laughter , golden sun, 

And frequent on the eterlasung I The flowers, the leases, the n\cr oh 
hills 1 Its was, 

Its feel go forth when il doth wnp Blue skies, and silscr clouds, ttnd 
Itself gentle wings, — 

In ill the dark embroidery of the The swelling upland, where the side* 
storm long sun [goes — 

And shouts the stem strong wind Aslant the wooded slope, it evening, 

Anri hprp nml/1 an 


UIAJUCU aiUjiC, lU 

And here amid Groves through whose broken roof 

Tlic silent nnjesty of these deep the sky looks in 

woods Mountain nnd shitlcrcd cliff, and 

its presence shall uplift th) thoughts and sunny vnle, 

from earth The distant lake, fountains, — and 

^ ^ sunshine and the pure mighty trees, 

bright air In many a ksv syllable rcoeallnc 


AS to toe sunshine and the pure mighty trees, 

mv.^ , Sht air In many a ksv syllable repealing 

cir Hence Thetr old poetic legends to the wind. 


• - ' O’"-** 

gifted bjirth 

Have ever loved the calm and Quiet 
shades 


And this is the sweet spirit, thai 
doth fill 


For them Aetewts 111 cltiqttcnt voice The wortd and In these wayw-ai 

' days of youth. 




EARLIER POEMS 


Mj busy fmcy oft embodies it, 

As a bnght image of the light and 
beauty 

Tint dwell in nature,— of the licavcnl} 
forms I 

We worship in our druims, and the 
soft hues 

Tliat stain the wild bird s w ing, and 
flush the clouds 

Wlien the sun sets Within her ere 
Tlic heaven of Apnl, with its chang- 
mg light, 

And when it wears the blue of May, is 
hung, 

And on her hp the nch, red rose 
Her hair 

Is like the summer tresses of the trees. 
When twilight makes them browai, 
and on ker check 

Blushes the nclincss of an autumn 
sk}, 

With e\er-shifting bcautj Then her 
breath. 

It IS so like the gentle air of spnng, 
As, from the morning s dewy flowers. 
It comes 

Full of their fragrance, that it is a joy 
To hate it round us, — and her silver 
voice 

Is the nch music of a summer bird. 
Heard in the still night, with its 
passionate cadence 

SUNRISE ON THE HILLS 

I STOOD upon the lulls, when heaven s 
wide arch 

Was glorious with the sun’s returning 
march, 

And woods were brightened, and soft 
gales 

Went forth to kiss the sun-clad vales 
The clouds were far beneath me , — 
bathed m light. 

They gathered midway round the 
wooded height, 

^nd, in their fading glory, shone 
Like hosts in battle overthrown, 

As many a pinnacle, with shifting 
glance. 

Through the gray mist tlirust up its 
shattered lance 

And rocking on the cliff was left 
The dark pine blasted, bare, and 
cleft 

Tlie veil of cloud was hfted, and 
below 
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Glowed the nch valley, and the nvers 
flow 

Was darkeneJ by the forest’s shade. 
Or glistened in the white cascade , 
Where upward, in the mellow blush 
of day 

Tlic noisy bittern wheeled his spiral 
way 

I heard the distant waters dash, 

I saw the current whirl and flash, — 
And nclilv, by the blue lakes silver 
beach, 

Tlie woods were bonding with a silent 
reach 

Then o er the vale, with gentle swell. 
The music of the village bell 
Came sweetly to the echo giving hills 
And the wild horn, whose voice tlie 
woodland fills. 

Was ringing to the merry shout 
That faint and far tlie glen sent out 
Where, answenng to the sudden shot, 
thin smoke. 

Through thick-lcavcd branches, from 
the dingle broke 

If thou art worn and hard beset 
With sorrows, that thou wouldst 
forget. 

If thou wouldst read a lesson, that 
wall keep 

Thy heart from fainting and thy soul 
from sleep. 

Go to the woods and lulls I — No tears 
Dim the sweet look that Nature 
wears 

WOODS IN WIN'TER 

When Mfinter wands ore piercing chill 
And through the hawthorn bLws 
the gale, 

With solemn feet I tread the lull 
That overbrows the lonely vale 

O cr the bare upland, and avvav 
Through tlie long reach of desert 
woods, 

The embracing sunbeams chastely 
pin) 

And gladden these deep solitudes. 

Wlicre, twisted round the barren oak. 
The summer vine in beaut) clung. 
And summer winds the stillness broke 
The crvstal icicle is hung 
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green "'<1 '^oods ^^ere 

•^d the son? ccncrwi Iday 
^ ceased not witfi the 


music IS abroad, 

rale desert woods 1 within your 
crowd , 

^d gathermg winds, m hoarse ac- 
cord 

^d the vocal reeds pipe loud. 

I my ear 

fitown faituliar with sour 

near it m the opening year 

^len, and it cheers me long 
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ballads 


RL/KUL or Tin: MINNISINK 

On sunnj slope ind bccchcn swell 
Tlic slintlowcd light of evening fell , 
And, where the nnples leaf was 
brown 

Will soft and silent lapse came down 
The glorv that the wood receives. 

At sunset, m its brazen leaves 

Far upward in the mellow light 
Rose the blue lulls One cloud of| 
\round a far uplifted cone, [white 
In the wimi blush of evening shone , I 
\n image of the silver lakes. 

By whidi the Indians soul awakes 

But soon a funeral h) mn was heard 
Where the soft breath of evening 
stirred 

The tall gra> forest , and a band 
Of stem in heart, and strong in hind. 
Came winding down beside the wave. 
To Uj the red chief in his grave 

They sang that by his native bovvers 
He stood, in the last moon of flowers 
\nd thirty snovvs had not yet shed 
Their glo'v on the vvarnor s head , 

But as the summer fruit decays 
So died he in those naked days 


A dark cloak of the roebuck s skm 
Covered the vvarnor, and within 
Its heavy folds the weapons, made 
For the hard toils of war, were laid , 
riie cuinss, woven of plaited reeds, 
\nd the broad belt of shells and 
beads 

Before, a dark haired vargm tram 
Chanted the death dirge of the slam , 
Behind, the long procession came 
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame, 
With heavy hearts and eyes of grief 
Leading the war-horse of their chief 

Stripped of his proud and martial 
dress, 

Uncurbed, unreined, and nderless 
With darling eye, and nostril spread 
And heavy' and impatient tread, 

He came , and oft that eye so proud 
Asked for his rider in tlic crowd 

Tlicy buried the dark, chief— they 
freed 

Beside the grave his battle steed 
And swift an arrow cleaved its way 
To his stem heart I One piercing 
neigh 

Arose —and on the dead man s plain, 
The ndcr grasps his steed again 


|^crl^a^^s 
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THE SKELETON IN ARMOUR 

rRrFATORY NOTE. 

The follow inc bilhd w-as sum;cstc(l to me wriille rldini on the seashore at Newport A year 
or two previous t cicton hid been du;:; up at Tnll River did in broken and coirodcd armour 
nnd the idea occurred to me of connee mz it with the Round Tower nt Newport jjcncnll> 
kn rwn hitherto as the r Id ^\ indmlll thouch now claimed b\ the Dines os a work of thrir 
earl) ancestors Professor Rafnf in the AlitfUftrcs dc let SociHc Royalt dtt jinitquairts du 

Aerd for sa>5— , , , , t f ^ * ir 

‘•There IS no misiakinsj In this insUance the st le In which the more and nt st-ne cr ificM 
o'* the N rth were constructed the st>Ic which bclonjrs to thr Roman or Ante Gothic nrcM 
tccturc and which, cspccmllv n trr the time of Chorlemnjrne diffuse itself from Italy over the 
whole of the West and North of Furopc where it continued to predominate until the clo^ of 
the twelfth ccniun that st>Ie which ♦omc authors have frorn one of its most syiklnff 
chaTactcnstics, cal cd the round nreh style, the same which in t-ngland Is denominated Saxon, 
and sometimes Norman architecture. t-i i. t.* 

“On the nnci nt rrruc urc in New^port there arc no ornaments rematntn!i •which might pps 
sibty have served to guide us m assifmmg the probablr date ofits crcc i n 1 hat n > vestige 
whalcve is found of uie pointed rreh nor an\ approximation to it is indicative of an car ler 
rather than of a later penod From such characicnstics as r^ain however, we jam vrarcelv 
form any other inference than one In which I nm persuaded that all who are familiar whh old 
Northern architecture w II rnnciir THAT Tins BUILDING was erected at a eeriod dtcidfdly 
NOT latertiianthe TWELFTH CENTURY This remark applies olcoursc tothcoriclnalbuillinfr 
only and not lo the alterations ihii It s ilweni cntlj received , for there nre several such altern 
tioni in the upper p-rt of the building which cannot be mistaken, and which were most likely 
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occasioned its [«in^adnpted la modem tImM to \arir« u cs forcininpV th th'* substmr 
** ^ nwcaiinc. To the •-itnc i mf-i lx- irfrrrcuTljC 
windows firepte, made above tb- rnJumrjs Tlut tins bojldhi* rnuW 

not hire been erected f.r a windmill IS whal n nrcMtrct t»l!l oMU dl couW 

1 will no enter into ft discussion of the IV int Ii is fufbrtrriilt. u ^ i fnM. u.a r .1 

' nj lilr 1 me ! ifij 

»ni, but a miKlnjll f 


A iML w un }ua lo na\x a care 01 what j*ou wen 
and nobody could mistake It but one who had tli 

' Speak I spcik ! thou fearful guest I 
Who v\ith thv hollow hretst 
Sull in rude am our drest 
Contest to d Hint me I 
Wrapt not in Dtstem hnlnis 
But mth thy flcshlcss palms 
Stretched, as if asking nlnts 
WTiy dost thou haunt me ? 

from those entemous etes 
rale flashes seemed to nse, 

As when the Northern skies 
Gleam m December , 

And like the tvaters flow 
Under December s snow 
Came a dull voice of woe 
From the heart s chamber 
"I Has a Viking old 1 

Nn manifold 

INO SKald m song has told, 

me heed that In tin verse 

rehcaTO I 

tnan s curve 1 
For this I sought thee 

Bifthn" land 

I. wA my childish hand 
, ^'ot'cd the ger falcon 

TremWedto!vX’on^‘'=>“'’‘l 
frozen lair 

Bmwhefl t older era. 

With rbl 

Many the souls fhat 
Many the hearts ihat^^ 

% °ur stem order! ■ 


' Manv n v assail Iioiit 
Wo'c till long W mil rout, 

Often our inltlnight shout 
Vt the cocl s trouiii{ , 

As wc tlm Ikrs'rl' s talv, 
Mcisuricl in cups of ,I 
Driinin,, the oalcii pu!, 

1 illcd to o (.rflinving 

■Once a-- I toltl in pin. 

Tall s of the storniv sea 
boft cvi s tliil pare on me 
nmaimg vrt icndv r , 

Ind as the v lute shine 
On the dark No-wav pint 
On that (lark he irt of mink 
1 lII their soft 'plunilotir 

I vvooej the blue I veil nnid 
k idding )i.t half afraid 
And in the forest s shade 
Our vows vcri phglued 
J- ndcr Its loosened vest 
I mtlcrid her little brcaM, 

I It c birds within their nest 
B> the haw t frighted 

I'or fathers hall 
bhivlds gleamed upon the wall, 
l^ud sang the minstrels all, 
Cfranting his glorv , 

AAhcn of old Hndcbrand 

Mml'n I",®. >»rr s hand, 
lute did the minstrels stand 
JO hear nij slon 

iJmi ‘If "'n'J''''"'" nle ho qiiafTcd 

And^as ihV f ■'"’P'"" Inughctl, 
"'no ^ the wand pus, s waft 

So ilm I 

Out or u“'‘ °f«orn 
r ron? th ‘'P" 

"f'fK'r’ilSr 

Hwnostunguarde!? ^ ‘ 
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iULLADS 


' ScarcL hid 1 put to sea, 

Ikinng the mud with me, — 
Fairest of ill was slic 

‘Vmonp the Norscnicii ! — 

\\ hen on liic white sea struid, 
\Vi\ mg his armdd hand, 
baw we old Ilildcbnnd, 

\\ itli tweniv horsemen 

" llien launched the\ to the blast, 
Bent like 1 reed each mast. 

Yet \ c were gaining fist, 

\\ 1 cn the wind failed us , 

\nd with a sudden flaw 
Came round the gusty SI aw , 

So that our foe we saw 
Laugh as he hailed us 

•' \nd as to catch the gale 
Bound Mcrcd the flapping sail, 
Death! was the helmsman s hml. 
Death without ouartcr ! 
Mid-ships with iron keel 
Struct we her ribs of steel , 

Down her black hulk did reel 
Tlirough the black water ! 

" \s with his wings aslant, 

Sails the fierce cormorant 
Seeking some rocky haunt. 

With his prey laden , 

So toward the open main, 

Beating to sea again, 

Ihrough the wild hurricane, 

Bore I the maiden 
" Three weeks we westward bore, 
And when the storm was o cr, 
Cloud-likc we saw the shore 
Stretching to leeward , 

There for my lady s bower 
Built I the lofty tower. 

Which, to this \cry hour. 

Stands looking seawnrd 

" Ihcrc lived we many years , 

1 ime dned the maiden s tears , 
She had forgot her fears. 

She was a mother. 

Death closed her mild blue eyes, 
Under that tower she lies , 

Ne cr shall the sun nnsc 
On such another I 
^ Still grew my bosom tlicn, 

Still as a stagnant fen ! 

Hateful to me were men. 

The sunlight hateful ! 

In the vast forest here. 

Clad in my warlike gear. 

Fell I upon my spear, 

O death w as grateful ' 


“Thus, seamed with many scars, 
Bursting these prison bars, 

Up to Its native stars 
My soul ascended 1 
There from the flow mg bow 1 
Deep drinks the warrior s soul, 
Skoal ! to the Northland ! skoal ' ' 
— llius the talc ended 


THE LUCK. OI EDENHALL. 

tROM TJtE GERMAN 01 UHLAN D 

[The tmdition upon a hich this bnlhd is 
founded and the ‘ shards < f ilic I uck of 
J denhall,’’ still exist in T ngland The eoblct is 
in the possession of Sir Christopher Musgrat e, 
Hart , of Lden Hall, Cumberland , and is not 
jO cntlrclj shattered ns the ballad leases le] 

Ol Edenhall the youthful Lord 
Bids sound the festal tnimpct s call , 
He nscs at the banquet board, 

\nd cries, mid the drunken revellers 
all, 

“Now bring me the Luck of Eden- 
haU 1 ” 

Tlic butler hears the words with pain, 
1 he house s oldest seneschal. 

Takes slow from its silken cloth again 
Tlie drinking glass of cmtal tall , 
Tlicy call it the Luck of Edcnlialk 

Then said the Lord " This glass to 
praise. 

Fill with red wine from Portugal 1 ' 
The graybeard with trcmbhng hand 
obeys , 

V purple light shines overall. 

It beams from the Luck of Edenhall 

Then speaks the Lord, and waves it 
hght, 

" This glass of flashing crystal tall 
Gave to my sires the Fountain Spnte , 
She wTote in it. If this glass doth fall, 
Farcavcll then, O Luck of Edenhall ' 

“ 'Twas right a goblet the Fate should 
be 

Of the joyous race of Edenhall I 
Deep draughts drink we right will 
Higly . 

And willingly ring, w ith merry call, 
Klmg ' klang 1 to the Luck of Eden* 
halir 

■ In Scandinavia Ihij is tie custbmart vabi 
tation when drinkillR a hcallli I hn\c sllchll}' 
chon'^cd the orthography of the word in ordcif 
^ Ij pr s Tvr Uu ». rreU pronunciation 
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L02\^GthU0irs rOEJl^l ^ U'OkK^. 

I ■n..s™l.c,.«\V=..no„So«tb 

Then muuen at last like the thunder s up and smkc nn old bMlor, 

fall, Had sailed the Spanish Main, 

rM. _ T ...*1 IT »>»if mtr* \ nnricr Dort • 


The glonous Luck of Edenhall ^ 

•'For Its keeper takes araceof might 
The fragile goblet of crjstal tall , ' Last night, the moon had a golden 

It has teted longer than is nght , , f,ag , „ 

Kling 1 klang 1— with a harder blow to night no moon we see 1 

than ^1 Tlie slapper, he blew a whiff from ms 

ViHl 1 try the Luck of Edenhall I pjpe 

As the goblet nnging flics apart, -And a scornful laugh hiughe c. 

Suddenly cracks the vaulted hall , Colder and louder blew the w ind, 

And throngh the rift the wild flames from the North-cast , 

start , -Djc snow fell hissing in the bnne, 

Th" guests m dust are scattered all j yi^nd the billow s frothed hke ) cast 

With the breakang Luck of Edenhall , , 

, , , , . , Down came the storm, and smote 

In slonns the foe, with fire and | amain 

u 1 j „ 1 The vessel in its strength 

He In the night had scaled the wall | g,,n spuddered and paused, like a 

Skun by the sword lies the youthful fnghted steed, 


li lU ^ «... - 

» 1 pray thee put into >onaer port, 
For 1 fear a hurricane. 


As the goblet nnging flics apart, 
Suddetuy cracks the vaulted hall , 


Colder and louder blew the w ind, 

\ gale from the North-cast ■ 

Tlic snow fell hissing in the bnne, 
And the billows frothed hke y cast 


Lord, 

Eut holds m his hand die cry stal tall, 
The shattered Luck of Edenhall 

On the morrow the butler gropes 
alone, 


fnghted steed, 

Then leaped her cable s length 

Come hither! come hither! m> little 
daughter, 

And do not tremble so , 

For I can weather the roughest gale 
That ever wand did blow 


Tt,,. j _ V 1 , Tor I can weather the roughest gate 

inc gi ay beard in the desert hall, i riia Wnw 

He seeks his Lords burnt skeleton. ' That ever wand did blow 

He seeks m the dismal rum s fall i He wrapped her warm m his seaman 6 
The shards of the Luck of Edenhall 1 coat 

• The stonewall, saithhc, doth fall ' „ 

' He ent a rope from a broken spar, 

Down must the stately columns fall • And bound her to the mask 
Glass is thu earths Luck and Pnde’, T O father 1 I hear the church bells 
In atoms ^ fall this earthly ball. • nng 

ne day like the Luck of Edenhall I i O say what may it be’ 


Aguinst the stinging blast , 

He cut a rope from a broken spar, 

I And bound her to the mast. 

1 ' O father 1 I hear the church bells 
1 

1 O say what may it be’ 

I ' Tis a fog-bell on a rock bound 
1 coast 1 

And he steered for the open sea. 

" 0 father ! I hear the sound of guns, 
O say what may it be ’ ’ 

“Some ship m distress, that cannot 
live 

0 In such an angry sea I ’ 


The Wreck of the steered for the open sea. 

HESPERUS " ® father ! I hear the sound of guns, 

It was the u O say what may it be’ ’ 

.That sailed the "'“P 

"'daute =^sry sea I ' 

To bear bim company * ^ father ' 1 see t. gleaming lightr 

Blue were her cvca. at: ihr. c r, 9 ra'iy it be ? ^ 

Her checl/hhe the father ans\\ ered no er a ord, 

1 Dashed to the helm all stiff and stark, 
pc in the momh of Maj ^ With his face turned to the skies, 
dipper he stood beside the Wtm lantern gleamed through the 

D‘s p.p-. vns ,n helm, glrammg snow 

' On his fl\vd and g’as'‘\ eves 

iS 



1 hen the maiden clasped her hands 
nnd pri\cd 

That sa\cd she might be , 

And she thought of Chnst who stilled 
the was e 

On the Lake of Galileo 

And fast through the midnight dark 
and drear, [snow, 

Through the whistling sleet and 
Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the rcefofNomian'sWoc. 
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And c\er the fitful gusts between 
A sound came from the land , 

It was the sound of the trampling surf. 
On the rocks nnd the hard sea^ 
sand 

The breakers werenght beneath her 
bows. 

She drifted a dreary wTeck, 

And n whooping billow sw-ept Uie 
crew 

Like icicles from her deck 






POLTJCAL U DRkS 


c-ccn till I 


WTicn sleeping in the grote, 
He dreamed not of her lo\c. 


‘•ai' * ! like Dnn s kiss, um'kerl, unsought. 

^ -,xz 1 ar h-i I Lo\c gites Itself, but is not bonglit , 

I Nor \oicc nor sound beinvs 
15'' ’ Its deep impassioned gate, 

L, — a sex.-.- rax-T-a s > It comes —the beautiful the free, 
NN~£'^ -'■- e^a- ; .•». k ^ imm-^nU) ,— 

»_ j -a OQl silence and alone 

■' V - 5v v cc'a s'e>-- , 1 To seek the elected one 


•I- ev, 

’ 

Tti-a W 

\^t' 1 -‘T tkr bt< vs>s rear 
S,. a ‘-a-;' a tott' cS’urui. 


It I'fts the boughs, whose shadotvs 
deep 

Arc Lifcs obliMon. the 'oul s sleep. 
And kisses the closed cers 
Of him who slumbering lies 


^ Ard-’ja '■'-S’-gV sKa\a> , Owcarj hearts! O slumbenng c) es ! 

llehea’'aVporis’''T'~a nrui . ' q jjfoop,ng joub whose destinies 
}^t<. t h ^ tbu ; V , Are fraught \ ith fear and pain, 

\c shnll be lo\cd a^am ' 


ei<. t b ^ tbu ; e i'sjivM Are fraught \ itb fear and 

sii-Cing la V e a 1 \ c shnll be lo\ cd a^am ' 

sawds la 1 •*' hl.e her n Mo one so uiterU desolaie 


It SC sa 
a 




V. rgv-i ' 1 " C> -c-ee mo e Kesponus unto 

lljutaxht "'■ > Responds —as if w 

HC'V < VK ^ ' r naa,’i hand he i An angel touched ii: 

A*Vr\ Cl ‘ ^ I A rarl Ktcrajart 


Axvl ah*' n ' * ^ ^ ^ 

\ lear md hiS cj« 

1 AC*» '"**'”'' 5 ;.. us c’ose 1 . 


Mo one so ulterl) desolaie 

Hut some heart though uni nowm 
Responds unto his own 

Responds —as if wiili un eca wings. 
An angel touched ns qiu\ enng r tnngs 
And whispers iii ns ong ' 

•’Where liast Uiou stated '0 
I long ' 


Tlin TWO LOCKS 01 IIMR 


(^ncMnotumi;'- - ^el li... 

lachrtvaub , -thmsdonc, from the gfrm\' 
<K.nwthinrotU "Pi-'* * 


or PFIEl I- 


t I \rned n " "l''' ^ repsue j ^ ^ou^n, light hearted and content, 

i . *n tlec m> wortht l wander through the w irlil 

} Thanks tl w > • | Arab-hke is pitched nu tent, 

I 5o n '• FKt taught ’ , And straight again ib let i d 


,a-x '' 

•I 111 t'*’'**'' goh 4 'bata^ 


Here Arab-hke is pitched nu tent. 
And straight again ib let id 

Vet oft 1 dream that omc a wife 
I Close in ni> heart w Jb 1 leknl 
\nd in the swe-ct repose ot hte 
A blessed child 1 rc^eKcd 

1 wake 1 Away that I'-e im au a\ ' 
Too long did it remain ' 

So long, tint both h\ niglit and das 

1 It c\ or comes again 

The <5nd lies c\-cr m m> th night 
To a gra\c so cold and dci p 
Tlic mother beautiful was brnneht 
Then dropt the child asleep 

Rut now the dream is whelK u , r 
I bathe nunc c\ es and ice [me ire 
And wander thro the world once 
^ yonl\i so light and frci^ 










lONGPELJOW^ POnnCA! WDRh^ 


Week in \\cek out, from mom till 

Digkt 

You can hear Ills bellon-s blow , 

You can bem him swing his heavj 
sledge, ! 

With measured beat and slow , 

Like a sexton nnging the siUigc bell. 
Wien the evening sun is low 

And children coming home from school 
Look in at the open door , 

They love to sec the flaming forge. 

And hear the bellows roar. 

And catch the burning sparks that fl\ 
Like chaff from a threshing-floor 


When, sleeping m the grove. 

He dreamed not of her love 

Like Pmn's kiss, umsked unsought. 

Love gives itself, but u> not bought , 
bfor voice nor sound betmj s 
Us deep, impassioned gizc 

It comes —the beautiful llic free, 

rite crown of ill Inimmit) , — 

In silence and nionc 
fo seek the elected one 

It Ifts the boughs, whose shadows 
deep 

Arc I ife s oblivion, the 'ouVs deep, 
\nd kisses the closed cj cs 
Of him who sluinbcniig lius 


He goes on Sunday to the church, 

And sits among nis bovs , i , i , „i 

He hears the parson pray and preach, ] O w cniy hearts I O slumbering cy cs I 
He hears his daughter s voice, O drooping souls, whoso destinies 


1 daugh 

Singuig in the village choir 
■Vnd makes his heart rejoice 

It sounds to film like her mothers 
voice 

Singing in Paradise 1 
He needs must thinkofher once more. 
How m the grave she lies , 

And with his hard, rough hind he 
wipes 

A tear out of his eyes 

Toiling —rejoicing,— sorrowing. 

On ward through life he goes , 

Each morning secs some task begun. 
Each evening secs its close 1 
Something attempted something done. 
His earned a night s repose. 

Thanks thanks to thee, my worthv 
fnend 

For the lesson thou hist biught J 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought , 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought 

EYDYMIOH 

rire ruing moon has hid the stars 
Her level rays, like golden bars 
Lie on the landscape green 
With shadows brown between 

^d silver white the nver gleams. 

As if Diana, in her dreams, 

Had dropt her silver bow 
Upon the meadow s low 

On such a tranquil night as this 
She woke Endymlon with a kiss 


Are fraught with fear md pnn, 

\c shall be loved ngim ' 

Xo one IS so icairsed by fito, 

No one so utterly desolitc 

But somehcirt, though util nowm, 
Responds unto his own 

Responds — is if, with un'-cen wings 

1 An angel touched its quivenng strings, 
And whispers in its song, ' 
"Where host thou siivcd *10 
\ long ^ 


THE TWO lOCKb OF HAIR 

FEOVt THE CFRVIW OF PFIFI E 

VvouTii, light licnrfcd md content, 

I wander through the world , 

Here Arib-likc is ptclicd my lent. 
And stnighl again is furled 

I Yet oft I drcim thit once i wife 
Close m my heart w is loci td 

I And m the sweet repose of life 
A blcsstd child I rocked 

I I vvike I Awny thit drcim,— iwiv ' 
Too long did it rcmiin 1 

So long tint both by night md day 
It ever comes again 

iThe end lies ever in my thought , 

I ^ grave so cold and deep 

beautiful was brought , 
Tlica dropt the child asleep 

I dream is whollv o ir 

I bathe mine cy-es and see [more 
And wander thro the world once 
1 A youth so hght and free 

22 


MISCLIL AiVLOUS PCLi^S 


Two locks— -ind they are wondrous And when I see that lock of gold 
Left jne that vision mild , [hir— Pale grows the evening red , ' 
The brown is from the mother s hair, And when the dark lock I behold, 
The blond is from the child 1 wish tint I were dead 



GOD S-ACRE 

I LIKE that ancient Sx\on phrase 
which calls 

Tlic bunal-ground God s Acre I It 
is just , [walls. 

It consecrates each grave within its 
And breathes a bcnison o'er the 
sleeping dust 

God’s-Acre I Yes, tliat blessed name 
imparts 

Comfort to tliose, who m the grate 
have sowai [their hearts. 

The seed that tlicy had garnered m 
Their bread of life— alas 1 no more 
their own. 
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Into its furrows shall we all be cast. 

In the sure faith that we shall nse 
again 

\t the great har/cst, when the arch- 
angel s blast 

Shall wannow, like a fan, the chaff 
and grain 

Thcnbhall the good stand in immortal 
bloom. 

In the fair gardens of that second 
birth , 

And each bright blossom mingle its 
perfume 

With that of flowers which never 
bloomed on earth 





rOjYGfrJ JOir^ POETICAI WORK^ 

AndT^lhe?^wfor thcsccd My thouglus^st.llclmglotl.o moulder- 

This is"tL“ eld and Acre of our God, But the ho]^ of youth fall thick ill 

This IS the place u here human har the blast, , 

vests grow I And the day s arc dark and dreary 

Be sbll, sad heart 1 nnd cease rcpin- 

— ^ 

- ,,,,, Behind the clouds is the sun still 
IT IS NOT AkW AYS MAY shining , 

Ad Adjr m lit mdet ic online Thy fate IS thc common fate of all. 


IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY 

Ad haj fdtora at let mdet ie online 


Sfomth Pre-ah ) ],fe some rain must fall, 


The sun u bnght, — the air is clear | 
The darting swaillow s soar and sing I 
find from the stately elms I hear 
The blue bnrd prophesying Spring 

So blue yon winding mer flows 
It seems an outlet from thc sky , 
WTiere waitmg ull the west wind I 
blows. 

The freighted douds at anchor he. 

All things are now —the buds thc 
leaves 

That gild the elai tree s nodding 
crest 

And oven the nest beneath thc caves — 
There are no birds In last year-, 
nest I 

All things rejoice in youth and love 
The fulness of their first delight 1 


Some davs must be dark mid 
dreary 

TO THC RUCR CH \RLCS 

Rim r 1 that In silence vvindest 
riiroiigh thc meadows bright and 
free. 

Till at length thy rest thou findcst 
In the bosom of thc sca ! 

Tour long years of mingled feeling 
Half m rest and half in strife, 

1 1 have seen thy waters stealing 

j Onward like the stream of life 

Tliou hast taught me Silent River ' 
Mnny a lesson deep and long , 

Thou hast been a generous giver , 

I can give thee but a song 


, Oft In sadness and in illness 


The melting tenderness of night 


I have watched thy current glide, 


Maiden, thatreadslthlssimplerhymc Till the beamy of us stillness 
Enjoy thy youth it will not slay , ' Overflowed nio like a tide 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy pnme, ’ ‘ And in better hours and bnglUtr, 

or O, it IS not always May ! MTien 1 saw thy waters gleam. 

Enjoy the Spring of Love and YouUi ^ "'J lighter, 

To some good angel leave the rest And leap onw ard w ith thy stream 

"^tmth"^ Not for this alone I love thee 

Therp nm 1 . Nor because tliv waves of blue 

npit I years From celestial seas above dice 


THE RAINY DAY 


Take their owai cUcslial hue. 

Where yon shadowy woodlands hide 
thee, 

'Ind thy waters disappear. 


IHE day is coM, and darV, and I lo\c ha\c dwelt beside thcc, 

T, „ ureaw , And have made thy margin dear 

The vine stfllchn^mhera^uld^E reminds 

wall 8 tue 

But at cyere gust the dead leaves faU Anri 

And the day IS dark and drearv And that n’^e like magic binds me 

uoser, closer to thy side 
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Mncrjj AK^nom ronm 


Friends my soul w uh joj remembers I 
How lile quncnng dimes they 
snn, 

Wien I fin the liiin? cmlitrs 
On the hi inhslone of inj heart • 

Tis for this, thou ‘silent Rwer ! 

Tint m) spirit leans to thee , 

Tliou hist been i generous giscr, 
lake this idle song from me 


BLIND BMiriMELS 

Bund Bartimeus it the gates 
Of Jericho m darkness waits , 

He hears the crowd lie hears i 
bre.nh 

S,a\, '* It lb Chnst of N’aznretli ' 

And calls m tones of igoii), 

'Irirov, rAojsrol ;tc ‘ 

The tiirongmg multitudes increase , 
Blind Bartimeus hold tlu pieacc ' 

But still above the noisy crowd, 

The beggars cr^ is shrill and loud 
Until tiiey sa\ , ‘ He calletli thee i 
©apefi, cytipai, ere ' 

Then saith the Christ as silent stands 
The crowd, " ^\ hat wait thou nt nn 
hands?' 

And he replies, " O give me light ' 
Rabbi, restore the blind man s 'ight ' 
And Jesus answers, "a roye 
II rtoiis trot attruKt cr< 

\c that have eves, )ct cannot see 
In darkness and m miscrj. 

Recall those mighty Voices Three 
’IijcroC', <AfTj(roi fif ' 

©apcr<t, tyfipai, vmyf ' 

H Hams cvv ctirtoKt ai ' 


THE GOBLET OF LIFE 

Fili ED is Life s goblet to the brim , 

And though m> c}cs with tears arc 
dim, 

I sec Its sparkling bubbles stvim, 

\nd chant a melancholy lijnin 
With solemn voice and slow 

No purple flo\ ers, — no garlands 
green, 

Conceal the goblet’s shade or sheen, 

Nor maddening draughts of Hippo- 
crene. 

Like gleams of sunshine, flash be- 
tween 

Thick leaves of mistletoe 
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Tins goblet, wrought with cunous art, 
Is filled with waters, tliat upstart 
When the deep fountains of the heart, 
Bj strong convailsions rent ainrt, 

Ire running all to waste 

And as it mantling passes round, 
Witli fennel is it wreathed and 
crowned, [browned 

Whose seed and foliage sun im- 
Arc m Its waters steeped and drowned. 
And give a bitter taste 

Above the lowly plants it towers, 

Tlic fennel, with its yellow flowers, 
And in nn earlier age than ours 
Was gifted with the wondrous powers. 
Lost vision to restore 

It gave new strength and fearless 
I mood , 

' \nd gladiators fierce and rude, 

, Mingled it in their daily food 
' \iid he who battled and subducti, 

A wreath of fennel wore 

Then in Life s goblet freely press 
The leaves that give it bitterness 
Nor pnze the coloured waters less 
Form thy darkness nnd distress 

New light nnd strength they give 1 

I \nd hewho has not learnt to know 
How false Its sparkling bubbles show. 
How bitter arc tlie drops of woo 
Witl) which its brim may overflow. 

He has not learned to live 

Tlic pmyer of Ajax was for light , 
Tliroitgh all lliat dark nnd desperate 
fight, 

TIic blackness of that noonday night. 
He asked but the return of sight. 

To see his foeman s face 

I-ct our unceasing, earnest pray'cr 
Be, too, for light, — for strength to bear 
Our portion of the weight of care, 

■That crushes into dumb despair 
One half the human race 

O suffering, sad humanity I 

0 ye nhlictedoncs, who lie 
Steeped to tile lips in misery', 

Longing, and yet afraid to die. 

Patient, though sorely tried 1 

1 pledge y ou in this cup of gnef. 

Where floats the fennel s bitter leaf I 
The Battle of our Life is brief, [lief, — 
The alarm —the struggle, — the re- 

Then sleep we side by side. 










^’^ere" he'b^if ^“'' 

^"hebrooKlct''"”'’^''''"^'^ 

Onthcm«ltn*:3‘^‘"^'-='"^o 

‘'Ws broad expanse! 








MI^CLT / 1A~n0U’^ rCL 1 /? 


Deep and still, that gliding stream 
Beautiful to thee must seem, 

As the nver of a dream 

Then why pause with undecision. 
When bright angels in thy vision 
Beckon thee to fields El 3 'sinn? 

Secst thou shadows sailing 
As the dot e, w ith startled c) c. 

Secs the falcon's sliadoav fly ? 

Hearcst thou voices on the shore. 
That our ears perceive no more 
Deafened by the cataract's raar? 

O, thou child of many prayers 1 
Life hath quicksands, — Life hath 
snares 1 

Care and age come unawares ! 

Like the swell of some sweet tunc. 
Morning rises into noon. 

May glides onward into June 

Childhood IS the bough, where 
slumbered 

Birds and blossoms many-numbered , — 
Age, the bough with snows encum- 
bered 

Gather, then, each flower that grows. 
When the young heart oterflows. 

To embalm tliat tent of snows 

Bear a lily In thy hand , 

Gates of brass cannot withstand 
One touch of that magic wand 

Bear through sorrow , w rong, and ruth. 
In thy heart the dew of aouth. 

On thy lips the smile of truth 

O, that dew, like balm, shall steal 
Into w ounds, diat cannot heal. 

Even as sleep our eyes doth seal , 

And tliat smile, like sunshine dart 
Into many a sunless heart. 

For a smile of God tliou art 

EXCELSIOR 1 

The shades of night were falling fast. 
As through an Alpine village passed 
A youth, who bore, 'mid snow and icc, 
A banner with the strange device. 
Excelsior I 


His brow was sad , his eye beneath 
rinslied like a falchion from its 
sheath. 

And like a silver clarion rung 
llie accents of that unknown tongue. 
Excelsior ' 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and 
bright , 

Above, the spectral glaciers shone, 
And from his lips escaped a groan, 
Excelsior ! 

“Try not the Pass ' ' the old man 
said , 

" Dark lowers the tempest overhead. 
The roaring torrent is deep and 
w ide 1 ' 

And loud that clarion voice replied. 
Excelsior 1 

“O slay,’ the maiden said, “and 
rest 

Thy weary head upon this breast 1 
A tear stood m his bnght blue eye. 

But still ho answered, with a sigh. 
Excelsior 1 

“Beware the pine trees withered 
branch ! 

Beware the awful avalanche I" 

This was the peasant s last Good- 
night 

A voice replied, far up the height. 
Excelsior 1 

At break of day, as heavenward 
The pious moriks of Saint Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 

A voice cried through the startled air. 
Excelsior 1 

A traveller, by the faithful hound 
Half buried in the snow was found. 

Still grasping in his hand of ice 
That banner with the strange device. 
Excelsior ! 

Tlicre in the twilight cold and gray. 
Lifeless, but beautiful he lay. 

And from the sky, serene and far, 

A voice fell like a falling star. 

Excelsior 1 
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rrhe foUowInc Poem! wtlh one exception, were written at jcn, in the lattCT part of Octo^ 
I S not iSmtiJ of Dr Channinc s denih. Since that ecent the pewm addrwscd to him t 
L lon^ awre^tm 1 hate ded&d however, to let it remain as it was written, a feeble 
itaimony of my ndimmlioii lot a Kteav and koo<I man ] 


TO WILLIAM E. CHALNIXG 

Thf pages of thy book I read 
And as I closed each one, 

My heart responding eter said 
'• ^tvanl of God ! well done 1 

V,'’eU done I Thy words are great an I 
bold I 

“^t times they seem to me, 

Like Luthers in the days of old 
Half battles for the free ' 

I 

Go on until this land reiokes 
The old and chartered Lie, 

The feudal curte, whose whips ami 
sokes 

Insult humanity 

A voice is ever at thv side 
Speaking in tones of might, 

Like the prophetic voice that cried 
Tojohnm Patmos ‘ Wnte 1 

Write) and tell out this blood) talc 
Record this dire eclipse. 

This Day of Wrath, this Endless 
Wail, 

This dread Apocalj'psc. 


THE SLAVES DREAM 

B^de the ungathered nee he lav. 
HusieUeinhishand, 

"wav'll '“I?' 

Was buried in the sand 


He saw once more his dark eyed queen 
Among lier children stand , 

They clasped his neck, they kissed his 
cheeks 

Tliey held Inm b) the hand ' — 

A tear burst from tlie sleeper s lids 
And fell into the sand 

Vnd then at furious speed he rode 
I Along the Niger s bank , 

His bridle reins were golden chains. 
And with n martial clank, 

At caclt leap he could fed Ills scab 
bard of slccl 

Smiting his stallion s flank 

Before him, like a blood red flag’, 

ITic bright flamingoes flew , 

From mom till night tic followed tlicir 
flight 

Ocr i^ains where the tamannd 
grew. 

Till he saw the roofs of Cafirc huts. 
And the ocean rose to view 

At night he heard the hon roar, 

, And the by cena scream 
And the river-horse, as he crushed the 
reeds 

Beside some hidden stream , 

And it passed, like a glonons roll of 
dmms, 

Through tho triumph of his dream 

The forests, w ith their myaiad tongues. 
Shouted of liberty , 

^nd tlie Blast of the Desert cned 
aloud 

With a voice so wild and free 


Again in the mist ana nw-a r ^'viin a voice so wild and free 

sleep That he started in his sleep and 

He saw his NaUve Land a » 

wiHn L , tbeir tempestuous glee 

& “» 01 H, 6,a„,f„uh.d™L.h,p. 

more n ^ ' Sleep 

^^®ard the tmling catn^ a body lay 

Haswnd the mountain road ^ worn-^ut fetter, that tltc soul 

Had broken and throw n awav ! 

2S 
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TIIL SLAVi: IN THEDISM\L 
SWAMP 

In dirk ftns of ilic Dismal Swamp 
T. (ic liunicd IscgTO laj , 

He saw ihc fire of the midnight camp, 
And heard it times a horse s tramp 
And a bloodhound s distant ba) 

Where will o -the wasps and glow- 
worms shine, 

In bulrush and in brake , 

WTicrc tnving mosses sliroud the 
pine, [vine 

And thcccdtirprows, and Ihepoisonous 
Is spotted like the snake , 

Where hardly a human foot could 
pass, 

Or n human heart would dare. 

On the quaking turf of the green 
morass [grass 

He crouched In the ranK and tangled 
Lil e a wild beast m Ins loir 

A ^oor old slue infirm and lame , 
Giuai scars dc orincd in'- face , 


On his forehead he bore the brand of 
shame, [frame. 

And the rags, that hid his mangled 
Were the livery of disgrace 

All things above were bright and fair, 
All things were glad and free , 

Lithe squirrels darted here and there, 
And wild birds filled the echoing air 
With songs of Liberty 1 

On him alone wus the doom of pain. 
From the morning of his birth , 

On him alone the curse of Cain 
Fell, like a flail on the garnered grain. 
And struck him to the earth ! 

THE GOOD P-\RT 
T/IAT S»ALL NOT BE TAKEN AWAY 
Stir dwells b> Great Kenhawa's side. 
In valleys green and cool , 

And all her hopw and all her pndc 
Arc m the village school 

Her soul, like the transparent mr 
That robes the lulls above, 






lONGFElLOW'"^ rOLTlCM i/ (V.'A’? _ 


Though not cf cnrth, encircles Uicrc 
All things wth arms of lo\c 
And thus she walks among her girls 
Wth praise and mild rebukes 
Subduing cen rude \illagc churls 
Bj her angehc looks 
She rends to them at c\cnlide 
Of One who came to saw , 

To cast the capti\c s chains aside, 

■\nd liberate the slaac 
\nd oft the blcssfed lime foretells 
WTen all men shall be free , 

\nd musical as sihcr bells 
Their falling chains shall lie 
^nd following her beloved Lord, 

In decent poicrtj. 

She makes her life one sweet record 
And deed of chant) 
r or she was nch and ga\ e up all 
To break the iron Irands 
Of those who waited in her halt. 

And laboured m her lands 1 

Long since, bejond the Soutlicm sea 
Their outbound sails liai c sped, | 
Wide she in meek huniiht) | 

Now cams her daily bread 
It 15 their pra)crs which ncier cease, 
That clothe her with such grace , 

I Their blessing is the light of peace 
That slimes upon her face, 
i ^ I 

THE SLAVL SINGING AT 
MIDNIGHT 

Loud he ’ong the Psalm of David ' 

He a Negro and cnslavtU, 

Sang of Israel s victor) , 

Sang of Zion, bnght and free 
In that hour, when night is calmest. 
Sang he from the Hebrew Psalmist 
In a voice so svvaait and dear 
I That 1 could not choose but hear 

^ngs of triumph and nscnplions 
Such as reached the swart Lgvpmns, 
''^=?«P?,nthcRcdScacoalt 
PCnshed Pharaoh and his host. 

And the voice of his devotion 
h lUcd my soul wath strange emotion . 
For IG tones by turns were glad 
Sweetly solemn, waldly sad.*^ 

Pad and Silas, in their prison 
of Chri^st the Lord arisen 
And an earthquake s arm of mWit 
j Broke their dungeon-gates at night 


But nhs’ vvlialVioly angc. 

Brings the Slave this glad evangel? 
And what earthquake £ arm of tnight 
Breaks his dungeon gates at night t 

IIIL W ITNI..SSES 

I' Oceans wide tlonmns, 

Half buried in tlie -muds, 

1 Ike <kch ions in chains, 

W nil shackled feel and hands. 

Be)ond the fill of dews, 

Deeper than pliimiiicl lies, 

Float ships with all tlieir crews. 

No more to sink nor Ti-e. 

Tlicrc the black Stave ship swims, 

I rcigined witli liuman fonns, 

Who <■ fettered ilcslilcss hinhs, 

Arc not the sport of storms 
riic'c arc the hon'^ of Slaves , 
riiev gleam from tile nlivss , 

I The) erv from raw nlng waves 
I We are the Witnesses 1 
j Within Larth s wide domains 
Arc markets for men s lives 
Their necks arc gvlled vvitli eliane*' 
llieir WTists nrc cmnipcd with 
gvat-s 

Duad hodics, tint tlic I ite 
In (Icscns makes its pre) , 
Murders tint with affright 
I Scare sclioo'ho)-s from their play 1 
I Ml evil thouglits and deeds . 

I Anger and lust, nnd pride 
I The foulest rankest weeds 
I 1 hat choke Life s graamng tide 1 
These are the woes of Shaves , 
llic) glare from tlic abyss 
Tlicv CT), from unknown graves, 

" We arc the Witnesses I 


THE QUADROON GIRL. 
Till Slaver in the broad lagoon 
Lav moored with idle sail , 

He waited for the rising moon, 

And for the c\ emng g-ilc 

Under the shore his boat was tied 
And all her listless crew 
Watched the grav alligator slide 
Into the still bayou. 

Odours of orange flowers and spice. 
Reached them from lime to lime. 
Like airs that breathe from Paradiso 
Upon a world of crime 


run hrjikv or nkVuts ak'd orimr POL^}s 


nic I'linttr, tinder his roof of llinidi, 
*^niohc(l thoiighifully and slov , 

1 he Sh\cr s tliumb wns on the htch, 
He st-rmed in Insic to go 

He Slid " M\ ship 'll inchor rides 
In lender brond ligoon , 

I onl\ will the cicning tides, 

And thi. rising of the moon " 

Ikforc tlicm, will) her fnee iiprnscd. 

In timid nttitude. 

Like one h-’lf curious, Inlf nniazcd, 

A Qiuidroon nnideii stood 

Her ejes were large, nnd full of light. 
Her firms md nee! were bare , 

No garment she wore saic n kirtlc 
bright j 

And her ow n long ra\ cn hair 1 

And on her lips there plaicd a smile 
As hob , meek and faint 
As lights m some cathedral aisle 
1 he features of n saint 

' Tlie sgil is barren —the f imi is old, 
Tlic thoughtful l'’lantcr said 
Then looked upon the Slaters gold, ' 
And then upon the maid 

His heart within him w is at strife 
\\ itli such accursed gains , [life 
Tor he knew whose p,issions gate her 
Wiosc blood ran in her icins 

Liii the \oicc of nature w“is too weak 
He took the glittering gold 1 
riicn pale as death grew the maiden's , 
check 

Her hands as ic} cold 


1 he blatcr led her from the door, 

He led herb) the hand, 

J o be his slate nnd paramour 
In a strange and distant land ' 

THL \V\R\I\G 

iJiWAnr! The Israelite of old, who 
tore 

The lion in his path,— when, poor 
and blind, [more. 

He saw the bless6d light of beaten no 
Shorn of his noble strength and 
forced to grind 

In pnson, nnd at last led forth to be 
\ pander to Philistine rctelr), — 

Lpon the pillars of the temple laid 
Ills desperate hands, and in its 
oterthrow 

Destroyed himself, and with him those 
who made 

Acniol mocken of his sightlcsswoe , 
The poor, blind Slate, the scoff and 
jest of all. 

Expired, and thousands perished in 
the fall ! 

There is a poor, blind Samson in this 
land. 

Shorn of his strength, and bound m 
bonds of steel. 

Who ma), in some grim retel, ruse 
lus hand [montveal. 

And shake the pillars of this Com- 
Till the t ast Temple of our liberties 
A shapeless mass of ttreek nnd rubbish 
lies 


firbe lUlfai of lirusts. nivij of^cr 
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CARILLON 


In the ancient towm of Bruges, 

In tile quaint old Flemish city. 

As the evening shades j ' , 

Lott and loud nnd sw cctly blended, 
at times and loud at tiniM, 
And changing like a poet’s rhymes. 
Rang the ncautifiil wild chimes 
From the belfr) in the market 
Of the ancient totvn of Bruges 


Then, with deep sonorous clangour 
Calml) answering their stt cet anger. 
When the tvranghng bells had ended, 
Slotvly struck the clock eleven. 

And, from out the silent heaven. 
Silence on the totvn descended 
Silence, silence cvenathcrc. 

On the earth and in the air 
Sate that footsteps here and t ere 


L0XGPELLO\rs poetical ICOA'A’S 


Of some burgaer home retunuag 
B) the street lamps fatatlv burning 
For a moment noke the echoes 
Of the anaent town of Bruges 

But amid my broken slumbers 
Stai I heard those magic numbers 
^ they loud proclaimed the flight 
And sto’en marches of the mght 
Tfll their chimes in sweet collision 
Mingled with each wandering vision 
Mmgled with the fortune telhag 
Gipsy-bands of dreams and fanaes. 
Which amid the waste expanses 
Of the silent land of trances 
Have their soliLarv dnelLng 
All else seemed ak>“ep in Bmgej 
In the qnaint old Flemish cit\ 

Ard I tkougnt how like these chime 
Are the poet s airv rmanes 
All his rhvme and roundelavs 
His co'ceits and songs and cfltties 
From the behry of his bram 
Scattered downward though m va-n 
On the roofs and stones of cities ' 
For by night the drowsv ear 
Under its curtains cannot hear 


And by dav men go their ivnts, 
Hcanng the music as they pass 
But deeming it no more, alas ' 

Than the hollow sound of brass. 

Yet perchance a sleepless mglit 
Lodging at some humble inn 
In the narrow lanes of bfe, 

WTien the diwk and hush of night 
Shut out the incc£s.ant din 
Ofdailight and its toil and strife, 

Mav listen wnth a calm delight 
To the poet s melodics 
Tin he hears or dreams he hears, 
Intermmgled with the song, 
j Thoughts that he has chenshed long 
I Hears amid the chime and singing 
I The belL, of his own \iHage ringing 
' And wakes, and finds his slumberous 
I eves 

\\ et with mo.t deheious Icaro. 

Thus dreamed I as bj night I lay 
In B-nges at uie Fleur-de-Blc 
' Listening wath the wdld delight 
t To the chimes that through the night, 
RMg their changes from the belfry 
I Of that qiiaiaCold Flenush aty 


THE BELFRA OF BRUGES 

Wreaths of sno^^vhite smnip cfaimncvs here and there, 

N.. . -™.d ^ L” i“' “C"'- 

Then most musical an,! ^ ^an the sky 

AVith then- strange, nneanld^hm?”^^ 

Lil.e the psalms from «omp w mclanchoh chimes, 

And the great beH to'fed amo^the^’ia “““ > 

Ymons of th» davs ^ chanimg of a lhar 

■Htey who hve m Phantoms filled ray brain , 

AH the Foresten earth a/am - ’ 

Lj-denck du BucqSc^~™f Baldivm Bras de Fer, 

I heheld the pa^, *= Dampierre. 

Statdy dames B c , 

• e. . ^S^ts who bore the Fl^ of Gold .« 


THE BELFRY OF BRUGES AHD OTHER FOEIfS 


Lombard and Venetian merchants wth deep laden argosies , 

Ministers from twenty nations , more than royal pomp and ^c. 

I beheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly on the ground , 

I beheld the gentle Mary, huntmg with her hawk and hound'. 

And her lighted bndal chamber, where a duke slept with tlie queen. 

And the arm6d guard around them, and the sword unsheatlied betw con 

I beheld the Flemish weavers, with Namur and Juliers bold. 

Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold , 

Saw the fight at Minnewater, saw the White Hoods moving west. 

Saw great Arteveldc victorious scale the Golden Dragon s nest.* 

And again the whiskered Spaniard all the land with terror smote , 

And again the wild alarum sounded from the tocsin s throat , 

Till thebcll of Ghent responded o cr lagoon and d\kc of sand, 

" I am Roland ! I am Roland I there is victory in the land ! f 

Then the sound of drums aroused me The awakened city s roar 
Chased die phantoms I had summoned back into their graves once mora 

Hours had passed away like minutes , and before I was aw arc 
Lo ! the shadow of die belfry crossed the sun illumined square 


A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE 


This is the place Stand still, my 
Let me review the scene, [steed 
And summon from the shadowy Past 
The forms that once have been 

The Past and Present here unite 
Beneath Time s flowing tide, 

Like footprints hidden by a brook. 
But seen on either side. 

Here runs the highway to the town , 
There the green lane dejccnds. 
Through which I walked to church 
with thee, 

O gentlest of my fnends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 
Lay moving on the grass , 

Between them and the moving boughs 
A shadow, diou didst pass 

Thv dress was like the lilies 
And thy heart as pure as they 
One of God s holy messengers 
Did walk with me that day 

I saw the branches of the trees 
Bend down thy touch to meet. 


Tlic clover-blossoms in the grass 
Rise up to kiss thy feet 

“Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares. 
Of earth and fplly born I ' 

Solemnly sang the village choir 
On that sweet Sabbath morn 

Through tiie closed blinds the golden 
Poured in a dusty beam, [sun 
Like the celestial ladder seen 
By Jacob in ins dream 

'And ever and anon, the wind. 
Sweet-scented with the hay. 

Turned o’er the hymn-book s flutter- 
ing leaves 

That on the window lay 

Long was the good man’s sermon 
Yet It seemed not so to me , 

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful. 
And still I thought of tiiee 

I^ng was the prayer he uttered. 

Yet It seemed not so to me , 

For in my heart I praj cd with him. 
And still I thought of dice 


« The Golden Drwon, wUn from the Church of St. Sophio at Constantinople, in one of the 
:ru^dM and plnccS on the belfry of Bruges, was afterwards tnnsported to Ghent, by PhlUp 
rTui Artcvcidc* nnd still ndonis the belfry oMh t citj r* t j i, jt, i «« 

t The inscription on the silarm bell nt Ghent is Myiun ^aemulxc^nd aUitntf>u^ 
and al^ik Iny is er vtcioirt in het land ” Mj name is Roland when 1 toll tlicrc is fire, 
md w hen I rinp there is \ Ictor^ In the land 

3 ^ ^ 


O 



/ OA GhELL 0 Jrs POE TICAL IVORKS 


Bui 00 slasl Ae p'a« sectw 
'll ou art no longer here [changed. 
Pail c! ihi sunshine of the scene 
With thee did disappear 

Though thoughts deep rooted in my 
heart. 

Like pne trees dark and high. 


Subdue the light of noon, and breathe 
A low and ceaseless sigh , 

This memory brightens o er the past. 
As when the sun, concealed 
Behind some cloud that near us 
hangs 

Shines on a distant field. 


^UREMBERG 

Is the valley of the Pi^iu where across broad meadow -lani^ 

Piu" the UueFranconun mountains Nuremberg the anaent, stanos. 

Onamt o’d io‘’ai of toil and traffic quaint old towai of art and sofS' 

Memmej haunt th) pointed gables like the rooks that round them throng , 

M'-monea of the Middle Ages when the emperors, rough and bold. 

Had thar d* effing in thy castle, ume-defying centunes old , 

And th> firtk-e and thrift) burghers boasted in their uncouth rh>Tne, 

That thar great impcnal citj stretched its hand through every chme. 

In the court jard of the castle bound with manv an iron band, 

‘-Lands t' e might) linden pbntcd bv Queen Cunigunde s hand , 

Oi th* square the onol window w here in old heroic daa s 
Sit the poet ' felchior anging kaiser Maximilian s praise. 

Evt.-yvlrtte I s*e around me nse the wondrous world of Art 
Fo.mains vroughi a ith nchcjt satlpture standing m the common mart , 

And abo e cathedral doorvavs saints and bishops carved in stone. 

By a fomer age commissioned as apostles to our own 

In the church of sa nted Sebald sleeps enshrined his holy dust 

An J n bronie the Twch e Apostles guard from age to age their trust , 

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix of sculpture rare, 

L.itc the foamy sheaf of fountains nsing through the pamted air 

Here when Art was still religion with a simple, reverent heart, 

L.ied and laboured .klb echt Dtirc”, the Lv-nngehst of Art , 

Hence in silen^'c and in sorrov toiling still with bus) hand, 

Gke nn emigrant hew andered seeking for the Better Land, 

■''^'T^pbon on the tombstone where he lies , 

Head 1*1 not but depan-d -for the artist never dies. 

anaeni at) and the sunshine seems more fair, 

- nee has trod iL. pavement that he once has breathed its air ! 

*7" “ broad and stately these obscure and dismal lanes, 

W ai.ed 0 ) oro the I lasicmngers chanUng rude poetic strains. 

suburbs came the) to the fnendly gudd 
^ am* s great temple as in spouts the swallows buSd 

A.)d*tb* shuttle wove he loo the mystic rhyme, 

rhnnb * to the anvil s chrae, 

In d.i- 1 Wisdom makes the flowers of poesy bloom 

1 1 I t I'o T ^ of the loom 

V , -I f-t vj- TweW laureate of the gentle craft 

1 0 . t V cl*t W w ’ Listers, in huge folios wng and laughed 

34 


THE BELFRY^ OF BRUGES AA^D OTHER POEiMS 


But his house is no^\ nn ale-house with a nicely sanded floor, 

And a garland m the window, and his lace above the door , 

Painted by some humble artist, as m Adam Puschman's song,* 

As the ** old man gray and dove-like, ivith his great beard white and long ’ 

* Adam Puschmaa, in his poem on the death of Hans Sachs, describes him as he appeared 
inavision — * An old man, 

Gray and uhite nnd dove IHce 
%Vho hod, in sooth, a ipreat beard, 

And read in a fair (nreat booh, 

22 Beautiful with golden clasps ** D 2 



LOjYCrLLLOJrS POETIC 1L WORKC 


And nt night the sn-art mechanic comes to droum his enrk nnd care, 
Quaffing ale from pew ter tankards, in the master s antique chair 

Vanished is the ancient splendour nnd before iii) dreamy c\e 
Wave these mingled shapes and figures, like a faded 1 ipcstr) 


Not thy councils not thj Kaisers, wan for thee the \ orld s regard , 

But th) painter, Albrecht Dflrer, nnd Hans Sachs, th) cobbler liard 

Thus O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region far awa\ , 

As he paced th} streets nnd court} aids, sang in thought hi» careless h} 


Gathenng from the pavement s crevice ns a floweret of the ••oil, 
The nobiht} of labour — the long pedigree of toil 





Cjpon UiL iiLWciiI l\rs us hiisi 
And on from sphere to sphere the 
V ords 

Rec-choed domi thehiiriungcliords,— 
‘ I or c\ crmorc for crmorc, 

The reign of violence is o cr I ' 


THE APSeVAL AT SPRING- 
FIELD 

Tins is the Arscml From floor to 
ceiling, 

Like T. huge organ, nsc the bur- 
nished arms, I 

But from tbdr silent pipes no anthem 
pc,tling 

Startles the village with strange 
alarms 

Ah 1 what a sound will rise, how wnld 
and drear}, 

■WHien the death-angel touches 
those swift keys 1 


What loud lament and dismal 
Miserere 

Will mingle v\i(h their awful s} m- 
phonies , 

1 hear even now the infinite fierce 
chorus. 

The cries of ngonv, the endless 
groan, 

Which through the .igcs that have 
gone before us, [ovvai 

In long reverberations reach our 

On helm and liarnoss nngs the Si\on 
hammer. 

Through Cimbno forest roars the 
Norseman s song. 

And loud amid the universal clamour, 

Ocr distant deserts sounds the 
Tartar gong 

I hear the Florentine, who from his 
palace 

Wliccls out his battle-bell with 
dreadful din. 



lOKCl^Et POETIC II ll OP I 

And Artec pncsts upon their tcocrtlhs TO A CHII D 

Beat the mid \rar-drums made of child 1 I o' radiant on thj 

serpent s skin , mother s knee, 

The tumult of each sacked and bum \\ nh metTS making c%c^ and joaind 
ing \illage sniiljs 

The shout that merj prayer for , Thou Rarest at the painted tiles, 
merev drouais \\ hose figures grace, 

The soldiers rerels in the midst of 1 V\ ith mans a grotesT'eformand lac: 
pillage 1 The ancient cliimncs of th\ nursery 

The n-aiTof famine m beleaguered The hdj s ith the gas maca i 

towns riic dancing girl, tin. hrast Irishaw 

The bursung shell, the gatewav With bearded hp and chin 

wrenched asunder And lining idK o <r Ins gate 

The lallhng musketry , the dashing Beneath the nniv ml fin of slate 
blade , The Chinese mandann 

With Ml at a look of proud command 

The diapason of the cannonade ^jl^con'l nuh\ful, ns siK^'LlB 
Is It, 0 man uath such discordant \lal ing a mem tune I 

noises [these fliousands of m ar-. in Jnd an seas 

Wth such accursed instruments ns | Thai (.oral ^ri m In slow de.,r«a 
Thou drowaicst Natures smxt and Lntil some djndU and Mild monsoon 
kmdlv loiccs, Dasheti it on Corontandrl s sand ' 

And jaiTcsl ahe celestial harmonics 
11 T 1 . Tf 1 . .V . cni .1 Tho'c siher Iv I's 

Were half the powxr that fills the Reposed of lore 

Morld mlh terror \s shaistl-ss ore 

\1 ere half the wealth bestowed on j..,^ in ilic di p sunken wells 
<^ps and courts Of darksome mines 

Gncn to redeem the human mind cure and sunWs place 

from error - 


^ _ j- , Ikn^th Inut Chlnil>or‘t7o s Hsc 

There w^no need for arsmals nor Botosfs oefliannng pines 


The wamor s name would be a name 
abhorrtd ' 

And ciers nation that should lift 
aram 

Its hand against a brother on its 
forehead 

Would wear for cscrmorc the curse 
of Cain ! 

Down the dark future through long 
generations ^ I 

The echoing sounds grow fainter ' 
and then cease , 

And hke a bell, with solemn sweet 
vibrations 

1 hear once more the voice of Chnst 
sa\ Peace ' 

Peace and no longer from its brazen 
portals 

The bto of Wars great organ 
shakes the skies ' 

But beautiful as songs of the im 
mortals 

The holy melodies of love arise. 


And thus for thet O lntle child, 
rbrough mam n danger and escape 
The mil ships pas'cd the siornn cape , 
lor tile" in foreign lands re iiio l 
P eneatli tile biiniing tropic skits 
Th: Indian jh. is.au l cinsing llic will 
great 

Himo-ii os swift ind wild 
In falling clmclicd the frul arhute 
Phe fibres of w hose shallow root. 
Uplifted from the soil belrased 
The silver \cins beneath it laid 
The buned treasures of dead centuncs. 

But lo! lha door 15 left ajar! 

Thou hcarcst footsteps from afar ! 

And at the sound 

Thou tumest round 

With quick and questioning caes 

Like one who in a foreign land 

Beholds on cacry hand 

Some sourre of aaondcr and surprise I 

And restlessly, impaiicntly 

Thou stnaest, strugglcst to be free. 
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The four uuHs of thy nursery 
Are now like pnson-walls to thee 
No more thy mother s smiles, 

No more the painted tiles 
Delight thee, nor the playthings on 
the floor, 

That won tliy little beating heart 
before , 

Thou strugglest for the open door 

Through these once solitary balls 
Thy pattering footstep falls 
The sound of thy merry \oice 
Makes the old walls 
iibilant, and they rejoice 
Vith the joy of thy young heart, 

0 cr the light of whose gladness 
No shadows of sadness 

From the sombre background of me- 
mory start. 

Once, ah, once, within these walls. 
One whom memory oft recalls, 

The Father of his Country dwelt 
And yonder meadows broad and damp 
The fires of the bcsi^ng camp 
Encircled with a burning belt 
Up and dowm these echoing stairs, 
Heavy with the weight of cares. 
Sounded his majestic tread , 

Yes, within this very room 
^t he m those hours of gloom. 

Weary both m heart and head 

But what are these grave thoughts to 
thee? 

Out, out! into the open air! 

Thy only dream is liberty. 

Thou carcst little how or where. 

1 see thee eager at thy play. 

Now shouting to the apples on the 
tree. 

With cheeks as round and red os they , 
And now among the yellow stalks 
Among the flowenng shrubs and plants. 
As restless as the bee 
Along the garden-walks 
The tracks of thy small camage- 
whcels I trace , 

And see at every turn how they cflace 
Whole villages of sand-roofed tents, 
TTiat nse like golden domes 
Above the cavernous and secret homes 
Of wandering and nomadic tnbes of 
Ah, cruel httle Tamerlane, [ants 
Who, with thy dreadful reign. 

Dost persecute and overwhelm 
These hapless Troglodytes of thy 
realm 1 
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What ! tired already ! with those sup- 
pliant looks. 

And voice more beautiful than a 
poet’s books, 

Or miirraunng sound of water as it 
flows, 

Thou comest back to parley with 
repose ! 

This rustic scat m the old apple-tree. 
With Its o’erhanging golden canopy 
Of leaves illuminate with autumnal 
hues, [dews, 

And shining with the argent light of 
Shall for a season be our place of rest 
Beneath us, hkc au onoles pendent 
nest, 

From which the laughing birds have 
taken wing 

By thee abandoned, hangs thy vacant 
swing 

Dream-likc the waters of the river 
gleam , 

A sailless vessel drops adown the 
stream, 

And like it, to a sea as wide and deep, 
Thou dnftest gently down the tides 
of sleep 

0 child ! O new-born denizen 
Of life s great city 1 op thy head 
'Ihe glory of the mom is shed, 

Like a celestial benison ! 

Here at the portal thou dost stand, 
And with thy little hand 
niou openest the mysterious gate 
Into the future s undiscovered land 

1 see Us valves mqjand, 

.(Vs at the touch of Fate ! 

Into those realms of love and hate, 

Into that darkness blank and drear. 

By some prophetic feeling taught, 

I Launch the bold, adventurous 
thought. 

Freighted with hope and fear , 

As upon subterranean streams. 

In caverns unex^plorcd and dark, 

Men sometimes launch a fragile bark. 
Laden with flickenng fire, 

And watch its swift receding beams, 
Until at length they disappear. 

And in the distant dark c\pire. 

By what astrology of fear or hope 
Dare I to cast thy horoscope 1 
Like the new moon thy life appear' , 

A little strip of silver light, 

And widening outward into night 
The shadowy disk of future years , 

And yet upon its outer nm. 
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A luminous arde faint and dim, 

And £caicel\ visible to ns here 
Rounds and completes the perfect 
sphere , 

A prophecT and intimation 
A pie and feeble adumbrauon, 

Of the great world of light thathes 
Behind ah. human destiraes. 

Ah ' if thy fate, with anguish fraught. 
Should be to wet the dusty soil 
TMth the hot tears and sweat of toil — I 
To struggle with impenous thought i 
Until the oierburdened bram 
Weary with labour, famt inlh pam, 
Lihea jarred pendulum retain 
Onl) Its moUon not its power — 
Remember in that perilous hour 
WTien most afflicted and oppressed 
From labour there shall come forth 
rest 

And if a more auspicious fate 
On thy advancmg steps await 
StiU let It eier be thj pnde 
To huger b) the labourer s side 
With words of simipatby or song 
To cheer the dreary march along 


Of the great army of the poor 
O er desert sand, or dangerous moor 

Nor to thyself the task shall be 

\Without reward , for thou shall learn 
The wisdom earlv to discern 
True beauty in utihty , 

As great Py thagoras of J ore. 

! Standing beside the blacksmith s diwr. 
And heanng the hammers, as they 
smote 

The aniils w ith a different note. 

Stole from the \-arying tones, that 
hung 

Vibrant on every iron tongue. 

The secret of the sounding wire. 

And formed the Eeven-cho.^cd lyre. 

Enough! I will not play the Seer , . 
I will no longer stnie to ope 
The mystic volume where appear 
The herald Hope, forerunning Fear, 
And Fear, the pursuivant of Hope. 
Thy destiny remains untold , 

For, hTc Acestes’ shaft of old 
The swift thought kindles as it flies, 
And bums to ashes in the skies 


THE ^ ORMAN BARON 

**X)ans Ics otili reflexion derreni plus calmc ct pics profonde, oliriTHcret 

et Taranot portent tn<?ins taut tpse U, raisco, dans Its I'AStanto dc chogTAn dotntstiquc dc 
maladje ct cc p^ril de nert Ics noWes sc repenurent dc po«ddcr des serfs cxiromc d uncchow 

? :a apdoblc ^ Di*a qm avail cidc tons Ics hotnincs son Imore.’'— Thi£R»y, CenquiU d* 


In his chamber weak and dung 
Was the Norman baron ly mg [dered 
Loud, without, the tempest ihun- 
And the castle tuncl shook. 

In this fight was death the gainer 
Spile of vassal and retainer 
And the lands his sues had plundered 
Wnlten m the Doomsday Book. 

Bv his bed a monk was seated 
AATio m humble voice repeated 
Manv a privcr and picr-noster 
From the missal on his knee 
And amid the tempest peahng 
&3TOd of bdls came family steahng, 
that from the neighbouring 
Rang for the Nativity [kloster. 

In the hah the serf and vassal fsail 
Held that night, their Christmas was- 
Many a caioi old and saintly 

Sang the minstrels and the waits 


And so loud these Sa.von glccmcn 
Sing to slaves the songs of freemen 
That the storm was heard but faintly 
Knocking it the castle-gates 

Tin at length the lays they cliaunted 
Reached the chimbcr terror-haunted, 
AATiere the monk, with accents holy. 
Whispered at the baron s ear 

Tears upon his evclids ghstened. 

As he paused a while and listened. 

And the dving baron slowly 

Turned his weary head to hear 

"Wassail for the kingly stringer 
Ifem and cradled in a manger ’ 

Kmg like David, pnest, like Aaron, 
Christ IS bom to set us free ! 

^d the hghinmg showed the samted 
F igures on the casement painted 
And eiclmmcd the shnddcnng baron, 
* ' Miserere, Domme • 



All the pomp of earth had vanished, 
Falsehood and deceit ^^e^e banished, 
Reason spake more loud than passion. 
And the truth Avore no disguise 

Every vassal of his banner. 

Every serf bom to his manor. 

All those AVTonged and AATotched crea- 
tures 

Bv his hand AAcre fretd again 
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And, as on the sacred missal 
He recorded their dismissal. 

Death relaxed his irOn features. 

And the monk replied, " Amen ! ’ 

Many centuncs have been numbered 
Since in death the baron slumbered 
By the convent’s sculptured portal, 
Mingling with the common dust 

But the good deed, through the ages, 
Li\mg in historic pages, 

Bnghter gloAvs and gleams immortal, 
Unconsumed by moth or rust. 
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RAIV IN SUMMER | 

How beauuful is the rain ' 

After the dust and heat 
In the broad and fiery street, 

In the narroa lane 
How beanufiil is the ram ' 

How It clatters along^ the roofs 
lalrc the tramp of hoofs! 

How n gushes and struggles out 
From the throat of the oicrflowng I 
spout! 

Across the mndow-pane 
It pours and pours , 

And swift and wide, 

With a muddy tide, 

lake a nver down the gutter roars 

The rain, the welcome ram 1 

The sick man from his chamber 
Looks at the twisvd brooks , 

He can fee! the cool 
Breath of each little pool , 

His feiercd brain 
Grows calm again. 

And he breathes a blessing on the ram 

From the ncighbounng school 
Come the boys. 

With mote than their wonted noise 
And commouon 
And down the wet streets 
Sail their mimic fleets. 

Till the treacherous pool 
Engulfs them m its whirling 
And turbulent ocean. 

In the country on erery side 
Where far and wide. 


Like a leopasd s tawny and spotted ^ ' ision clear, 


Near at bond 

From under the sheltcnng trees, 

The farmer secs 

His pastures and his fields of gram 
As they bend their tops 
To the numberless beating drops 
Of the incessant ram 
He counts it os no sin 
, That he secs therein 
Only his own thnfl and gam 

These, and far more than these. 

The Poet sees ’ 

He can bHiold 
Aquarius old 

\\ -liking the fenceless fields of air , 

And from each ample fold 
Of the clouds about him rolled 
Scattering cieryailierc 
The showery run, 

As the farmer scatters his grain 

He can behold 
Tilings manifold 

That ha\c not yet been whollv toliT“- 
Haie not been uholU sung nor Mid 
i For his thought, tint neter stops, 
j Follows the water drops 
I Dowoi to the grai cs of the dead 
I Down through chasms and gulfs pro- 
found. 

To the drean fountain head 
Of lakes and nicrs underground , 

\nd secs them when ihe ram is done, 
On the bridge of colours seven 
Qimbing up once more to heaven. 
Opposite ilic setting sun 

1 Ttiiis the Scer 


hide 

Stretches the plain 

To the dry grass and the dner grain 

How welcome is the ram ' 

In the furrowred land 

The toilsome and patient osen stand ' 

ufting the yoke-cneumbeicd head 

M ith their dilated nostnls spread 

They silenllj inhale 

The clover scented gale 

And the vapours that arise 


Secs forms appear and disappaar 
In the perpetual round of strange 
Mysicnous change 

From birth to dc-’j.h, from death to 
birth. 

From earth to heaven, from heaicn to 
‘ earth , 

Till glunpses more sublime 
Of things, unseen before 
Unto his w ondenng ey cs reveal 
The Universe, ns an immeasurable 
wheel 


From the well watered and smoking ( Turning for evermore 


^r this rest m the furrow after toil 
Fhetr large and lustrous eves 
to thank the Lord, 

Mote than man a spoken word 


[ In the rapid and rushing nver of Time. 
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THE BRIDGE 

I STOOD on the bridge it midnight, 
As the docks were striking the liour, 
And the moon rose o or the city, 
Behind the dark church tower 

I saw her bright reflection 
In the waters under me. 

Like a golden goblet falling 
And sinking into the sea 

And far m the hazy distance 
Of that lovely night in June, 

The blaze of the flaming furnace 
Gleamed redder than the moon 

Among the long black rafters. 

The wavenng shadows lay, 

And the current that came from the 
ocean 

Seemed to lift and bear themawav , 

As, sweeping and eddying through 
them, 

Rose die belated tide, 

And, streaming into the moonlight, 
The sea weed floated wide 

And like those waters nishing 
Among the wooden piers, 

A flood of thoughts came o cr me 
That filled my ejes with tears 

How often, O how often. 

In the days that had gone b) , 

I had stood on that bridge at mid- 
night 

And gazed on that wave and sky I 


How often, O how often, 

I had wished that the ebbing tide 
Would bear me away on its bosom 
O er the ocean wild and wide 1 

For my heart was hot and restless, 
And my life was full of care. 

And the burden laid upon me 
Seemed greater than 1 could bear 

But now It has fallen from me. 

It IS buried in the sea , 

And only the sorrow of others 
Tlirows Its shadow over me 

Yet whenever I cross the river 
On its bridge wHth wooden piers 
Like the odour of bnne from the ocean 
Comes the thought of other years 

And I think how many thousands 
Of carc-cnciimbercd men. 

Each bearing Ins burden of sorrow. 
Have crossed the bndge since then 

I see the long procession 
Still passing to and fro. 

The )onng heart hot and restless, 

And the old subdued and slow I 

And for ever and for ever. 

As long as the nver flows. 

As long as the heart has passions, 

I As long as life has woes , 

Tlic moon and its broken reflection 
And Its shadows shall appear. 

As the symbol of love in heaven. 

And Its wavenng image here. 


TO THE DRmNG CLOUD 
Glooms and dark art thou, O chief of the mighty Omawhaws, 

Gloomy and dark, ns the driving cloud, whose name thou hast taken 
Wrapt in thy scarlet blanket, I sec thee stalk through the city s 
Narrow and populous streets, as once by the marrin of rivers 
Stalked those birds unknown, that have left us only their footpnnts. 

What, in a few short years, will remain of thy race but the footpnnts ? 

How canst thou walk in these streets, who hast trod the green turf of the 
prairies? [mountains? 

How canst thou breathe in this, who hast breathed the sweet air of the 
Ah I 'tis in vain that with lordly looks of disdain thou dost challenge 
Looks of dislike in return, and question these walls and these pavements. 
Claiming the soil for thy hunting-grounds, while dowm trodden millions 
StT-rve in the garrets of Europe and cry from Us c<i\ems thit they, too, 

Have been created heirs of the earth, and claim its div'ision I 

Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west of the Watosh 1 
There as a monarch thou reignest In autumn the leaves of the maple 
Pave the floors of thy palace-halls vviUi gold, and in summer 
Pine-trees waft through its chambers the odorous briath of their branches 
There thou art strong and great, a hero, a tamer of horses t 
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There them chasest the stately stag on the banks of the Llk hom. 

Or by the roar of the Rnnning-Water or where the Omawhav' 

Pnllc thee, and leaps through the wild ravine like a bra\c of the Blackfeet 1 
Hark! what murmurs arise from tlie heart of those mountainous deserts ’ 

Is It the cn of the Foies and Crows or the mighty Behemoth, 

^Vho unharmed on his tusks once caught the bolts of the thunder 
And now lurks m his lair to dcstroi the race of the red man ’ 

Far more fatal to thee and ths race than the Crows and the Foxes 
Far more fatal to thee and thi race than the tread of Behemoth, 

Lo I the big thunder-canoe, that stcadilt breasts the Missouri s 
Merciless current ' and tender afar on the prunes the camp-fires 
Gleam through the night and the cloud of dust m the grat of the daybreak 
Marks not the buffalo s track nor the Mandan s dexterous horse-race , 

It IS a caravan whitening the deceit where dwell the Camanches ' 

Ha ' hcry the breath of the'e Saxons and Celts like the blast of the east Wind, 
Dnfts evermore to the west the scanty smol es of thv \ igwams ! 







I 

SoLEsetLa moumfullv 
Beahng its dole. 

The Curfew Bell 
Is begmnrag to toll 
Cover the embers 

^d put out thehght 

lonromes vaththcmomin- 

And rest with the night " 

Dmk grow the windows 
And quenched is the fire 
-omd fades into silence,— 
AH footsteps retire. 

N’o voice m the chamb»Ts 

tvo sound m the hall ! 

S!e*p and oblmon 
Feign over ah i 


CURFEW 


I 

The book is completed, 

And closed like the day 
And the hand that has written it 
Lays It away 

Dim grow its fancies, 

Forgotten they he , 

Like coals in the ashes. 

They darken and die. 

sinks into silence. 

The story is told, 

T^windows are darkened, 

1 he hearthstone IS cold. 
ILu-ker and darker 
The black shadows fall . 

Slwp and obhvion 
Reign o\cr aU I 



the seaside 


'HIE 1 1 RESIDE 


nnb ik fiimk, 

1849 


DEDICATION 

As one who, w-ilking in the twilight gloom, 

Hears round about him \oiccs as it darkens. 

And seeing not the forms from w Inch they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and turns and hear! ens. 

So walking here in twilight, O mv fnends ! 

I hear \our \qiccs softened bv the distance. 

And pause and turn to listen, as each sends 
His words of friendship, comfort, and assistance 

If anj thought of mine, or sung or told. 

Has c\cr gnen delight or consolation, 

\e hate repaid me back a thousandfold, 

By eterj fncncUy sign and salutation 

Thanks for the staiipathics that \c hate shown ! 

Thanks for each kindly word, each silent tol en. 

That teaches me when seeming most alone. 

Friends arc around us, though no w ord be spol cn 

Kind messages, that pass from land to land 
Kind letters that betrav the heart s deep histon 
In w'liich w e feel the pressure of a hand, — 

One touch of fire, — and all the rest is mjstert ' 

The pleasant books, that silently among 
Our household treasures take familiar places. 

And arc to us ns if a Inang tongue 
Spake from the pnnted leaves or pictured faces ' 

Perhaps on earth I never shall behold. 

With eye of sense, >our outward form and semblance, 
Therefore to me je never will grow old, » 

But five for ever young in mj remembrance 

Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away • 

Your gentle voices wall flow on for ever. 

When life grows bare and tarnished with decay, 

As through a leafless landscape flows a n\ er 

Not chance of birth or place has made us fnends. 

Being oftentimes of different tongues and nations. 

But the endeavour for the selfsame ends. 

With the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations 

Therefore I hope to join jour seaside walk 
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion. 

Not interrupting wath intrusive talk 
The grand majestic symphonies of ocean 

Therefore I hope as no unwelcome guest, 

At your w arm fireside, when the lamps are lighted 
To have my place reserved among the rest, 

Nor stand as one unsought and unimatedl 


BY THE SEASIDE. 


THE ELILDING OF THE SHIP 


" Bnuj m; Etra-ghv, O wo'U’\ 

StaI:nc^ ai;d strong a good*r v«se3 
That shall hagfa a* all dt>ar^ 

Aad "-’ihvraTeaad'rarlvnad vTestIa ' 

Th; merchaa s ’"O'd 

DeLgh Mi tae llastar heard hra- 


A. t I'e nudrl the '' 'as cr ■r'O’asht, 
WTi-ah src ultl be to tl c large" plan 
What th a callil is o the tnao 
Its ccanterpart n rr J'lati.n: 

Ttal va h a hand tno'e ss "ft ard sure 
The g"ea er labo-" in gl t l>r troaght 
To an'^cr to !us i— -i"d ihoaght. 


Fo- ha hear ras n his and tn» “ te labonrcd bis mind ran o cr 
Gr*dtb graci un o ever* art. i vanous s'*'ip5 tha wc'c Irjiit of 


Gr’dtb graci un o e\*cr* zxt. 

A qtne, scfli paved renni ha bps , , , , ^ ^ r 

As the eddies and dscfies o' ice ide 1 ^ strangest of 

Fxay round the bows o' ships, 1 

That readSv at ancho' rde. i Towered tre G"eat Haiy, ciani. and 

And vath a vo ce teat ras M o' gice • ^ 

He ansrrered Ere long vre rffi ' piatnre was hanging oii the 

Uenen j With boTs and stem raised h gh ta air 

•n. vessel as goodlj and strona and talconies hanging here and them 


And wah a vo cs teat ras fc3 o' c*ee ’ 
He answered Ere long we wffi ' 
Uenen I 


siacnch, 

As emr weathered a wintry sea'” 

And hrs* witn nicest sjd2 and art. 
Perfect and £ru.iM in e"erv part. 


And signal Ian ems and flags afloat 
And e-ght ro and towers, lie those that 
from 

From some o'd castle looinng down 
Hpon he draHmdgeand the moat. 





LOmFLLLOWS rOCTlC II 


U T 


The blocks well phced upon the slip 
Happy, thnce happy e\cry one 
^Vho sees his labour well bcjpin 
And not perplexed and multiplied 
By idly waiung for time and tide 1 


And when the hot long d ly was o cr, . 

The y oung man at the Master s door ' 

Sat with the maiden calm and stilL 
And wi^m the porch ahtdemorc 
Remoied beyond the evening chill 
The father sat, and told them tales 
OfwaecksmthegrcatSeptcmbcrgales [ 
Of pirates upon the Spanish Mam j 
And ships that nev cr came back again 
The chance and cluangc of a sailor s 
life 

Want and plenty rest and strife, 

His rovang fanev like the wind , 

T^t nothing can stiy and nothing 
can bind 

And the magic charm of foreign lands 
With shadows of palms and shining 
sands 

Where the tumbling surf 
0 er the coral reefs of Madagascar 
Washes the feet of the sw arthv I-ascar 
As he lies tdone and asleep on the turf 
And the trembling maiden held her 
breatli 

At the talcs of that awful pitiless sea 
With all its terror and mysten 


And around it coluuuis of smoke, tip 
wreathing. [sccthinr 

Ro c front the Ixiilmg, bubbling, 
Caldron that { low ctl 
\nd overfln VI rl [shentliing 

With the black tar. heated for the 
And amid the elaniours 
Of clattenng hammers 
He vvli > hslem 1 heard now and then 
I he song of the Master and hli 
men — 

, ‘ Build me straiidit O wortliv Master. 

I Staunch and strong n goodly vessel, 

I I hat sliall laugh at all disaster, 

I \nd V itli V avt and whirlwind 
1 wrestle 1 

\\ ith oaVen brace and copper band, 

I I^av the nti'ilcr on the sand 
Hill, lil( a ihotclii, should Imvc 
control 

' Over the iiiovinunl of the whole , 

, \nd near it the anchor, wlio^c giant 
Kami (the Und 

W ould reach (low n and grapple with 
\ml immo able rnd fast 
I lold the gre at ship ag mist the lx.llov\ • 
ing blast ! 

r \n(l at the liovvs nn image stood 
Itv n cunning anist carved in v ood, 

I j \\ lilt rolys of white that far behind 


Wth an its terror and mysten { Sscemcri to Ip fluttering m the wind 

The dim dark sea, so like unto death i It vvas not sh ipefl m a classic mould 
■pat divides and vet unites mankind 1 ' \ol hi c a Nvmph or Oodde s of old 
And \\hene\cr the old man paused a Or \ixnd nsmtj from the w'nitrr 

gleam inodelhd from the Masters 

rrora the bowl of his pipe would a ' daimluer ' 

while illume On inanv a druary and misty night, 

1 r«‘ll he sosn by the raws of the 
pd thoughtful faces ns in a dream , I jinn-tl light 

a moment one might mark . Speeding along through the ram and 


rrora inc oowi oi nis pipe would a’ daiudULr • 

while illume On inanv a druary and misty night, 

1 r«‘ll he seen by the raws of the 
.tod thoughtful faces ns in a dream , I jignM light 

Speeding along through the ram and 
^at had been hidden by the dark tPc jg^rk 

’h "s snow white sari 

lenderly on the y oung man s breast ! Tlic pilot of some pbamom Uarl 
I>ay by day the vessel grew Guiding the vessel m its flight 

With umbers fosh.onf? strong and | aUaw " ' 

Stemson and keelson and slci^on m-ist 

Till framed wath perfeer^^r^ " • * 

^ t * thour:!' not osuaUi * 

Ana around ihc bo^'s and alone Uic full) ngped- i havcnN-inedmywlt 

side ® «ccption m he ter suited to rn> pur 

^ h«vy hammers andmallets plied iJ'aT.Irr 


™ after mmiy a week at lengUi, 
Wonderful for form and strengtii, 
auDlime in its enormous bulk 
Loomed aloft the shadowy hidk 1 


will acc by the following cxinct of n letter 
irom a fnend !n Vortlanil Maine that ii Is 
^ “I'i^dcr nor a poetic licence — 

I ■» I lI* Slate and xilso, 1 am told In TSci* 

1 i 1 “fc sometimes rirged upon the 

stocks, In order to save time or to make n 
I &hon There n-as a Hoc lar^c shin bunched 
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Shrouds and stays 
Holding It firm and fast • 

Long ago 

In the dcer-haunted forests of Maine, 
When upon mountain and plam 
Lay the sno^r, 

They fell, — those lordly pines ' 

Those grand, majesuc pmos ' 

'Mid shouts and cheers 
The jaded steers 

Panting beneath the goad, [road 
Dragged down the \ eary, wmdlng 
'Those captive kings so straight and 
tall. 

To be shorn of their streaming hair. 
And, naked and bare. 

To feel the stress and the strain 
Of the wind and the reeling main, 
Whose roar 

Would remind them for evermore 
Of their native forests they should not 
sec again 

And eveiywhcrc 

'The slender, graceful spars 

Poise aloft in the air. 

And at the mast-head. 

White, blue, and red, 

A flag unrolls the stnpes and stars 
Ah 1 t.hen the wanderer, lonclj , fnend- 
less, 

In foreign harbours shall behold 
'That flag unrolled, 

Ti/ill be as a fnendly hand 
Stretched out from his native land. 
Filling his heart with memones sweet 
and endless 1 

All is finished 1 and at length 
Has come the bndal day 
Of beauty and of strength. 

To-day the vessel shall be launched I 
With fleecy douds the sly is blanched. 
And o cr the bay. 

Slowly, m his splendours dight, [sight 
'The great sun rises to behold the 

'The ocean old. 

Centimes old. 

Strong as youth, and as uncontrolled. 
Paces restless to and fro. 

Up and down the sands of gold. 

His beating heait is not at tcs‘ , 

And far and wide. 

With ceaseless flow, 

last summer at Ellswrorth, fuP, • 

Bparrtd Some j cars a ibip yrs J^wnchca 
hero with her spars, Ir, jnd car^ 

fcboari She sailed the next was | 

never heard of a;;iin ! I hope thi* will not be : 
the lala of your I ocm 1 ” 
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His beard of snow 

Heaves v,ith the heaving of his breast 
He v^its impatient for his bnde. 
There she stands. 

With her foot upon the sands, 

Decked vath flags and streamers gay, 
In honour of her marnage day. 

Her snow-vhitc sign^ fluttenng, 
blending. 

Round her like a veJ descending. 
Ready to be 

'The bnde of the gray old sea 

On the deck another bnde 
Is standing by her lover s side 
Shadows from the flags and shrouds, 
Lil e the shadov/s cast by clouds. 
Broken by many a sunny flccl , 

Fall around them on the deck. 

The prayer is said, 

'The service read, [head , 

'The joyous bndegroom bov/s his 
And in tears the good old Master 
Shakes the brown hand of his son, 
Kisses his daughters glowing cheek 
In silence, for he cannot sj>cak. 

And ever faster 

Down his ovm the tears begin to run 
'The worthy pastor — 

The shepherd of that v andenng flock. 
That has the ocean for its wold, 

That has the vessel for its fold 
Leaping ever from rock to rock, 
Spake, with accents mild and clear. 
Words of V aming, words of cheer, 

But tedious to the bridegroom’s car 
He knew the chart 
Of the sailor s heart. 

All Its pleasures and its gnefs, 

All Its shallows and rocky reefs, 

All those secret currents that flow 
With such resistless undertow, 

And lift and drift, witli terrible force. 
The will from its moonngs and its 
course. 

'Thcrcforehcspakc, andthussaidhe — 
" Like unto ships far off at sea. 
Outward or homeward bound arc vve 
Before, behind, and all around, 

Floats and swings the honzon s 
bound. 

Seems at its distant nm to nse [skies. 
And climb the crystal will of the 
And then again to turn and sink. 

As if we could shde frem its outer 
brinL 

Ah I it is not the sea. 

It IS not the sea that sinks and shelves, 

n 


LOXGFLLLOirS FOLTICAL U OFA'S 


B-a cjry'I'es 

That rock and rue 

With ead’isj and unca"’ rohan, 

No-^ toaci.-^ the vsrr «kics. 

No-" s.abiag j;'o tbo depths of cccaa 
Ah ' if OCT 'ooL. but f»ac ard s-rrng 
lik" theco-ipairs la IlS b*arcn mg, 
E-er le-xi ard (r-er true 
To tr " t'-'d and the Lash v c h-’-e to da, 
snail sail S'^aireh and safciv 
r'ncn iVach 

The FoTuna e I' e> car-hore s'- ning 
The s ghts — e see and the soends t\c 
hear 

ViTl be tho'=e cfjcj and cot of fear'” 

Then the Mas e- 
M im a gts*[i"e of co-nmar d 
M ared h j hand 
•und a’ the rred 

Loud and 'cdden there t as heard 
M a-ajund d-em and bdo r 

^e sound o^ha-mrers h'crrcnfc rv 

Knc^g a-va- tr.e ‘herts and 
find sec ' she 'tns ' 

- tao”ts — s’-c 'ee-n to 

p*® *i*3of life alo-g her ke«' 

And spuming vuth he: fw* Lh" 
gromd, 

one eating joyous hound 
Sh. leaps into tee oeeaa s arms ' 

^^0 I fkrtn the aasmab'ed cwrd 

^ ted ^ 

T^t^to the ocean seemed to sa- — 

O fa-degroom, o'd -ind 

Hcj^mifU dieis ' H^fair 
As ^3-s anus that 

He h-jn v-th many a soft carer- ' 
W^d^cssand^utch'-i'^ 

J^rd^ee^^ "-I'' oi- 
^o-^mtoineseao^h'-e 


Fo* gr" Jeness and losu and trust 
Prc ud o or angry wa-c ■•nd gust , 
ind m the n-c^ of noble liscr 
Some'hiag J-nmortnl still sumres ! 

Thou tm, <-ail on O "Miip ofSta’o ! 
‘'ad on O L to strorg and grett ! 
Hur'anty ith al its fear-, 

\\ It’- all th- hojv-^ of futiire yean 
Is Langrg hr«‘hte", on thr fate ! 

V c krm sskat Mnstrr Lai 1 tin 1 cd 
WTii \\ erkraen ^ nought thj nlj*; of 
Sicel fropc 

MTio nude each mast, and sail and 
WTat ars-ss rang, m hat bamnarsbeat. 
In rhat a fo'gc and v I at n beat 
Vic-c snapei the anchors c' thy 
hoTv ' [shoex. 

Fear -o e-cb r- ddm 'ourd and 
Tis o' the r-a c a-d no’ the rod j 
TT; hut t? c fiapp rr of the sniL 
and not a rc" made te the gale ! 

In cp te of rock nnJ ttmpc't s roar, 

Ir 'p c of f-J'-r uphts on the shone, 
hsi'on "or fear to breast the sea ! 

O^,- I earts our hopes are all avith 
d'-e 

Our hear, cu- hopes o-r p^ave^a 

o— tca-T 

ter ftit’ bn ornphnnt o c* cur fenrs 
\re ad ram thee —arc all nth thee ! 


TIIC E\EM\G ST\P 
JtST abc-c yon ’a-dv to'' 

A' the day g-o-rs Lara cr ard dim- 
mer 

Ltr'-; and lo'-cly a s-ngles'ar 
Lg^ts t'-e air vith a di-iky gl m 
m™ 

Imo the crean fmrt n-d far 
raus d-o j go’d<-n rplcn 
dour 

A-d the gten o' that ■: ng'e coa- 
ls err- rtiulgcrt soft, and tender 

ruling out of the sen. 
u.hoa-c-1 thus glo-cus and thus 
■ emulous 
L^i’T'g the arms of Call rl oe 
I 'o-e-ertendcr.so'l and Irtmuloas. 

^T^p'h ’"t rt ard te 

falchion 

bnghtir 

Hu a God or IS I asar 
inabert-arcrd I , 



p> y Tii c. srn/nr 

1 iiL < Ri.i (n 1 in, sK\ 


wt, IS jil-vint \i hums me 
I j . i][> T (h,> tpi » 

/■Mlt) f o’l’ Mnnnsfc (rgCTi!'- 
AU tns lUtim r^''i_ innj'' 

■'itk tr I r’p cf‘:eid.(l 
s ’cH };,j im m mciciU lari, i 
A i i Sue ^ npiii" of 0 i' Milor*- 
An 1 ths iii'.iM r '^nm the shore i 

'ft'ij n'o]!, ihr i-, mt^h 1 UIkI 
Hoiin's me oft oinl nr'ic' lanij, 

Of tl r fo''!-' C ojot A'n lUloi 
Ao I s*n ou^tieronc 

L ! e tl.-^ Ho" on n •'cn bnch, 
h-'t' ih’ "II 1 O’" ‘^lUor -!)inc 
is!) n ♦oil mono'onoiis rn'lcnce, 
no \ t's unilii in ‘■1 tv tie lines , — 

Tc’hn" hni (nr Cm U \mvltto':, 

\\ 1 !i h !i i f k up in hi Inntl, 

Jsi 1 n fur ind ’'tnir!) i r!h v 
i-tro o”' on<\'''(I to tl e luut , — 

IIuv ite hennl the nncicnt hclrasmnn 
C}wntn''-nr s-) vsiftl nmt clenr, 
Tliet llic suhni' i s li nl sin vlv 
tv "-ij upon t!ic nw'l to linr^ 

*1 lit hi »o i! V ns full of Jonp inrr 

\n’ ) ec' cd, V ilh imp ilsc stronj:; — 
Hi 1( 1 ' inn 1 for the loveof lunvtn 
Ic-och me too tint v.ontirous 
'one I 

•' \\ D Id I ihoj ' — ro the hclntsm in 
'inj'verul 

" I.eirn llic secret of tin s'l^ 

Oiilv thn e v.holjrivc its dniiqurs 
Compre h' nd its rij stcr> 1 

In tneli 'nd tint ikimslhc tion-on 
In onclt hiifjinrd htouing Iinxee, 

1 IrhoM lint 5l.jlcl> pnlln 
Hcnrlho e moamful melodies , 

Till mv sf, ,1 ,r full of lonplns 
1 <ir tlic s -cret of the sen, 

And the herrt of the ffrcnl octnn 
‘'Cnd^ n llinlhns pulse through me. 


dWlLIGHT 

1 IIP iwihght issnd and cloudy, 
dill, wind hlo \s wild end free, 
\ml like the wings of ect birds 
rinsli the wliilc cops of the sen, 

kitil in the fishermin s colinre 
J here shines n ruddier lirlit, 

S' 


And n little free nt the window 
I’ucn out into tin night 

CIo c, close It IS pressed to (he 
window, 

Vs if those childhli 03 cs 
! \\ I re Inol mg into the darkness, 
d o see some form 'iiibc 

And 1 wonnti s wsvinp shadow 
Is jnssinp to and fro. 

Now rising to the niling, 

Mow liowing nnd licndmg low 

\\ Inl tile do the roaring ocean, 

And the nieht wind, bleak nnd wild, 
As ihcv Ijcii n( the era?} easement, 
li II to lint little child ? 

And win do the roaring ocean, 

\iul til' nieht wind, wild and bleak, 
\s the\ Ijcit nt the heart of the 
mother. 

Drive tin colour from her clicck? 


j SIR IlbMl’HPLY GILBERT* 

'tot nivvAMV with fleet of ice 
Sailed the cor'air Death , 
lid and fast hkw the blast. 

And the cast wind w is his breath 

IBs lordl) ships of ice 
Glistened m the sun , 

On each side, like i>cnnonS wade, 
Flishing crystal streamlets run 

IBs sails of white sea mist 
DnpjKd with silver run , 

But wherL he passed there were cast 
Leaden shadows o er the main 

Eastward from Cnmpoljtllo 
Sur Humphrey Gilbert sailed , 

Tlircc da 3 ‘s or more seaward he bore, 
'Hicn, ahs ! the Land-wand faded 

>\hs I the land wind failed, 

\nd ice-cold grew the night , 

* " When the uinil nhilc'l ind the vessels 
were ntarcnniich the Admiml wa' seen con 
rniitl} siltin„ In the steni, vvitli n booh In his 
hand On llic 9 th nf Sept mber he v as seen 
for the Inst time, and was heard bj the people 
of the Jliiii to f-aj , ‘ W e arc ns near heaven 
hj ra ashy land In tlic follow ini, niRlit the 
liUitsof thc-I IP snddcniv diiappearciL The 
people in tlic other ve set heiit ncooil look-out 
lor turn diirinfi the remainder of thcvojafie 
On the -'nd nf Sentemher thev nirivcd throncli 
niurh temjiest at halTnouth lint nothinjrmoro 
was seen or heard of the Admiral - — llEOC 
MAPS Americ3.n Bup-apky, I soy 
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LOKGFELLOU''S POniC \L UCPhS 


And never mo'c on sea or shore 
Should Sir Humphrc) see the lijliL 

He sat upon the d»ck 
The Book was m in his hand , 

"Do not fear ' Hea\a:n is as near 
He said b) \ -atcr as b) land 1 

In the first watch of the n ght, 

Wthout a sigaial s sound, 

Out of the sea mj stenousli 
The fleet of Death rose all around 

The moon and thcevaining star 
Were hanging in the shrouiL, , 

Even n-ast as it passed 
Seemed to rake the passing cloud' 

The\ grappled uith their pnre, 

At raidnmht black and cold 1 
As of a rock Mas the shod 
Hcatal} the ground-snadl rolled. 

Soi^ward through dat and dark 
n tn close embrace 

\\ ith mist and ram to the Span 'h 
mam 

Yet there seems no change o'" place 
Smhward for ever souihivard 

And like a dream m the Gulf stream 
Sinking a-anish all aM-a) 

the lighthousd 

The lockv ledge runs far into the rea 
^ndoi^us outer point somrmTes| 

Siir “> 

A piUar of ^rc b\ night of dOu^ 
Even at^ftis distance I can 'ee the 

^ “heard alofe 

‘"“'ta''”' of 

1.1 ho. 

itshghi radiance of 

*P^“dour 

Notone done, from each prelecting 
And peraous reef along theS, 


Starts into life a dim gman'ic sliapo, 
Holding Its lantern o ex the rustless 
surge. 

Like the great giant Chri'top’ cr it 
stands ['t'e. 

L pon the b ml of the tempestuous 

Wading far out among tile rocKS and 
sands 

The nigiit o tatal cn manner to saia: 

\nd the great ship" sail outnrd ami 
return 

Bending and bowing o cr the billOMT 

S lulls 

\nd <ner joi fu! as they 'cc it li tm, 
The) M-asc thmr silent welcomes 
and farewells 

Thc\ com"' forth from the darlmcss 
and ihor sails 

Gleam for i mom nt onU m tlic 
bhr 

And eager face is the light unveils 
Gate at tlic to.icr, and vanish while 
thca garc 

The manner remembers when a child 
On his first songe he «aw it fade 
and sin! 

And when returning from adicnturcs 
' fbnnk 

Ifc s-irt it nsc again o cr ocean s 

'steadfast sen nc, immoi-ab’c, the 
'amc 

A car after icar. through all the 
silent night 

Bums on for cscrmorc that quenchless 

fgj,},, , 

olimcs on that 1 nc.vtingui 5 h.ablc 

It^cs the ocean to its bo'cm clasp 
ine rocks and sea s.and with the 
KISS of p(Mce 

"lid wands lift it m their 

Jind hoIcTit up and sliakc it like a 

ilcccc. 

The stwlcd wai-cs leap over it , the 
siorm 

SmiteuMithall the scourges of the 
^’■'1 form 

* die dm round it with 



Blinded and maddened by the light 
uithin, [and dies 

Dashes himself against the glare, 

A new Promctlieus, chained upon the 
rock, 

StiU grasping in his hand the fire of 
Jo\e, [shock. 

It docs not hear the cr> , nor heed the 
But hails the manner with words of 
love. 

"Sail on! it sajs, "sad on, jc 
stalely ships 1 

And with your floating bndge the 
ocean span , [eclipse. 

Be mine to guard tins light from all 
Be yours to bring man nearer unto 
man ' ' 


THE TIRE OF DRIFTWOOD 


And all that fills the hearts of fnends, 
When first they feel with secret pain, 
Their lives henceforth hate separate 
ends. 

And net or can be one again 

The first shght s\ crving of the heart, 
Tint words are powerless to express. 
And leate it still unsaid in part. 

Or say it m too great excess 

The very tones in which we spake 
Had sometliing strange, I could but 
mark , 

Tlic Rates of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark 

Oft died the words upon our bps, 

As suddenly, from out the fire 
Built of the WTCck of stranded ships. 
The flames would leap and then ex- 
pire 


We sat \ athin the farmhouse old, 
WTiosc windows, looking o'er the 
ba) , [cold 

Gate to the sea-breeze, damp and 
An easy entrance night and day 


Kot far away we saw the port 
The strange, old fashioned, silent 
town 

The lighthouse, the dismantled fort, 
Tlie wooden houses, quaint and 
brown 


Wc sat and talked until the night. 
Descending filled the little room , 
Our faces faded from the sight. 

Our voices onlv broke the gloom 


We spake of many a tanished scene. 
Of whatwe once had thought and 
said, [been. 

Of what had been, and m'ght hate 
And who was changed, and w ho was 
dead , 


And, as their splendour flashed and 
failed, [main — 

Wc thought of wrecks upon the 
Of ships dismasted, that were hailed 
And sent no answ er back again 


The windows, rattling in their frames 
The ocean, roanng up the beach 
The gusty blast, the bickenng flames. 
All mingled vaguely in our speech , 


Until they made themseh cs a part 
Of fancies floating through the 
brain 

Tlic long-lost xcntiires of the heart. 
That send no answer back again 


O hearts that 


O flames that glowed I 
} earned 1 
They were indeed too much akin 
The dnftwood fire wathoiit that 
[glowed WTthin 
that burned and 


burned. 
The thoughts 


BY THE FIRESIDK 


RESIGNATION 


Phere is no flock, however watched 
and tended. 

But one dead lamb is there 1 [fended. 
There is no fireside, howsoeer de- 
But has one wicant ch iir 1 


The air is full of farewells to the dying. 
And mournings for the dead , 

The heart of Rachel, for her children 


crying. 

Will not lie comforted 


jOjVGrr/TOirs poetical tjoea''> 
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Where ^hL nolon;.cr ncLclsour poor 

Not from the ground onse ir i i i 

But oftentimes celestinl benedictions ^ lnmsolf dotli rule. 

Assume this darh disguise In that great cloister s stillness and 

Wc see but dimly through the mists r, ®'='='’‘S'on, 

nndtapours By guardian nngds Icrl 

Amid these earthly damps , tmiptation, safe from sms 

What seem to us but sad, funereal c>. r°”'>Bon. 

tapers, ^•'c h\cs, a\ horn at c Kill dead 

May be heaven s distant lamps n 

^“'.stm so ^ 

This hfe o/morttd breath Yw nh “ ^nsht realms of nir , 

Is but a suburb of the life elysian s^mg'^’ 

Sh! is notT r t 

nireetion"--"'^ Tins do ate at alh at. .1, her. and keep 

But gone unto that school mi Yni''oicn ^ 

The bond avhich nature gives. 


JiY THE El RES WE 


Tliiiilun" that our ronionibrauce, 
though unspoken, 

May reach her where she lives 

Not as a child shall we behold 
For when w ith raptures w ild [her , 
In our ciiibnees w c amin enfold her, 
She will not be a clnld , 

But a fair maiden, in her Fathers I 
mansion, i 

Clothed with celestial grace , ! 

/\nd beautiful w ith all the soul’s ev- 1 


r insion 

we behold her face. 


And though at times impetuous with 
emotion 

And anguish long suppressed. 

The swelling heart hea\cs moaning 
like the ocean, 

Tliat eannot be nt rest, — 

We will be patient, and assuage the 
feeling 

We may not whoiiy stay , 

Bv silence sanctifying, not concealing. 
The gnef that must lia\c way 


THE BUILDERS 

All are architects of Fate, 

Working in tlicsc walls of Time 
Some with massit e deeds and great, 
Some -with ornaments of rhyme 

Nothing useless is, or low , 

Each tiling in US plai-c is best , 

And what seems but idle show 
Strengthens and supports the rest 

For tlic structure that we raise, 

' Time is with matcnols filled , 

Our to-days and yesterdays 
Arc the blocks with which we build. 

Truly shape and fashion these , 

I-^ve no yawning gaps between , 
'Think not, because no man secs. 

Such things will remain unseen 

In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with greatest care 
Each tmnute and unseen piart , 

For the Gods sec eterywhere. 

Let us do our work as well. 

Both the unseen and the seen , 
Make the liouse, where Gods may 
dwell, 

Beautiful, entire, and clean 
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Else our hves arc incomplete, 
Standing m these walls of Time, 
Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble as tliey seek to climb 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure , 
With a firm and ample base , 

And ascending and secure 
Sliall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 

To those turrets, where the eye 
Sees the world as one vast plain, 

And one boundless reach of sky 

SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN 
HOUR-GLASS 

Ahandfitl of red sand, from the hot 
clime 

Of Arab deserts brought, 

Within this glass becomes the spy oi 
Time, 

The minister of Thought 

How many weary centuries has it 
been 

About these deserts blown 1 
How many strange vicissitudes has 
seen, 

How many histones known I 

Perhaps the camels of the Ishmachte 
Trampled and passed it o ci, 
\\Tien into Egypt from the patnarch's 
Sight 

His favourite son they bore 

Perhaps tlic feet of Moses, burnt and 
bare, 

Crushed it beneath their tread , 

Or Pharaoli s flashing wheels mto the 
air 

Scattered it ns they sped , 

Or Mary, with the Chnst of Nazareth 
Held close in her caress, 

Whose pi^iniage of hope and love 
and faith 

Illumed the wilderness , 

[ Or anchorites beneath Engaddi s 
palms 

Pacing the Dead Sea beach, 

And singing slow Ihcu: old Anneman 
psalms 

In half articulate speech , 


LONGFLILOU'S rOLTJCM U OA'A'S 



s eotc 

Or Ks 

pngnms, confident of 
And resolute m heart 1 

These have passed o\cr it or 

haie passed 1 m-^y 

Now m this crystal tower 
Imposed by some cunous hand at 

It eounts the passmg hour 

"-aUs ex 

Stretchy fte desert U its shifting 
Its unimpeded sky 


— I 

And temc nloft b\ the sustaining blast 
This httlc golden thread 
iJiiatcs into a column high and \nst, 

A form of fear and dread. 

And onward, and across the setting 
sun, ° 

boundless plain, 

he column and its broader shadow 
run 

Till Thought pursues in vain 

' These walls 
Shut out the lund sun, 

^ 'rae half b*’ ‘"’’"'^^ble plain , 

i nc half hours sand is run ! 
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BV THE r I RESIDE 


THE OPEN WINDOW 

The old house b) the lindens 
Stood silent in the shade, 

And on the gn.\cllcd pathway 
The liijht and shadow plajcd 

I saw the nurscn windows 
Wide open to the air , 

But the faces of tlie cliildrcn 
They w ere no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland house-dog 
Was standing bv the door , 

He looked for his little plajonates, 
^\'ho would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens. 
They plaj ed not in the hall , 

But shadow , and silence, and sadness 
Were hanging o\er oil 

The birds sang in the branches. 

With sweet, famdar tone , 

But the \ Dices of the children 
Will be heard in dreams alone 1 

And the boy that walked beside me. 
He could not understand 
Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 

I pressed his warm, soft hand 1 


PEGASUS IN POUND 

Once into a quiet village. 

Without liaste and without heed, 

In the golden prime of morning. 
Strayed the poet's winged steed 

It was Autumn, and incessant 
Piped the quails from shocks and 
sheaves , 

And, hke living coals, the apples 
Burned among the withenng leaves 

Loud the clamorous bell was ringing 
From Its belfiy gaunt and gnm , 

Twas the daily call to labour. 

Not a tnumph meant for him 

Not the less he saw the landscape. 

In Its gleaming vapour veiled 

Not the less he breatlied the odours 
That the dying leaves exhaled. 

Thus, upon the village common. 

By the schoolboys he was found , 

And the wise men, in their wosdom, 
Put him straightway into pound 

Then the sombre village cner, I 

Ringing loud his brazen bell, I 
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Wandered down the street proclaim- 
ing 

Tlierc was an cstray to sell 

And the curious country people, 

Rich and poor, and joung and old. 
Came in haste to see this wondrous 
Wingid steed, with mane of gold 

Thus the day passed, and the evening 
Fell, with vapours cold and dim , 
But It brought no food nor shelter. 
Brought no straw nor stall, for 
him 

Patiently and still e.xpcctant. 

Looked he through the wooden 
bars. 

Saw the moon rise o er the landscape. 
Saw the tranquil, patient stars , 

Till at length the bell at midnight 
Sounded from its dark abode. 

And, from out a neighbouring farm- 
3ard, 

lajud the cock Alectryon crowed 

Then, with nostnis wide distended, 
Breaking from his iron chain. 

And unfolding far his pinions. 

To those stars he soared again 

I On the morrow , when the village 
Woke to all its toil and care, 

Lo I the strange steed had departed. 
And they knew not when nor 
where 

But they found, upion the greensward. 
Where Ills struggling hoofs had 
trod. 

Pure and bright, a fountain flowing 
From the hoof-marks in the sod 

From that hour, the fount unfailing 
Gladdens the whole region round, 
Strengthening all who dnnk its 
waters, 

While It soothes them wnth its 
sound 


KING WITLAF’S DRINKING- 
HORN 

WtTLAF, a king of the Saxons, 

Ere yet his last he breathed. 

To the merry monks of Croyland 
His dnnking-hom bequeathed, — 

That, whenever they sat at their 
rebels. 

And drank from the golden bowl. 
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l^Ti 


Tcey imghi reKKnber me donor 
And bre_lhe a prayer fo- his soaL 

So sai they once at Chnstmas 
And bode the gob'et pass 
In me-r bpds the red vnne ghs- 
lened * 

dc^ -<irops m the ^r ncg 

dmnh to the soul o*" \M Jaf 
Tfc.\ to Cun;: iL, Lord, 


’ C2.CI1 of the Twelve Apostles 

\\Tio had preached his hol^ \'nnl 

Th^ drank to the Saints and Martvrs 
Of the dismal davs of yore, 

^ horn was empty 
They rememoered one Samt more. 

And the reader droned &om the 
pulpt. 

like the munnur many bees 






jiv 'Jiii: rjRL^mn 


riic lrs:cntl ol j;nrnl St Gtiihl ic, 

And St L’imI s hoim'KS , 

nil the prent Lx.ll< of the convent, 
Iron) tlnir pn^on in the towtr, 
Giithi c md I'lTllioloin.uus, 

I'roth ti cd lliL inidiu! ht hour 

And the ^ ti’c lo" end id fu tlic 
diiinit' 

And tile Al’liot bouetl his heed. 

And lie fl'iiniltis flnpped nnd flic- 
kered. 

But the Abbot vvns sttrk nnd dead. 

Yet still in his ptllid finpers 
He dutched the poldtn bowl. 

In which, like n pearl di’^sobang, 

Had sunk and dissolved his soul 

But not for tins thrirrcvcls 
Hie jovial niont s forlwrc. 

For tlicv cried, *' I ill Jiyli thepoblct ' 
We must dnid toom baini more' ‘ 


TLGNLRS DllbVlIl 

I liPAPD n voice that cned, 

•' Ealdcr the Deaiitifnl 
Is dead, is dead 1 
And ihrouph the mist) air 
Passed Id c the mournful cn 
Of sunward sailing cranes 

1 saw the pallid corpse 
Of ihc dead lun 
Borne through the Nonhem si v 
Blasts from Nifltliicim 
Ltftetl tl e sheeted mists 
Around Iiim as ht laassid 

And the voice for ever cneJ, 

" Balder the Beautiful 
Is dead is dead ' ' 

And died aw a> 

Tlirough the tlrcar) night, 

In accents of despair 

Balder the Beautiful, 

God of the summer sun. 

Fairest of all the Gods I 
Light from his forehead Ixiamed, 
Runes were upon Ins tongue, 

As on thevvamor’s sword 

All things m earth and nir 
Bound were b> magic spell 
Never to do him harm , 

Even the plants nnd stones , 

All save the mistletoe, 

Tlic 'acred mistletoe I 
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llo tier, the blind old God, 

Wliosc feet arc shod with silence, 
Bicrccd through tlint gentle breast 
With his sharp spear, b) fraud 
Made of till. niisUeloc, 

J he accursed mistletoe! 

Jlie) laid him in Ins ship, 

W all horse and harness, 

As on a funeral pyre, 

Odin iilaccd 
A ring u])on his finger, 

And whispered in his car 

They launched the burning ship 1 
It floated far away 
Over the misty sea, 

J ill like the sun a seemed, 

Sinking hcneaih the waves 
B ildcr relumed no more 1 

So perish the old Gods 1 
But out of ilie sea of Time 
Ki'cs a new land of song, 

1 aircr than the old 
Over as meadows green 
Walk ll>e )oung bards and sing 

Build a again, 

0)0 bards, 

1 aircr than before ! 

\ e fathers of the new race, 

1 ecd upon morning dew, 
bing the new Song of Love I 

ITic law of force is dead 1 
riie law of love prevails 1 
1 lior, tlic ihundcrcr, 
biiall rule the earth no more, 

No more, with threats. 

Challenge the meek Clinst. 

Sing no more, 

Oyc bards of the North, 

Of Vikings nnd of Jarls ! 

Of the days of Eld 
Hesene the freedom only, 

Not the deeds of blood 


GASP-^R BECERRA 

B\ his evening fire the artist 
Pondered o cr Ins secret shame, 
Baffled, vvearv, and disheartened, 

Still ho mused, and dreamed of 
fame. 

'Tvvas an image of the Virgin 
That had tasked Ins utmost sJaU , 
But. nlns ! his fair ideal 
Vanished and escaped him still 


LONGPELLOirs POETICAL WORKS 


From a distant Eastern island 
Had the precious wood bt 
brought , 

Day and night the anxious master 
At his toil untinug ivTought , 

Till, discouraged and desponding, 
Sat he now m shadows deep. 

And the day s humiliation 
Found oblivion m sleep 


Then a \oice cned, "Rise, O master 1 
From the burning brand of oak 
Shape the thought that stirs within 
tliee' 

And tlie startled arbst woke, — 

Woke, and from the smoking embers 
Seized and quenched the glotnng 
wood , 

And therefrom he caned an image, 
\nd ho s w that it w as good. 





ThnT U thy heart 

That « heth nea^t 

Shape from that thy uork^^art 


the singers. 

And bnng them back toheaven again 


n vouth, with soul of fire, 
j^id in his hand a golden lyre , 
through groves he wandered, and by 

i'laying the music of our dreams 

^second, wth a bearded face, 
A,^'^^ngmg m the market-place. 

The hearts of all the hstemng croud 

°'d man, the third and last 
"^nst, 

Contritmn'r^^®®“° rolled 
trition from its mouths of gold 
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TR>imLATlONS 


And tho‘^c\\lio In-ird tliLSinpLrs Ihrct 
Di<7)Uted which the Ix-St might be , 
For still their music seemed to snrt 
Disco"dint echoes metch heirl 

But the grcnl Mister sold, " I see 
No best m kind, but m degree , 

1 gov c n \inous gift to t icli 
loelnmi, to strengtlicn, tniltotcich 

"These are the threx great chords 
of might. 

And he whose cans tuned aright 
\\ ill heir no discord in the three, 

Rut the most perfect Inrmonj 

SU‘=PIRn 

T\kr them, O Death! and licar 
aw n) , [ow n I 

Wniatcscr thou canst call thine 
Thine image, siampcsl upon this cLij 
Doth guc thee th vt, but that nlone ' 

Take them OGraw' .and let them he 
Folded upon tin narrow shcKes, 

As garments b) tile soul laid b) , 

And pre*cious onlv to our'Chcsl 

Take them O great Etcmit) 1 
Our little life lb but n gust 
Tint bends the branches of thy tree. 
And trads its blossoms in the dust ' 


HYMN 

FOR MS nROTIILR S ORDINATION 

Christ to the young man said "Yet 
one thing more 

Tf thouwouldst perfect be, [poor. 
Sell all thou hast and gne it to the 
And conic and follow nicl’ 

Within this temple Christ again, un- 
seen. 

Those sacred words hath said, 

\nd his imisible hands to day have 
been 

Laid on a > oung man’s head 

And ctTrmorc beside him on his way 
The unseen Christ shall mote. 

That he niaj lean upon his arm and 
saj, 

"Dost thou, dear Lord, approve? 

Beside him at the mamagc-fcast shall 
be 

To make the scene more fair , 

Beside him m the dark Gethsemanc 
Of pain and midnight prayer 

O holy trust ! O endless sense of rest 1 
I ike tile beloved John [breast. 
To lay his head upon the Saviours 
And thus to journey on 1 


Cranslaftons. 

THE BLIND GIRL OF CASTEL CUILLE 

FROM Tlin CaSCON OR J/tSMIN 


rinls the Lnv.hnil tonfnic of S-ol!an J mlnht 
Kchcnn.e thib little ‘rjcsd/ “riR"' 

Lei me attempt it w Itli on 
And take, O reader, for the deed the will 


Jasmiv the author of th.s oMhe pwple,-™e”of 

^oVr^ ^,!i’:^1u.‘'rhereuU,Vfull of ImX hj,' 

o>kn bioj^aphy In t poetic 
tnumphi Is toudun^ i 

to_dehKht hl5 natite land with mame sonu I 


.r. .ou..,'n'J ^“iT^’sIdf l!^^=‘nRcn:^Vi;c' onJ^on. may^c live thcr_ 

- :_wdll find a description of hi, «rra^^ Costello, whose chaimlnffpen 


is h“n5^n^a' find a description o^^^^ gUtSi,' w ho^sc c-haim^pca 

SsTon“^tiVc«ft.‘s'^atL t-he tre^nUry Acs and the ir 1 tcratorc 

AT the foot of the mountain height 

Where IS pcrclicd Casttl Cuillt, , 

Mdicn the apple, the plum, and the almond tree 
In the pi tin below were growing white, 
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lONGFCLLO'ir'^ POETICAL IWFA'S 


This 15 the song one might percent 
On 1 SVednesdni mom of Samt Joseph s c 

" Til'' roads should blossom, the roads should bloom, 

So fair a bndc shall Icam her home! 

Should blossom and bloom mlh garlands gay, 

So fait a hndc shall pass to-day 1 

This old Tc nciitn, rustic rights nttcndmg, 

Sc'-mwl from the clouds descending , 


\\ hen lol a merry company 
Of tosj \illage girls clean as the eye, 

Lach one nilh her attendant smin, 

Came to the cliff, all singing the same strain , 
Pcs'-mblmg there, so near unto the sky , 

Rejoicing angels that kind Heaaen bas sent 
For their delight and our cncouragcnicn* 

T ogethcr blending, 

And soon descending 
The narrow sneep 
Of the hill side sleep, 

Tliey nind aslant 
Tonard Saint Amant, 

Through leafy alleys 
Of verdurous valley , 

Wth merry salhts 
Smgmg their chant 

" The roads should blossom the roads should bloom, 
So fair a bndc shall leave her homo * 

Should blossom and bloom wath garlands gay, 

So fair a bndc shall pass to duy 1 ' 


It L Tkipiistc. and his affianced maiden, 
With garlands for the bndal laden I 


The SI7 V -as bine , without one cloud of gloom. 

Til? sun of March iv-is shining brightly 
And to the air the freshening wind gave lightly 
Its breathings of perfume. 

Wien one beholds the dusky hedges blossom, 

A rusiic bndal, ah ! lion sweet it is I 
T o sounds of joyous melodies, 

Tliat touch with tenderness the trembling bosom 
A band of maidens 
Gaily: frolicking 
A band of youngsters 
Mhldlv lolhcking I 
Kissing, 

Caressing, 
fingers pressing, 

Till m the vcncsl 
Madne>s of mirth, ns they dance 
Ther retreat and advance 

"*‘”50 Hugh slmll be loudest and merriest 
^ n nile itic Imdc, vvalh roguish cy cs 
••i irting^lh them now escapes and ones 
^osc who catch me 
hiamnl verily 
Tills year shall be I ’ 


thanslation'^ 


And all pursue ^\lth eager Instc, 

And all attain what tliey pursue, 

And touch her prettj apron fresh and new, 

And the hnen kirtle round her traist 

Mcantthile, whence comes it Uiat among 
These youthful maidens fresh and fair. 

So joyous, uith sucli laughing air, 

Baptiste stands sighing, with silent tongue ? 

And }ct the bnde is fair and joung 1 
Is It Saint Joseph would say to us all, 

That love, ocr-liastj, prcccdeUi a fall? 

O, no I for a maiden frail, I trow. 

Never bore so loft} a brow I 
Wiat lo\crs 1 — they give not a single caress 1 
To sec them so careless and cold to-day. 

These arc grand people, one w ould s,ay 
WTiat ails Baptiste? what gnef doth him oppress? 

It IS, that, half waty up the hill. 

In yon cottage, by whose walls 
Stand the cart-house and the stalls, 

Dwclleth the blind orphan sliU, 

Daughter of a veteran old , 

And you must know, one year ago. 

That Margaret, the young and tender. 

Was the village pnde and splendour. 

And Baptiste her lover bold 
Love, tiic deceiver, them ensnared , 

For them the altar was prepared , 

But alas 1 the summer s blight, 

The dread disease that none can stay. 

The pestilence that walks by night. 

Took the young bride s sight away 

All at the father s stem command was changed , 

Their peace was gone, but not their love estranged , 
Weaned at home, ere long the lover fled , 

Returned but three short days ago. 

The golden chain vhey round him llirow. 

He IS enticed, and onward led 
To marry Angela, and yet 
Is thinking c\er of Margaret 

Tlicu suddenly a maiden cned, 

"Anna, Theresa, Mary, Kate I 
Here comes the cnpplc Jane 1 ” And by a fountain side 
A woman, bent ancTgray with years. 

Under the mulberry-trees appears. 

And all towards bernin, as fleet 
As had they w mgs upon their feet 

It IS that Jane, the cripple Jane, 

Is a soothsayer, wary and kind 
She tellcth fortunes, and none complain 
She promises one a village swam. 

Another a happy wedding-day, 

And the bnde a lovely boy stnughtw-ay 
All comes to pass as she avers , 

Slie never deceives, she never errs 


LONGFEI LOn^S POETICAL JFOEA’S 


But for this once the Milage seer 
Wears a countenance severe, 

And from beneath her e}ebro\\s thin and tv lute 
Her two eyes flash hke cannons bnght 
Aimed at the bridegroom m waistcoat blue, 
\\Tio like a statue stands in taew . 




1 






m' 








MaJaJKnccrslr "'“d. 

di^t bndegroom. 

fcch fair 

^,a Uttle sg=aml«^,rer^r^ ■ 







TRANSLATIONS 


And down green nlleys 
Of verdurous vallejs, 

With merry salbes. 

They sang the refrain — 

" The roads should blossom, the roads should bloom, 

So fair a bnde shall leave her home 1 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands ga>. 

So fair a bnde shall pass tonday ' 

II 

^nd by suffenng worn and vvearj. 

But beautiful as some fair angel 3 et, 

Thus lamented Margaret, 

In her cottage lone and dreary — 

“ He has amved 1 arrived at last ! 

Yet Jane has named him not these three days past , 
Arrived ' jet keeps aloof so far 1 
And knows that of my night he is the star 1 
Knows that long months I wait alone, benighted, 

And count the moments since he went away I 
Come ! keep the promise of that happier day, 

That I may keep the faith to thee I plighted I 
AATiat ]oy have 1 without thee?— what delight? 

Gncf wastes my life, and makes it misery , 

Day for the others ever, but for me 
For ever night 1 for ever night 1 
When he is gone 'tis dark ! my soul is sad ! 

I suffer ' O my God I come, make me glad. 

When he is near, no thoughts of day intrude , 

Day has blue heavens, but Baptiste has blue eyes 1 
Within them shines for me a heaven of love, 

A heaven all happiness like that above. 

No more of gncf 1 no more of lassitude 1 
Earth I forget,— and heaven, and all distresses, 

When seated by my side my hand he presses , 

But when alone, remember all ! 

Where is Baptiste ? he hears not when I call ' 

A branch of ivy, dying on the ground, 

I need some bough to twine around ! 

In pity come 1 be to my suffenng kind 1 
True love, they say, m gnef doth more abound 1 
A^at then — when one is bhnd? 

“ Who knows? perhaps I am forsaken 1 
Ah ! woe IS me I then bear me to my grave ! 

O God 1 what thoughts within me waken 1 
Away ! he wall return ! I do but rave I 
He will return I I need not fear ' 

He swore it by our Savaour dear , 

He could not come at his own wall , 

Is vvearj, or perhaps is ill 1 
Perhaps his heart, in this disguise, 

Prepares for me some sweet surpnse 1 
But soius one conies 1 Thoug^h blind, my he3xt c^n see I 
And that deceives me not 1 — tis he 1 tis he 1 
And the door mar is set. 

And poor, confiding Margaret 
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TRANSLATIONS 


Go, pray to God, that thou mayst lo\ e him less 1 " 

" The more I pray, the more I love 1 
It 15 no sin, for God is on my side I ” 

It was enough , and Jane no more replied 

Now to all hope her heart is barred and cold , 

But to deceive the beldame old 
She takes a sweet, contented air , 

Speaks of foul weather, or of fair. 

At every word the maiden smiles 1 
Thus the beguilcr she beguiles , 

So that, departing at the evening's close. 

She says, " She may be saved 1 she nothing know s ' 
Poor Jane, the cunning sorceress ! 

Now that thou wouldst, thou art no prophetess ! 

This morning, in the fulness of thy heart, 

Thou wast so, far beyond thine art I 


1 

V 


nr 

Now nngs the bell, nine times reverberating. 

And the while daybreak, stealing up the sky, 

Sees in two cottages two maidens waiting. 

How differently 1 

Queen of a day, by flatterer'’ caressed. 

The one puts on her cross and crown. 

Decks wath a huge bouquet her breast. 

And flaunting, fluttering up and down. 

Looks at herself, and cannot rest 

The other, blind, within her little room, 

Has neither crown nor flower’s perfume , 

But in their stead for something gropes apart, 

That in a drawer s recess doth he, 

And, 'ncath her bodice of bright scarlet dye, 

Convulsuc clasps it to her heart 

The one, fantastic, light as mr, 

'Mid kisses nnging. 

And joyous singing, 

Forgets to say her morning prayer I 

The other, with cold drops upon her brow. 

Joins her two hands, and kneels upion the floor. 

And whispers, as her brother opes the door, 

" O God 1 forgive me now I ’ 

And then the orphan, young and blind. 

Conducted by her brother s hand 

Towards the church, through paths unscanned, 

With tranquil air, her way doth wind 
Odours of laurel, making her faint and pale. 

Round her at times eahalc. 

And in the sky as yet no sunny raj. 

But brumal vapours gray 

Near that castle, fair to see. 

Crowded with sculptures old in every part. 

Marvels of nature and of art. 

And proud of its name of high degree, 

A little chapel, almost bare 
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At the base of the rock, is buildcd there 
M glonousthat it lifu a)oof ’ 

Its jealous cottage roof 

byJmumn gales, 

p “ lU blackened steeple hieh in mr 
Round which the osprTy serS^n^s aTd soils. 

Thus“M^gkre{*y/°'?,^«lob> ! 

' ' Yes®^I^^„ are w e ? we ascend I 

Hearest not joumej s end ? 

tS “iL bird ‘hp. belf^ cry ? 

Dost thou remember bnow 1 

The ni^Te S 

■ O da^S^ter ^ beii. 

Take carT^pl", ^ ?? and low , 

;^d thou, and he, aJidl' *in fellT I 
Then on the mnf ii,o ^ ™ ’®1‘ *° crying ? 

^^^ydostth!;ry^-"ss^^^^^ 







TRANSLATlOiTS 


Come m 1 The bnde will be here soon 
Thou tremblest 1 O my God 1 thou art going to swoon I ’ 

She could no more — the blind girl, eak and weary ' 

A voice seemed crying from that grave so dreary, 

" What wouldst thou do, my daughter ? ’ —and she started , 
And quick recoiled, aghast, faint-hearted , 

But Paul, impatient, urges evermore 
Her steps towarfs the open door , 

And uhen, beneath her feet, the unhappy maid 
Crushes the laurel near the house immortal. 

And with her head, as Paul talks on again, 

Touches the crown of fihgrane 
Suspended from the low-arched portal, 

No more restrained, no more afraid. 

She ivalks, as for a feast arraved. 

And in the ancient chajiel s sombre night 
They both are lost to sight. 

At length the bell. 

With booming sound. 

Sends forth, resounding round, 

Its hpneneal peal o’er rock and down the dell 
It IS broad day, with sunshine and with ram , 

And yet the guests delay not long. 

For soon arnves the bndal train, 

And with It bnngs the village throng 

In sooth, deceit maketh no mortal gav. 

For lo ! Baptiste on this triumphant day. 

Mute as an idiot, sad as yester-raoming. 

Thinks only of the beldame s words of warning 

And Angela thinks of her cross, I wis , 

To be a bnde is all 1 The pretty hsper 

Feels her heart swell to hear all round her wbispc’- 

"How beautiful 1 how beautiful she is ' 

But she must calm that giddy head. 

For already the Mass is said , 

At the holy table stands the priest , 

'The wedding nng is blessed , Baptiste receives it 
Ere on the finger of the bnde he leaves it 
He must pronounce one word at least ! 

'Tis spoken , and sudden at the groomsman s sicc 
" Tis he 1 ” a well-known voice has cned. 

And while the wedding guests all hold their breath 
Opes the confessional, and the blind girl, see ! 

"Baptiste,’ she said, " since thou hast wished ni} death 
As holy water be my blood for thee 1 ’ 

And calmly in the air a knife suspended I 
Doubtless her guardian angel near attended. 

For anguish did its work so well, 

’That ere the fatal stroke descended. 

Lifeless she fell 1 

At eve, instead of bridal verse. 

The De Profundis filled the air , 

Decked with flowers, a single hearse 
To the churchyard forth they bear 
Village girls in robes of snow 
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FoUoWr ^^eeplng as they go , 

Nowhere ^vas a smile that day, 

No ah no 1 for each one seemed to say — 

‘ The road shall mourn and be veiled in gloom, 
So fair a corpse shall leave its home! 

Should mourn, and should weep ah, well-awaj ' 
So fair a corpse shall pass o-day 1 



A CHllISTMAb C^VKOL 

eourgpignon de GUI bar6zai 
1 HEAR along our street cu u j 

Riss the minstrel throngs n grange 

Hark 1 they play so swS' ^Vhcre the Babe was bom. 

On their hautboys Chnstmas i nu many a change, 

ns by the fire Christmas carols tmtil mom 


v,u„auiias son 

^ ns by the fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them tfil the mght expire ! 
In December ring 
T chimes , 

Tn tn gleemen sing 

In the streeu their merry ilvanes 
^‘^bythefir^ 

Ever higher 

Smg them till the night ecpire ! 


Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night expire 1 

These good people sang 
devout and sweet , 
vVhile the rafters rang, 
there they stood with freezing feet 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 

■Hg them till the night expire 1 
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EVANGELINE 


Nuns m fngid cells 
Al this hoi) tide, 

Tor want of something else 
Chnstmas songs at times have tned. 
Let us by the fire 
E\cr higher 

Sing them till the night expire 1 

Washeniomcn old, 

To the sound thev beat. 

Sing b> niers cold. 

With uncovered heads and feet 


Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night expire 1 

Who by the fireside stands 
Stamps his feet and sings , 
But he who blows his hands 
Not so gay a carol bnngs 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 

bing them till the night expire ' 


A TALE OF AC ADI E 

1S47 


PREFATORY NOTE, 

The story of *• E\ axcelise*' is founded on a painful occurrence which took place m the 
carh {wnod of Dniish colomiation in the northern part of America. 

In the year tyiy, Acadia, or, ns it is now turned. Nova Scotia was ceded to Great Britain by 
the French. The wishes of tlic inhabitants seem to have been little consulted m the clunec, 
and the) with creat difficuU) were induced to take the oath of alleciance to the Bntish 
(rovemment Some time after this war liavinj; again broken out between the French and 
Bntish in Canada lie Acadians were accused of havang assisted the French, Irom whom thej 
were descended and conneaed bj many ties of fnendshlp, with provisions and ammunition, at 
the siege of Beau Sdjour Whether the nccusation was founded on fact or not has not bt*n 
satisfacionlj nsceriamcd , the result however, was most disaslrous to the pnmlllvc, simple- 
minded Acaduins- The Bntish Government ordered them to be removed from their homes 
and dispersed throughout the other colonies at a distance from their much loi ed land This 
resolution was not communicated to the inhabitants till measures had been matured to cany it 
into immediate effect when the Gov emor of the colonj , having issued a summons calling the 
whole people to a mceung, informed them that their lands, tenements and cattle of ail kinds 
were forfeited to the Bnush crown, that he had orders to remov t them m vessels to dt lant 
colonies, and they must remain m custody till their embarkation. 

The poem is dcscripiivc of the fate of some of tlie persons involved in these calamitous 
piocewfings. 

This is the forest pnmevaL Tlie niumiunng pines and the Iicmiocl-s, 
Bearded wth moss, and in garments green, indistinct m the Uvihght, 

Stand like Druids of eld, vnth xtuccs sad and prophetic, 

Stand like Iiarpers hoar w ith beards that rest on their bosoms 
I^ud from its rocky caverns, the dccp-voiced ncighbounng ocean 
I Speaks, and in accents disconsolate nnswers the wail of the forest 

I This is the forest pnmeval , but where arc tlie hearts that beneath it 

I I>capcd like the roc, v\ hen he hears in the \\ oodland the v oice of tlie huntsman 
I Where is the thatch-roofed v lUagc, tlie home of Acadian farmers, 

1 Men whose bves glided on like nvers that water the woodlands, 

I Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven ’ 

I Waste arc those pleasant farms, and the farmers for ever departed ! 

[ Scattered hli dust and leaves, when the mighty blasts of October 
I Seize them, and whirl them aloft and sprinkle them far o er the ocean 

I Nought but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pre 

I Te who believe in affection that hopes and endures, and is pauent, 

Yje who believe in the beauty and strength of woman s devotion 
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest , 

List to a T^c of Love in Acadic, home of the happy 
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r\RT THl' FIRST 

I 

In the Acadian land on the shores of the Casin of Mints, 

Distant, secluded sull the little Mihge of Grand Prd 

Lay m the fruitful saillca \ ast nicadous stretclicd to the eastward, 

Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocJ s \i ithout number 


I I. 


eii - v>.' 1 I \i ,< 


m 



Incessant. 

pened and ivelcomed the sea in seasons the floodgates 

®°uth there were fields of fln 'll mcadoavs. 

IPf^ng afar and Wnfcnced ocr orchards and cornfields 

rose, and the fo^uSd ‘1’= northwan 

xA“. 
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Thatched were the roofs, wth dornier-wndows , and gables proiectme- 
Over the basement below protected and shaded the doorway 
^ere, in the tranquil evenings of summer, when bnghtly the sunset 
Lighted the village street, and gilded the vanes on the chimneys 
Matrons and maidens sat m snow-white caps and in kirtles ’ 

Scarlet and blue and green, with distaffs spmnmg the golden 

Flax for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles \wtliin-doors 

Mingled their sound with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the maidens 

Solemnly down the street came the parish priest, and the children 

Paused in their play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them 

Reverend walked he among them , and up rose matrons and maidens. 

Hailing his slow approach with words of affecUonate welcome 

Then came the labourers home from the field, and serenely the sun sank 

Dowm to his rest, and twflight pre\ ailed Anon from the belfry 

Softly the Angelus sounded, and over the roofs of the village 

Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds of incense ascending. 

Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of peace and contentment 
Thus dwelt together m love these simple Acadian fanners, — 

Dwelt in the love of God and of man Alike were they free from 
Fear, that reigns wth the tyrant, and envy, the voice of rcpubhcs 
Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to their windows , 

But their dwellings were open as day and the hearts of the owners , 

There t he nches t was poor, and the poorest lived m abundance. 

Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas, 

Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-Pr6, 

Dwelt on his goodly acres , and wth him, directing his household. 

Gentle Evangeline lived, his child, and the pnde of the village 
Stsdworth and stately in form was the man of seventy winters , 

Hearty and hale was ho, an oak that is covered wth snow-flakes , 

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks as brown as the oak- 


leaves 

Fair was she to behold, that maiden of seventeen summers 
Black were her eyes as the berry that grows on the thorn bv the way-side 
Black, yet how softly they gleamed beneath the broivn shade of her tresses 1 
Sweet was her breath as the breath of kine that feed in the meadows 
■\^en m the harxest heat she bore to the reapers at nooritide 
riagons of home-brewed ale, ah I fair in sooth was the maiden 
Fairer was she when, on Sunday mom, while the bell from its turret 
Sprinkled xvith holy sounds the air as the pnest with his hyssop 
Spnnkles the congregation, and scatters blessings upon them, 

Down the long street she passed with her chaplet of beads and her missal, 
Weanng her Norman cap, and her.kirtle of blue, and the ear-nngs. 

Brought m the olden time from France, and since, as an heir-loom. 

Handed down from mother to child, tlirough long generations 
But a celestial bnghtness— a more ethereal beauty— 

Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after confession. 
Homeward serenely she walked with God s benediction upon her 
When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music 
Firmly budded wth rafters of oak, the house of the farmer 
Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea , and a shady 
Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it. 

Rudely carved was the porch, xvitb seats beneath , and a footpath 
Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared m the meadow 
Under the sycamore-trees were hives overhung by a penthouse. 

Such as the traveller sees in regions remote by the road side, 

Bmlt o'er a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Marv 
Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was the well with its raoss-groivn 
Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses 
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Ii.. inr.u 

■n^erc's^ the bn«d«hecHl ^-.ins -tnd 

There were the folds fo' the shc-ep ^ “ J if ^,nc 

Strutted the lordU tuike> tnd crors^ the wh '"‘J' ' 

Voice that in ages of old had lUrllv^ the penitent l^r 

Bursting with has were the Uims ihcmscUcs a M.piq 

Far ocf the pablc projected n roof of tltatch 
Under the sheUenng c.a\-c^ led up to the 

There too the do\c cot stoml \ iih iti nic h in/l inro eat )mn S 
Murmunne c\eT of \o c \ hOt nbo c m iht vinint I -l' 

Numberless nois} wcaihc^cocks milctl auil ini, <n mutation 

Thus, at peace with Get! and the \ o kl firmrf of Onod-t 
Lived on his sunn> farm and I ^-anp'clin* i hi< hou e ,t m 

Man) avouth as he Inch In th^* church and i d h - mi ^al, 

Fixed his c\ cs upon her as ih^' saint of his df ^p* t Of-i o» mn 
Happy vns he uho micht I'^uch U^r Ln d or it * h m o'*' ) 'itiucnt f 
Manv a suitor came to lit r Joor h) Iht dirkn s L 'Vn.m 

Andas he knocked and \s tued to hrrr tht ound < ~ foo 

Knet not which Ixcit die louder his hea'l cr thi 1 titn.’ et of v ca , 

Or at the joj-oui feast of th- I'ltro \ Sa' it < ( the » !1 1 e 
Bolder grev and pressed her ha iil in d d'^ate Icslusp^'tt 
Hurried words of bit that .ecintii i pi t of il nnis „ 

But among all who caiiio joungOah 1 nrls \ t velc mii 
Gabnd Lajcunc^sc the son of Ua 1 the black rulb, 

WTioras a might) man m the \tlLig< ami hnnn real tf rill men 

For since the birth of time throughout a'l apes and i •'tit ns 

Has the craft of the smith I'C'n held m repot'- b> the p- >5 b 

Basil was Benedict s fretid. nioir children from ca li 1 fln’dhocnl 

Grew up together os b 0 h:r and sist r and h it’i r 1 1’ enn 

Pnest and pedagogue both in d c Md'gt had t lu^l t ih'-n the r letters 

Out of the sclfuime bool, s ith th'* hsams of t' r dmrtli and the p^un sonfT 

But when the htann was sung and the <La K 0 1 com) ’ ti I 

Swafiiy the) hurried awas to the forge of B-asi) i','- 1/acl snub 

There at the door thej stood witli t ovJcnng c\ i-s to b" hoi 1 1 irt 

Take m his leathern lap the hoof of die ho'S’’ a. a p’asthinp, 

NaSing the shoe m its place while near him the Iiru o'' the c in wher-l 
Lay like a fiery snake co led round rn a circle of cinders. 

Oft on autumnal eves wh n without in ll c fpih "mg' d-rkne s 
Bursting with light seemed the smithy through t ery cranny and cresicc* 
Warm by the forge tathm they s atchcsl the lairaunn b 'loa' 
and ^ Its panting ccasrd -md the sparks evpired in the a,\lic , 
errny laughed and said thev were nuns going into 1) cchiptJ 

rn! ^ ’"i ' u"'" S' '’^'P “f 'be eagle 

OfMn ghdcdai ay ocr tb. imado t 

climbed to the populous nest on the riftc's 
wondrous stone whiUi the suallo , 

^ ''kbl of Its fle-dglmgs 

Thu?Das 5 ed a feu Stone in the nest ot the swallow I 

He t,Ss. a-aliant rmnu' ’'^'“icr w ere children 

Gladdened the earth his face tike the face of the morning 

She was a woman nnT’* ‘e e^*’! opened thought into action 
'• Sine of S^Eu?m"'* heart and hopes of a woman 
Which, as the farmers MkwM j *be sunshine 

She, too, wrould brl^to her'^ncV^'^lf o'^hards with apples , 

Hlhng It fun oflovc and die of^Mdr;!''' and abundance, 
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.T ^ fhP reason returned when the nights grow colder and longer 
AndThe retreating sun °^g’j^|^r^from’^ic ice bound, 

Harvests were „s lacob nf nid with the ange l 

Wrestled trees of ^^onginaTSa^n^ ~ 

AU the signs of wMt, had hoarded their honey 

Bees, with „nd the Indian hunters asserted 

Till the hives overflowed . and tne in 

Cold 'vould the wnter te. fOT flncl^j^^^ beauUful season, 

Such was the the Summer of AU-Saints 1 

Called by the pious ^cadi^ P^ “ . 1 j, . and the landscape 

Filled was the air ^th a ehifdhood 

I^y as if new-created in^ th restless heart of the oce^ 

Peace seemed to rfgh sounds were in harmony blended. 

Was for a moment consoiea 
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Voices of children at play, the cromng of cocks 

Whir of %vniFs in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pige<^s, 

All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love, and the great 

"e^e of love dirough the golden X" ’ 

While airav-ed in its robes of russet and scarlet and >ollo'''' 

Bright with the sheen of the dew each gl'Ucr^g ^ of l^ii n^icwcls 
Fished like the plane tree the Persia n adorned vvnth mantlK and jewels 

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection 
Day with Its burden and heat had dep^cd and "Lead 

Brought back the evening star to the skj- and tiic h^s to the hom^tca 
Pawng the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other, 

And with their nostrils distended inhahng the freshness of cv cning 
Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline s beauUful heifer. 

Proud of her snow white hide, and the ribbon that waved from her coll, # 
Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection 
Then came the shepherd back with his bleating flocks frorn the sea ^dc 
\Vhere was their favounte pasture. Behind them followed the watch-do^,, 
r^tient full of importance and grand m the pndc of his instinct, 

Walking from side to side with a lordly air and superbly 
Wavang his bushy tail and urging forward the stragglers , 

Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept , their protector , i i 
kVhen from the forest at night through the starry silence the wolves how led 
Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains from the marshes, 

Laden wath bnny hay, that filled the atr wath its odour 

Cheerily neighed the steeds, wath dew on their manes and their fetlocks 

While aloft on tbeir shoulders the wooden and ponderous saddles, 

Painted with bnlhant dyes and adorned with tesscls of crimson, 

Nodded in bnghl array , like hollyho^ heavy w ilh blossoms 
Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders 
Unto the milkmaid s hand , whilst loud and m regular cadence 
Into the sounding palls the foaming streamlets descended 
Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the ffirmyaard. 

Echoed back by the wms Anon they sank into stillness , 

Heavily closed, with a jamng sound, the valves of the barn-doors 
Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season was silent 

In-doors, warm by the wnde mouthed firc-pHce idly the farmer 
Sal in his elbow-chair and watched how the flames and the smoke wreaths 
StTMgled together hke foes in a burning city Behind him, 
j NMing and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic 
Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away into darkness, 
r of fifs arm-charr 

l^ugned m the flickenng light and the pewacr plates on the dresser 
^ugnt and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine 
Iragments of song the old man sang and carols of Chnslmas 
bucb M at home, in the olden time his fathers before him 
nr,5> o’^f’ards and bright Burgundian vineyards 

Close at htt father s side was the gentle Evangeline seated 

lilmlTvvM^ loom that stood in the comer behind her 
\We tbi ™ diligent shuttle 

Followed tbe drone of the wheel like the drone of a bagpipe 

followed the old man s song and united the fragments together ^ ^ 

So m each pause o m'oKe “ickcd. 
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Benedict knew by the hob-nailcd shoes it was Basil tlie blacksmith, 

And by her beating heart Evangchne knew who ^vas with him 
‘ ‘ Welcome 1 ’ the farmer exclaimed, as the footsteps paused on the threshold, 
“ Welcome, Basil, my fnend I Come take thy place on the settle 
Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty ivithout thee , 

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco , 

Ncter so much thyself art thou as when through the curling 
Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams 
Round and red as the harvest moon through the nust of the marshes.” 

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmith. 

Taking tvith easy air the accustomed scat by the fireside — 

•' Ben^ict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad 1 
Ever in chcerfulcst mood art thou, when others are filled wth 
Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them 
Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horseshoe " 

Pausing a moment, to take pipe that Evangeline brought him. 

And wlh a coal from the embers had hghted, he slowly continued — 

‘ ‘ Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors, 

Ride in the Gaspereau's mouth with their cannon pointed against us 
What their design may be is unknotvn , but all are commanded 
On the morrow to meet in the church, where his Majesty s manda te 
be proclaimed as law in the land. Alas 1 in tne meantime ' 

Many surmises of evil alarm the hearts of the people." 

Then made answer the farmer — “ Perhaps some fnendlier purpose 
Bnngs these ships to our shores Perhaps the han-ests in England 
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By the untimely rains or untimelier heat hate been blighted, 

;^nd from our bursting bams they would feed their cattle and children ' 

Not so thinketh the folk in the \nllage, ’ said, warmly, the blacksmith. 
Shaking his head, as m doubt , then, heaving a sigh, he continued — 
Louisburg IS not forgotten nor Brau Sdjour nor Port Roj'al 
Many already hate fled to the forest and lurk on its outskirts, 

WaiUng wnth anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow 
Arras have been taken from us, and tvarhkc tveapons of all 1 inds , 

Nothing IS left but the blacksmith s sledge and the sc) the of the mower ' 
Then with a pleasant smile made ansttcr thejotial farmer — 

‘ Safer arc we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields 
Safer wathra these peaceful dikes besieged b> the ocean. 

Than were our fathers m forts besieged b) the enemy s cannon 
Fear no evil, my fnend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow 
Fall on this house and hearth , for this is the night of the cgnuact 
Built are the house and the bam The merry lads of the \ 

Suxmgly^^te built them and well, and, breaking the glebe round about 

house with food for a twehemonth 
Rene Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers and inkhom 

be gbd and rejoice m the joy of our children ’ " 
berhand in her lover s, 

An^ the words that her father liad spoken. 

And as they died on his lips the worthy notary entered 

lit 

Bmf hit tot ‘be ocean 

U b> «ee the form of the notarv public 

Sis sLilwe.^ ‘be mau?, Eung ‘ 

Sat astnde on his no!^^ with^rimrnf*"^^ "“b bom hows 

Father of bvent ^‘'Pomol 

Childrens children rlSron^c In ^ "LT hundred 
Four long years in the Ume bis great watch tick, 

Suflenng much in an old Frenrh b®^ be languished a captive 
Now though ‘b^biuid of the English 

Ripe in wl^om vm ^ bo^t all guile or suspicion. 

He was beloved by all. ’atd of .ttod childhke 

For he told them of the ^ b> Ibo children , 

And of the goHm that came ‘bo lowest 

Md of the wTiire LAi^e. the irhn 'o water the horses, 
ttnd was doo^^to ^um un-°^.!^iibbi'‘''b° unchnstened 
how on Christmas evethrov^/b.® chambers of children , 

And how the fever ^ v ‘^bed m the stable 

And of the marvellous powers /r ^bet up in a nutshell 

With whatsoever else was wnt in the Hover and horseshoes, 
bis Sr thV&„l‘bp.r"'?Ko . _ 


Ai^d “o exclaimed " 11 ,“. ^*' “ ‘cnaing ms right hand, 

^d, perchance, canst teH us snmo ‘b°tt hast heard the talk in the v illaee 
^en wth modest demeans nl^a ‘b“e slups and their errand. ' ’ 

^'weTiu ‘bo bal^wdMmSlir ‘bon molest us? 
injuswii d ‘"Ss look for ‘‘P^ble blacksmith 

y tnjusuce is done, and might u the nfm ‘^\''bF' “d ‘he wherefore? 
‘’e°‘ 01 the strongest ! ’ 
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Bui, M-.tl.out l.ccd.n|t I.1S u-ira.ll., “"“"Si.’';' 

Eva. tlje birds bad bu.ll ' u„h m the sunslune above them 

a'orro!5.'.s'is^;ho u,s mK 

She, after fom of tnal statSc 

PatienUy met her doom at the foot ° 

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascen 
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Lo 1 o er the aty a tempest rose and the bolts of the thunder 
Smote the statue of bronze and hurled in wrath from its left hand 
Dm a on the pavement below the dattenng scales of the balance, 

And in the hollow thereof ttas found the nest of a magpie. 

Into nhose clay bmlt vails the necklace of pearls vas mvoven. 

Silenced, but not comanced when the story was ended, the blacksmith 
Stood like a man vho fain would speak but findeth no language , 

■\11 his thoughts \ ere congealed into hnes on his face, as tlie vapours 
Freeze in fantastic shapes on the wmdow panes in the winter 

Then Evangehne lighted the brazen lamp on the table 
Filled till it merflowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed 

femed for its strength in the \illage of Grand-Prd , 
\vmile from his pocket the notary drew his papers and inkhom, 
role with a steady hand the date and the age of the parties 
Naming the dower of the bndeln flocks of sheep and in cattle. 

Orderly all thmgs proceeded and duly and well were completed, 
n the gt^t seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin 
hen from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table 
niTO Umes the old man s fee m solid pieces of sill er , 

Lifted bicssmg the bnde and the bndegroom, 

\\h7e m ^ ''P bo"«l “d departed, 

u hUe in silence the others sat aud mused by the fireside 

™n draug^ard out of its comer 

Laugh^at cacMuckw^t ^^^^dly contcnUon the old men 
UulhS wb^n . manceuiTe, 

Meanwhfle apart in thTtwflmht'tfoo°'^ ^ breach was made in the hug-row 
Sat the loierTmid Vh^^l? f '?“dow s embrasure, 

?Js.?'oE"g sfil' 

Rose the guests and depa^ curfew and straightway 
Many a farewell word in the household. 

Lingered long m Evanaelme c door-step 

^refully then were corered the '* "ith gladness 

^d on the oaken stairs resound^^'’.*^“j® °"®d on the hearthstone, 
S^n with a soundless sten the *<= farmer 

te=J“"?«.nioied a'ium P?d°"^d. 


Up the stairease moied a lumme Evangehne followed. 

Ughted less by the lamp ^e darkness 

Snm she pissed throl^tth^t of the maiden 

AmSo chamber wns, Tvnth its cm-t door of her chamber 

an"/ Clothes-press 
“"d "'°oUen stufls by^e^?/f'^ carefuUy folded 
Ectierrs,'^nP^‘°“^ dower she wn,.w°I ^'‘^flcline woven 
Soon s^^°^ ®"d herds beine 1° husband in marriage, 

^me^^ h^P firdn ^ housewife. ^ 

«”“K or «.» 

the gleam of her lamp and her shadow 
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Yet \\crc_hcr thoughts of him, nnd nt times a feeling of sadness 
I Passed o'er her soul, ns the sailing shade of clouds in the moonlight 

I riiited across the floor and darkened the room for a moment 

i And as she ga 2 cd from the window she saw serenely the moon piss 

1 Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps, 

j As out of A bra ham s tent >oung Ishmacl wnnd crcd with Hngar I 

IV 

1 PtFASANTi ^ rose nc\t mom the sun on the village of Grand-Prd. 
Plcasantl) gleamed m the soft, sweet air the Basin of Minas, 

Where the ships, with their wavenng shadows, were nding nt anchor 
Life had long been astir in the vallagc, and clamorous lahour 
Knocked with Us hundred hands at the golden gates of the morning 
Now from the countrj around, from the farms nnd the neighbouring hamlets. 
Came m their holiday dresses the bhthc Acadian peasants. 

Manj a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh from the young folk 
Made the bright air brighter, ns up from the numerous meadows. 

Where no path could be seen but the track of wheels in the greensward, 
Group after group appeared, nnd joined, or passed on the highway 
Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of labour were silenced 
Thronged were the streets with people , and noisy groups at the house doors 
Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and gossipicd together 
Every house was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasted , 

For with this simple people, who lived like brothers together. 

All things were held in common, and what one had was another’s 
Yet under Benedicts roof hospitality seemed more abundant 
For Evangeline stood among the guests of her father , 

Bright was her face with smiles, nnd words of welcome nnd gladness 
Fell from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cup as she gave it 

Under the 0 |pcn skv, in the odorous air of the orchard. 

Bending with golden fruit, was spread the feast of betrothal 
There in the shade of the porcli were the priest nnd the notary seated , 

Tlicrc good Benedict sat, nnd sturdy Basil the blacksmith 
Not far withdrawal from llicsc, b) the cidcr-prcss and the bcehiv cs, 

Michael the fiddler was placed, with the gayest of hearts and of waistcoats. 
Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-white 
Hair, ns it waved m the w ind , nnd the jolly lace of the fiddler 
Glowed like a living coal when the ashes are blown from the embers. 

Gaily the old njan sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle 
Tons Us Bourgeois de CJuirtrcs, and Carillon de Dtttikcrou e 
And anon with his wooden shoes beat time to the music. 

Mernly, mernly whirled the wheels of the dizzying dances 
Under the orchard-trees and down the path to the meadows , 

Old folk and young together, nnd children mingled among them 
Fairest of all the maids was Evangeline, Benedicts daughter 1 
Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith 1 

So passed the morning away And lo I with a summons sonorous 
Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadows a drum beat 
Thronged ere long was the church with men Without, in the churchyard. 
Waited the women They stood by the graves, and hung on the head stones 
Garlands of autumn-leaves nnd evergreens fresh from the forest 
Then came the guard from the ships, nnd marching proudly among them 
Entered the sacred portal With loud and dissonant clangour 
Echoed the sound of their brazen drums from ceiling and casement, — 

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal 
Qosed, and m silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers 
Then uprose their commander, nnd spake from the steps of the altar 
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Namel> thann jour hnijs '"'■'''■"■ch , 

Forfated be to tlic C rou n and\ '•‘'’'I*. 

Be transported to otber )ands Ood i pro'incc 

Ltcr os faithful subjects n Mpps and^I^ 

Pnsoners non I dochre sou fnr o.") [K.op!e t 

^'dri '”1" in th^sultr! soU? ■’ Plcistirc 1 ‘ 

Suddenl) galbcrs a storm nml rtm summer. 

^ts do^ the farmer s cor^ln f.c of lira Inilstoncs 

Wdmg the sun and slrciX the '»* 'vmdons, 

Silent a moment tbev nords of the spenher 

W and ^cr IouVo^“a"^s thc^ r^e 
And by one imnnlce j sorrow and anror 
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Flushed w\s his face and distorted with passion , and \nldly he shouted — 

" DWUi nith the tjnnts of England 1 we never Iiavc sworn them allegiance, 
Dcith to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests I ” 
More he fain would li ue said, but the merciless hand of a soldier 
Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the pavement 

In the midst of the stnfc and tumult of angry contention, 

Lo ' the door of the chancel opened, and Father Fehcian 
Entered, with senous mien, and ascended the steps of the altar 
Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into silence 
All that clamorous throng , nnd thus he spake to his people 
Deep v\ ere his tones and solemn , in accents measured nnd mournful 
Spake he, ns, after the tocsin s alarum distinctl) the clock stnkcs. 

" Wdial is this that vc do, mv children? what madness has seized you? 

Forty } ears of mv hfe hav c \ laboured among j ou, nnd taught you 

Not m word alone, but in deed, to love one nnotlicr 1 

Is this the fruit of my tods of my vagils and pmvers and pnv ations ’ 

Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness? 

This IS the house of the Pnnee of Peace, nnd would you profane it 
Thus vvath vaolent deeds and hearts overflowing waili hatred ? 

Lo ! where the crucified Christ from his cross is gazing upon you I 
Sec ! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness nnd holy compassion 1 
Hark ' how tho<c lips still repeat the prayer, ‘ O Father, forgive them 1 ’ 

Let us repeat that prayer m the hour when the wicked assail us, 

I,,ct us repeat it now, and say , O Father forgive them ! ' 

Few were Ins words of rebuke, but deep in the hearts of his people 
Sank they, and sobs of contntion succeeded that passionate outbreak , 

And they repeated his prayer, and said, " O Father, forgive them 1 

Then came the evening sen ice Tlie tapers gleamed from the altar 
Fervamt and deep was the voice of the pnest, and the people responded, 

Not vvitli their lips alone, but their hearts , and the Ave Mann 

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion Ir^slatcd, 

Rose on the ardour of praver, like E]ijali_ascending_to ]ic,avon 

Meanwhile had spread in the vallagc the tidings of ill, and on all sides 
Wandered, wniling from house to house, the women and children 
Ixing at her father s door Ev angclinc stood, with her right hand 
Shielding her eves from the level rays of the sun th it, descending, 

Lighted the vallagc street with mystenous splendour, and roofed each 
Peasant s cottage with golden thatch and emblazoned its windows 
I^ng wdthin had been spread the snow-vi-hite cloth on the table , 

There stood the w beaten loaf and the honey fragrant with wild flowers 

There stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from the dain , 

And at tlic head of the board the great arm-chair of the farmer 

T^us did Evaingchnc wait at her fathers door, as the sunset 

Threw the long shadows of trees o er the broad ambrosial meadows 

Ah 1 on her spint within a deeper shadow had fallen, 

And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended, — 

Chanty, meekness, love, and hope, andHorgivcncss nnd patience 1 
Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village, 

Chcenng with looks and words the disconsolate hearts of the women. 

As o er the darkening fields w ith lingenng steps they departed 
Urged by their houseliold cares, and the weary feet of their children 
Down sank the great red sun, and in golden, glimmenng vapours 
Veiled the light of his face, like the Ec?phet descending from Sinai 
Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angelus sounded 

Meanwhile, amid the gloom, by the church Evangeline lingered. 

All was silent within , nnd in vain at the door and the wandows 
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Gabncl! cned o^t-Tcome b> emotion, 

Came from the CTa\cs of answer 

Slowlj at Icngt^e Tclumedl^ii grave of the IjjoDff 

bmonldcred the fire on the h^rth^*^ teoMtless house of her father 
Emntv and drear was each ° j board stood the supper untasted, 

badly echoed hwjw ^ Phantoms of terror 

vvu ncr step on the stair and the floor of her chamber 


EVANGELINE 


In tlic dead of night she lieard the whispering ram fall 
Loud on the withered leaves of the sycamore tree by the window 
Keenly the lightning flashed , and the voice of the echoing thunder 
Told her that God was in heaven, and governed the world he created 1 
Tlicn she remembered the tale she had heard of the justice of Heaven 
Soothed was her troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning 

V 

Four times the sun had nsen and set , and now on the fifth day 
Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping maids of the farm-house 
Soon o er the yellow fields, m silent and mournful procession, 

CaniC from the neighbouring hamlets and farms the Acadian women, 

Dnving in ponderous \\ains thar household goods to the sea-shorc. 

Pausing nnd looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings, 

Lrc they were shut Irom sight by the winding road and the woodland. 

Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the o\en 
White in their litUc hands they clasped some fragments of playthings 

Tims to the Gasperwu s mouth they hurried , and there on the sea beach 
Piled in e-onfusionlay the household goods of the peasants 
All day long between the shore and tlie ships did the boats ply , 

All day long the wains came labounng down from the village 
Late m the afternoon, w hen the sun was naar to his setting, 

Lchomg far o er the fields came the roll of drums from the churchyard 
Thither the w omen nnd children thronged On a sudden the church doors 
Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching m gloomv procession 
Followed the long-impnsoned, but patient Acadian farmers 
Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country, 
bmg as they go, and in singing forget they arc weary nnd wayworn. 

So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants descended 
Down from the cliurch to the shore, amid their wi\es and their daughters 
Foremost the young men came , and, raising together their voices, 
bang they with tremulous lips a chant of the Catliolic Missions — 

" Sacred heart of the Saviour 1 O inexhaustible fountain I 
Fill our hearts this day with strength nnd submission nnd patience 1 
TTicn the old men, as they marched, nnd the women that stood by the way-side. 
Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above them 
Mingled their notes therewith like voices of spints departed 

Half-Wav down to the shore Evangeline wanted in silence. 

Not overcome with gnef, but strong in the hour of affliction, — 

Calmly and sadly waited, until the procession approached her. 

And she beheld the face of Gabncl pale with emotion 
Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly running to meet him, 

Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered, — 

“ Gabriel 1 be of good cheer 1 for if we love one another. 

Nothing in truth can harm us, whatever mischances may happen I " 

Smiling she sp^e these words , then suddenly paused, for her father 

Saw she slowly advancing Alas 1 how changed was his aspect I 

Gone was the glow from his check and the fire from his eye, and his footstep 

Heavier seemed with the weight of the weary heart in his bosom 

But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck and embraced him, 

Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not 

Thus to the Gaspiereau's mouth moved on that mournful procession 

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking 
Busily plied the freighted boats , and in the confusion 

Wives were tom from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw their chil 

dron 

Left on the land, extending their arms, with wildest entreaties 
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and Gabne^’camer^ 

Covered and left theKlM’’®^^'»®"tooean 

FanhoTS the tide, with kdn ® 1 ^^oach 

Like to ari^ ‘^'o householTpJ?a sea-weed. 

^escape c^ o^y^th^ a leader after a teftfc «ag:gons, 
— 2_2^. and the senunels near them, 




EVANGELINE 


\ 

i 


La} encamped for the night the houseless Acadian farmers 
Rack to Its nethermost ca\es retreated the bellowang ocean 
Dngpng adoWTi the beach the rattling pebbles, and Icanng 
Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors 
ITicn, as the night descended the herds returned from their pastures 
bweet w as the moist still air with the odour of milk from their udders ’ 
I^wang the} waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farm} aid,— 
\\aitcd and looked m %-ain for the loicc and the hand of the milkmaid 
Silence reigned in the streets , from the church no Angelus sounded. 

Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no hghts from the wandows 

But on the shore meanwhile the cicning fires had been kindled, 

Bmlt of the dnft-w ood thrown on the sands from the WTccks in the tempest 
Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered. 

Voices of women were heard and of men, and the crying of children 
Onward from fire to fire as from hearth to heartll in his pansh, 

\\'’andered the faithful pnest, consoling and blessing and cheenng 
Like unto shipwTCckcd Ppid nnATplnn s desolate sea-shore. 

Tims he approached the pidee where Lvangeline sat with her father. 

And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man. 

Haggard and hollow and wan, and wathout either thought or emotion, 

E en as the face of a clock from which the hands have been taken 
VainU L\-angclinc strove wath words and caresses to cheer him, 

Vainl} offered him food , }ct he moved not, he lookecf not, he spake not, 
But, wath a vacant stare ever gared at the fhekering fire-light 
‘ Benedict ie > ' murmured the pnest in tones of compassion 
More he fain would have said, but his heart was full, and his accents 
Faltered and paused on his lips, ns the feet of a child on a threshold, 
Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful presence of sorrow 
Silenll} , therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden. 

Raising his cv cs, full of tears, to the silent stars that above them 
Moved on their wa}, unperturbed b} the wTongs and sorrows of mortals 
Tlicn sat he down at her side, and tJicy wept together in silence 


Suddenlv rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and o cr the honron 
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon mountain and meadow. 

Seizing the rocks and the nv ers, and piling huge shadows together 
Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the v illage. 

Gleamed on the sky and the sea and the ships that lay in the roadstead 
Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were [mart}T 

Thrust through tbeir folds and withdrawn, like the quivenng hands ot a 
Then as the wand seized the glecds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting. 
Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred house tops 
Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled ' 


These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard 
Speccliless at first they stood, then cried aloud m their anguish, 

" We shall behold no more our homes in the village of Grantl-lh-e ! 

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the farmyards. 

Thinking the day had dawned , and anon the lowang of catUc 
Came on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted 
Then rose a sound of dread, such as startles the sleeping encampments 
Far m the western praines or forests tliat skirt the Nebr^ka, 

^en the wild horses affnghted sweep by with the speed of the vvhirlvvand. 
Or the loud-bellowing herds of buffaloes nish to the nver 
Such was the sound that arose on the night, as Ae hwds and Ae horses 
Broke through their folds and their fences, and madly rushed o er the mea 
dows 
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0\envhelmed wth the siglit yet speechless the pnest and the maiden 
Gaied on the scene of terror that reddened and \\ idened before them , 
And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion, 

Lo I from ms seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-shore 

Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had departed 

Slowly the pnest uplift^ the lifeless head, and the maiden 

Knelt at her father s side and wailed aloud in her terror 

Th6n in a swoon she sank and lay wath her head on his bosom 

Through the long night she lay m deep oblivious slumber , 

And when she woke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near her 
Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully gazing upon her , 

Pallid vnth tearful eyes and looks of saddest compassion 
Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape, 

Reddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her. 

And like the day of doom it seemed to her wavering senses 
Then a familiar voice she heard as it said to the people — 

" Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season 
jMings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile. 

Then shall his sacred dust be piously laid m the churchyard ' 

^ch were the words of the priest And there in haste by the seaside, 
Having the glare of the burning village for funeral torches 
But without hell or book thev buried the farmer of Grand-Prd 
And as the voice of the pnest repeated the service of sorrow, 

0 with a mournful sound like the voice of a vast congregation, 
answered the sea and mingled its roar with the dfrges 
wTifp, ‘he "^istc of the ocean 

‘ heaving and hurrying landward 

ship sailed out of the harbour. 

Leaving behind them the dead on the shore, and the village in rums 


PART THE SECOND 

iiiSr"' 

Scattered were thev^l Acadians landed , 

Strikes aslant through the foes thifH°"i 'vind from ihe north ea 

Fnendless homeless honel^s iUp banks of Newfoundland 

From the cold lak^nf w^dcred from city to city 

^om the bleak shores of th^^ ^uthem savannas,— 

Seizes the hnis in his hands ^ "'here the gather of Waters 

Deep m their sands to W thp !.h®"’ toTtht^caS, 

Fnends they sought and homes bones of the mammoth 

of the earth but a gnJJe broken, 

Wmten their history stan^on mbtfe 

among them was seen a rmiri ^ m the churchyards 

and meek in strand wandered. 

Fair was she and yoiiig ’ but , 'Jl things 

Dreary and vast and^fent the d~ ‘>®'- «tended 

p graves of those whohnH pathway 

Passions long e.vtinguished suffered before her, 

nopes long dead and abandoned 
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Sometimes a rumour, a hearsay, an imrncuhlc \sliispcr. 

Came with us airy liand to point and bechon her font ard 

Sometimes she s^ke nith tliose who had seen licr belotcd nnd known him. 

But It was long ago in some far off place or forgotten 

'* Gabriel Lajeunesse ! said others, * O jcs ' a\e baa c seen him 

He aras aaath Basil the blacksmith and both haac gone to the jimincj , 

Co’ir eurs^cfrBois are thc\, nnd famous hunters nnd trappers. 

' Gabriel Lajeunesse ! said others * O jes 1 wc have seen him 
He IS a m the lowlands of Louisiana 

Then wouiQ tti^ saj , — " Dear child 1 why dream and wait for liim longer ? 
Arc there not other youths ns fair as Gabncl? others 
Who hate hearts as tender and true, and spirits as loval ? 

Here is BapUste Leblanc the notary s son, who has lotcd thee 
Many a tedious year , come give him thy hand and be happy I 
Thou art too fair to be left to braid ^ Ouhenne s tresses 
Then would Evangeline answer serenely bul'iatilt — I cannot 1 
Whither my heart has gone there follows mt hind nnd not dscwhcrc 
tor when the heart goes before like a lamp ami illiimincs the palhttaty. 
Many things are made clear, that else he hidden in darl ness 
And thereupon the pnest her fnend and father-confessor. 

Said with a smile — ' O daughter I tht God thus speakclii within tlicc I 
Talk not of wasted afTection afTe'clion never was wasted 
U it ennch not the heart of another, its inters returning 
^k to their spnngs like the rain shall fill ilicm full of refreshment , 
itet which the fountain sends forth returns ngiin to the fountain 
ratience acromphsh thy labour accomplish thv w orl of affection I 
^rrow and silence are strong and p.atient endurance is godlike, 

^erefore accomplish thy labour of love till the heart is made godlike 
runt^, strengthen^ perfected and rendered more w onhy of heaven’ 

Evangeline laboured and waited 
cT .1 d'rfft of the ocean 

n 'oicc that whispered " Despair not ' 
^eSm^ t wander ,n want and cheerless discomfort, 

7“ the shards and thorns of CMStence 
N^tThrS wanderer s footstcjis ,- 

But i a ^car of Existence . 

F^fromTt^ 7'f ^ course through the valley 

Here and there seeing the gleam of us w atcr 

*n some open space and at mtcmls onb 

Though he'tehdd^[not*Tc'^ througi, glooms that conceal it, 

Happf at Sh f he find 7 niurmur 

uw leagin, II he find the spot where u readies an outlet 

PaLT di?OMo"’shore thf ‘Ijo Beautiful River, 

Into the golden stti^m Wabash 

Floated a cumjjrous boat ^[lss^sslppl, 

It was a band of exiles a nfi 7 -^oadian boatmen 

Nauon scattered alontr the ^ shipwrecked 

Bound by the bondc ^^othng together 

Men Md women and chiIdrM"'whi^^'^,?,SJ^e“ misfortune , 

&ught for their Idth by hope or bv hcarsav , 

^ fte Acadian f'^nners 

Wth them Evangeline went of fair Opelousas 

Onwart o er sunken san^ ^ -“''or Fdiclan 

S Day aft„ day they ghd^adora^L 1 , "‘t’’ forests, 

C Night after night, bv th«r Wo^?^ 7? turbulent tiv er , 

I ag fit®, encamped on its borders 
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Now through rushing chy[tes, among green islands, where plume-lihe 
Cotton-trees nodded their shadowy crests, they stvept wth the current, 

Then emerged into broad lagoons, where silvery sand-bars 
La^ in the stream, and along tlie tvimpling waves of their margin. 

Shining with snow-white plumes, large flocks of pelicans waded 
Level the landscape grew , and along the shores of the nver, 

Shaded by chma-trees, in the midst of lusoinant gardens, 

Stood the houses of planters, with negro cabins and dove cots 
Tlicy were approaching the region where reigns perpetual summer. 

Where through the Golden Coast, and groves of orange and citron. 

Sweeps with majestic curve the nver an ay to the eastward 

They, too, swerved from their course , and, entenngthe Bayou of Plaquemine, 

Soon were lost in a maze of sluggish and devious waters. 

Which, like a network of steel, extended in every direction 

Over their heads the towering and tenebrous boughs of the cypress ^ 

Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mossB in nyd air ' lC 

Waved like btuincrs that hang on tlie walls of ailcicnt catlicdrals 
Deathlike the silence seemed, and unbroken, save by the herons 
Home to their roosts in the cedar-trees returning at sunset. 

Or by the on 1, as lie greeted the moon with demoniac laughter 
Lovelj the moonlight was as it glanced and gleamed on the water. 

Gleamed on the columns of cj^iress and cedar sustaining the arches, 

Down through whose broken vaults it fell as through chinks in a rum 
Dreamlike, and indisunct, and strange were all things around them , 

And o er their spirits there came a feeling of wonder and sadness, — 

Strange forebodings of ill, unseen and that cannot be compassed 
As at the tramp of a horse s hoof on the turf of the praines. 

Tar m advance arc closed the leaves of the shnnking mimosa. 

So, at the hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings of evil, 

Shrinks and closes the heart, ere the stroke of doom has attained it 
But Evangeline s heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly 
Floated before her eyes, and beckoned her on through the moonlight 
It was the thought of her bram that assumed the shape of a phantom 
TTirough those sliadovvy aisles had Gabriel wandered before her. 

And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer 

Then in his place, at the prow of the boat, rose one of the oarsmen. 

And, ns a signal sound, if others like them peradventure 

Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a blast on his bugle 

Wild through the dark colonnades and comdors leafy the blast rang. 

Breaking the seal of silence, and giving tongues to the forest | 

Soundless above them the banners of moss just stirred to the music. | 

Multitudinous echoes awoke and died in the distance, j 

Ov er the watery floor, and beneath the reverberant branches , 

But not a voice rcpliwi , no answer came from the darkness , 

And when the echoes had ceased, like a sense of pain was the silence 
Then Evangeline slept , but the boatmen rowed through the midnight. 

Silent at times then singing familiar Canadian boat-songs, 

biich os they sang of old on their own Acadian nvers 

And through the night were heard the mysterious sounds of the desert. 

Far off, indistinct, ns of wave or wind in the forest. 

Mixed with the whoop of the crane and the roar of the grim alligator 

Thus ere another noon they emerged from those shades , and before them 
Lay, in the golden sun, the lakes of the Atchafalaya, i 

Water-lilies in myriads rocked on the slight undulations ' 

Made by the passing oars, and, resplendwit in beauty, the lotus ! 

Lifted her golden crown above the jicads of the boatmen | 
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Faint \ras the air wth the odorous breath of m^olia blossoms, 

And mth ih» heat of noon, and numberless 

Fragrant and thicJJ> embowered wnihblossoi^g hrf^of roses. 

Nc?io whose shores they glided along 

Soon b> the fairest of these their weary oar:» were sus^ded 

Lndcr the boughs of Wachiia wTlows that grew by the margin, 

Safe!) their boat was moored , and scattered alwut on 
Ti-cd wuh their midmgbt toil the weary ira\-dlcrs slumbered, 
a er them rust and high e.xtended the cope of a ced^ 

Swanging from us great arms the trumpet flower and the grape-tone 
Hung their bdder of ropes aloft like the ladder ofTaepb, 

On who'e pendulous stairs the angels ascending descending 

\\ ere the strifl humming birds that flitted from blossom to blossom. 

‘^acli was the \asion Ewangclme saw as she slumbered beneath it 
FiUcd was her heart wath lore and the dawn of an opening heasen 
Lighted he- soul m sleep with the glor) of regions cclesbaL 

Nearer and eter nearer, among the numberless islands. 

Darted a light, swift boat, that sped aw at o cr the water 
Urged on its course b) the sinewy arms of hunters and trappers 
Southward us prow was turned to the hand of the bison and beater 
At the h Im sat a touth wath countenance thoughtful and carettorn 
Dari, and neglected locks ofcrshadowed hu brow and a sadness 
bomcwh.at bejond his jears on his face was legiblj vnlten 
Gilnel was it who wear) with waiting unhappy and restless, 

‘viaglu m the Western wilds oblmon of self and of sorrow 
S tilth the) glided along close under the lee of the island, 

But b\ the opposite bank and behind a screen of palmettos, 

So that the) saw rot the boat where it lay concealed m the willows, 

And undisturbed by the dash of their oars and unseen w ere the sleepers , 
Angc! of God was there none to awaken the slumbering maiden 
Swiftly the) glided avtnt hke the shade of a cloud on the prune 
Aficr the sound of their oars on the tholes had died in the distance 
At from n magic tnnee the sleepers awoke and the maiden 
^anltiili a sigh to die fncndl) pnest — ‘O Father Felician 1 
^mrthmg savs m my heart tlial near me Gabnel wanders 
U it a foolish dream, an idle and \aguc supersUlion ? 
w has nn angel passed and rc\ ealed die truth to naj spint? 

^tn with a blush, she added — Alas for mj credulous fanc) ! 

Unto ears like thine such words as these hate no meaning 
Uut made answer the reverend man, and he smiled as he answered — 
UaugHer lh> wmrds arc not idle , nor are thej to me without meaning 
teiing is deep and still and the word that floats on the surface 

"here the anchor is hidden 
und to what the world calls illusions 
K V ■'"iv to the southward 

urc the towns of Su Maur and St. Marlin 
Therr tfin 1 ^, ''J''‘^''‘ing bnde shall be gi\en again to her bndt^oom, 

nl il his sheep-fold 

r« of fruit-tJecs. 

^d the bluest of heavens 

Tliey who di^ll of forest 

ney who dweU there h-art named it the Eden of Loubuana. 

F-aftW the^'mng'2r^°^-TTh7M?n continued their journey 

o'tf t^ 
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Hinfring between two skies, with edges of silver, 

Flailed the bom. wiiii its dnpping airs, on the motionless niter 
Filled nns Evingcline s licirt nah inexpressible sweetness 
Towelled In the nngic spell, the snered fountiins of feeling 
Glowed with ft light of love, ns the skies and niters iround her 
'^cn from i naghbonnng thicket the mocking-bird, wildest of singers. 
Swinging ilofl on a willow spriy that hung ocr the niter, 

Shook from his little throat such floods of delirious music. 

Tint the whole nir ind the woods ind the waves seemed silent to listen 
naintivc It hrst were the tones ind sad , then soinng to midness 
Seemed tlicv to follow or guide the revel of frcnricd Kicchnntes 
Single notes were then heird, in sorrowful, low limonltiiron , 

Till, having githcred them all, he flung them abroid in derision, 

As when, after a storm, i gust of wind through the tree-tops 
Shakes down the rattling rain m a crystal shower on the branches 
With such n preiudo as tins, and hearts that throbbed with emotion 
Slowly they entered the TiJchc, where it (lows through the green Opelousas. 
And through the nmber air, above the crest of the woodlmd, 

Saw the column of smoke that arose from a neighbouring dwelling, — 
Sounds of a bom thev heard and the distant lowing of cattla 


nt 

KrAR to tha b,ank of the nver oershadowed by oiks, from whose branches 
Garlands of Spanish moss and of mystic mistletoe flaunted 
Such as the E^ids cut down with golden hatchets nt Yule-bde, I 

Stood, secluded and still, the house of the herdsman A garden j 

Girded It round about w ith a belt of luxuriant blossoms, i 

Filling the nir with fragnnee The house itself was of timbers 1 

Hew n from the cv press-tree and carefully fitted together 
I-argc and low was the roof, and on slender columns supported, 

Rose WTcafhcd vine encircled, a broad and spacious veranda, 

Haunt of the humming bird and the bee, extended around it. 

At each end of the liou‘c, nmid the flowers of the garden, | 

Stationed the dove cots wore, as loves perpetual symbol, j 

Scenes of endless wooing and endless contentions of rivals. | 

Silence reigned o cr the place The line of shadow and sunshine J 

Ran near the tops of the trees , but the bouse itself was in a shadow, j 

And from ns chimney -lop, ascending and slowly expinding { 

Into the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke rose f 

In the nxir of the house from the garden gate, rin n pithvv ay S 

Tlirongh the great groves of oak to the skirts of the limitless prairc, f 

Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly descending t 

Full in his track of light like ships with shadowy canvas 5 

Hanging loose from their spars m a motionless calm in the tropics, t 

Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of grape-vines I 

Just where the woodlands met the flowery surf of the praine, 

Mounted upon his horse with Spanish saddle and stirrups, 

Sat a herdsman arrayed in gaiters and doublet of deerskin 

Broad and brown was ibc face that from under the Spanish sombrero 

Gazed on the peaceful scene, with the lordly look of its master 

Round about liim were numberless herds of kmc, that were grazing 

Quietly m the meadows, and breathing the vapoury freshness 

Tliat uprose from the met, and spread itself over the landscape 

Slowly lifting the horn that hung at hfs side, and expanding s 

Fully his broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that resounded I 

Wildly and syveet and far, through the still damp air of the evening I 
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SuddCDl) out of the grass the long white horns of the cattle 

Rose like flakes of foam on the ad\ erse currents of ocean 

Silent a moment they gaicd, then bellowing rushed o er the praine. 

And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade m the distance 
Then, a^ the herdsman turned to the house through the gate of the garden 
Saw he the forms of the pnest and the maiden adsauicing to meet him 
Suddenlj down from his horse he sprang m amazement, and forward 
Rushed mth extended amis md exclamations of wonder , 

When the) beheld his face they recognised B,asd the blacksmith 
Heart) his welcome was as be led his guests to the garden 
There m an arbour of roses, with endless question and answ er, 

Gave the) sent to their hearts, and renewed tbar friendly embraces, 
Laughing and weeping by turns or sitting silent and thoughtful 
^oughiful, for Gabnel came not and now dark doubts and misgiiings 
Stole o er the maiden s heart , and Basil, somewhat embarrassed, 

Broke the silence and said, — If )ou came by the Atchafaliva 

How have ) on nowhere encountered my Gabnel s boat on the bayous? ” 

Over Evangehne s face at the words of Basil a shade passed 

lars came mto her eves aud she said with a tremulous accent, — 
yone is Gabnel gone ? and concealing her face on his shoulder, 
hean gai e wa) and she wept and lamented 
Him the good Basil said —and his voice grew blithe as he said it, — 
j? 1 u ni) child jt IS only to diy he departed 

w ^ ""y nnd my horses. 

and troubled, his spmt 

no longer endure the calm of this quiet emslence. 

“d sorrowful ever 

m troubles, 

“P banks of the nver, 

under Basil c mnf a came iVlichael the fiddler 

Havinrno oth« H =‘ 01)anpus. 

renowned was he fS bbTl^Tli". 


l^ar rcnmvned w-as he fnr » to mortals* 

* Long IneM^cWl" fiddle, 

they bore him oi,Ir, , °ur brave Acadian minstrel I 


^ they bore him aloft Acadia,. 

Fathw Feliaan advanced straightway 

^indii and oft, and r^ P^eting the ofd man 

Hilled with hifanoSs^hlfoS ''bile enraptured, 

Hiughmg loud and Iona nmt o y’uipanions nnd gossips, 

AU m ‘j'y nwnelled to si the daughters 

Miiii,^ n®*™’"® bis ^ds^ an^his '^'^ei^it blacksmith, 
tb'T tnarvelled to hcaV hfs^mw ^t^®rohal demeanour , 

And of the prairies, wh^ 

Each numberless herds were his who would take 

Waited his late *upper of Basd 

v^oach"'F rosted and feasted together 
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Over the joj ous feast the sudden darkness descended. 

All wns silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver, 

Fair rose the dewy moon and the myriad stars , but within doors, 

Brighter than these, shone the faces of friends in the glimmenng lamplight 
Then from his station aloft, at the head of the table, the herdsman 
Poured forth his heart and liis wine togctlier m endless profusion 
Lighting his pipe, that i\ns filled with sweet Natchitoches tobacco. 

Thus he spake to his guests, who listened, and smiled as they listened — 

“ Welcome once more, my friends, w hoso long have been fnendlessand homeless 
Welcome once more to a home, that is better perchance than the old one 1 
Here no hungr) winter congeals our blood like the nvers , 

Here no stony CTOund provokes the wrath of the farmer 

Smootlily the ploughshare runs through the soil ns a keel through the water 

All the jear round the orange-groves arc in blossom , and grass grows 

More in a single night than a whole Canadian summer 

Here, too, numberless herds run wild and unclaimed m the praines , 

Here, too, lands ma> be had for the asking, and forests of timber 
With a few blotvs of the a.\e arc hewn and framed into houses 
After your houses are built, and your fields are yellow with harvests, 

No King George of England shall drive you away from your homesteads. 
Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your cattle ' 
Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostnls, 

And his iiuge, brawny hand came thundering down on the table. 

So that the guests all started , and Patlicr Felician, astounded. 

Suddenly paused, with a pinch of snuff half-way to his nostnls 
But the brave Basil resumed, and his words were milder and gayer — 

‘ Onlj beware of the fever, mj friends, beware of the fever 1 
For it is not like that of our cold Acadian climate, 

Cured by wcanng a spider hung round one's neck in a nutshell I ' 

Then there were voices heard at the door, and footsteps approaching 
Sounded upon the stairs and the floor of the brccry veranda 
It was the neighbounng Creoles and small Acadian planters,' 

Who had been summoned all to the house of Basil the herdsman 
kierry the meeting wns of ancient comrades and neighbours 
Friend diisped fnend in his arms , and thc> who before were as strangers, 
Meeting m c\ilc, became straightwaj as fnends to each other. 

Drawn bv the gentle bond of a common country together 
But in the neighbouring hall a strain of music, proceeding 
From the accordant stnngs of Michael s melodious fiddle. 

Broke up all further speech Away, like children delighted. 

Ml things forgotten beside they gave themselves to the maddening 
Whirl of the dizry dance, as it swept and swayed to the music 
Dreamlike, with beaming eyes and the rush of fliittenng garments 


Meanwhile, apart, at the head of the hall, the pnest and the herdsman 
Sat, conversing together of past and present and future , 

While Evamgdine stood like one entranced, for within her 
Olden memoncs rose and loud in the midst of the music 
Heard she the sound of the sea, and an irrepressible sadness 
Came o'er her heart, and unseen she stole forth into the garden 
Beautiful was the night Behind the black wall of the forest, 

Tipping Its summit with silver, arose the moon On the nver 

Fell here and there through the branches a tremulous gleam of the moonlight 

Like the sweet thoughts of love on a darkened and devious spint 

Nearer and round about her, the manifold flowers of the garden 

Poured out their souls in odours, that were their prayers and confessions 

Unto the night, as it went Us way, like a silent Ca^snn 

Fuller of fragrance than they, and as heavy with shadows and night-dews, 
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EVANGELINE 


Shone on the e^cs of imn . \\ho had ceased to marvel and worship, 

Save when a bLozing comet W'as seen on the walls of that temple, 

As if a hand had appeared and written upon them, “ l ^hars in ' 

And the soul of tlie maiden, between the stars and the fwe-fliK, 
Wandered alone, and she cncd, — “ O Gabriel ! O my belo\ed ' 

■^Tt thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot behold thee ? 

Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does not reach me? 

Ah ! how often thv feet have trod tins path to the praine ! 

i\h ! how often thine eyes have looked on the woodlands around me ' 

Ail 1 Iiow often beneath this oak, returning from labour. 

Thou hast lam dow n to rest, and to dream of me m thy slumbers ! 
AVTicn shall these eves behold, these arms be folded about thee?' 

Loud and sudden and near the note of a v vhinpoorw il l sounded 
Like a flute in the woods , and anon, through the neighbounng thickets. 
Farther and farther away it floated and dropped into silence 
‘ • Patience 1' whispered the oaks from oracular caverns of darkness , 
And, from the moonlit meadow, a sigh responded, " To morrow I 

Bnght rose the sun next day , and all the flowers of the garden 
Bathed lij^ shining feel wath their tears, and anointed his tresses 
With the delicious balm tliat they boro in their vases of crystal 
" Farewell ! said the pncsl as he stood at the shadowy tlireshold , 

■ |bec that you bring us the Prod igal b on from his fasting and famine, 
Aind, too, the foolish Virgin, who slept when the Bridegroom was coming 
■' Farewell ' answered the maiden, and, smiling with Basil descended 
Down to the nver s bnnk where the boatmen already were waiting 
Thus beginning their journey with morning, and sunshine, and gladness. 
Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was speeding before them. 
Blown by the blast of fate like a dead leaf over the desert 
ISot that day nor the next, nor yet the day that succeeded. 

Found they trace of his course, m lake, or forest, or nver , 

Nor. after many day s, had they found him , but vague and uncertain 
Rumours alone were their guides through a wild and desolate country' , 
Till, at the little inn of the Spanish tovvai of Adayes, , ^ 

Wcarv and worn they alighted and learned from the garrulous landlord 
Tliat on the dav before, with horses and guides, and companions, 

Gabnel left the village, and took tlie road of the praincs 


IV 

Far in the \\ cst there lies a desert land, where the mountains 

Lift through perpetual snows, their lofty and luminous summits 

Dowav from thar yagged, deep ravines, where the gorge, like a gateway 
a passage ro fe to the wheels of the emigrant s waggon 
Westward^e Oregon flows, and the Wallcvvay and the Owyhee, 
Eastward, with devious course, among the Wind-nver Mountains, 
Through the Svvcct-watcr Valley precipitate l^s the Nebnwk^ 

And to^the South from 

Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept by the wind of the desert. 
Numberless torrents with ceaseless sound, descend to ^e ocean, 

Like the groat chords of a harp, in loud and solemn vibrations 
Spreadinf^tween these streams are the wondrous, b^uttful praines, 
Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and 
Bnirht with luxunant clusters of roses and purple amorohas 
Ovw them wander the buffalo herds and the ^ and the roebuck , 

Over them wander the wolves, and hcr^ of riderless hoi^ , 

Fires that blast and blight, and winds th'it are wmry with ^vel , 

Over them wander the scattered tribes of s chUdren, 

btainmg the desert with blood , and above their terrible war-triils 
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Touched were their hearts at her stoiy, and wannest and fnendhest welcome 
Gave they wth words of ehecr, and she sat and feasted among them 
On the buffalo meat and the venison cooked on the embers 
But when their meal was done, and Basil and all his companions, 

Worn w ilh the long day s march and the chase of the deer and the bison, 
Stretched themselves on the ground, and slept where the quncring fire light 
Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms wrapped up m their 

blankets. 

Then at the door of Ev angchne s tent she sat and repeated 
Slowly, with soft, low \oice, and the charm of her Indian accent, 

All the bale of her lo c with its pleasures, and pains, and reverses 
Much Examgclme wept at the talc, and to know that another 
Hapless heart like her owai had loved and had been disappointed 
Moved to the depths of her soul by pity and woman’s compassion, 

\et m her sorrow pleased that one who had suffered was near her, 

She m turn rekated her love and all Its disasters 

Mute with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when sec had ended 

Still was mute , but at length, ns if a mtstenous horror 

Passed through her brain she spake and repeated the talc of the Mow is , 

Mows the bndegroom of snow, who won and wedded a maiden, ““ 

But, when the morning came arose and p.assed from the wgwam. 

Fading and melting away and dissoKing into the sunshine, 

Till she beheld him no more, though she followed far into the forest 
Then, in those sweet low tones, that seemed like a weird incantation. 

Told she the talc of the fair Lilinau, who was wooed by a phantom 
That, through the pines o er herlSther’s lodge, in the hush of the twilight. 
Breathed like the evening wind, and whispered love to the maiden. 

Till she followed his green and waving plume through the forest. 

And never more returned, nor was seen again by her people 
Silent waih wonder and strange surprise, Evangeline listened 
To the soft flow of her magical words, till the region around her 
Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy guest the enchantress 
Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains the moon rose. 

Lighting the httle tent, and with a mystenous splendour 
Touching the sombre leaves, and embracing and filling the woodland 
With a delicious sound the brook rushed by, and the branches 
Swa)cd and sighed overhead in scarcely audible whispers 
Filled with the thoughts of love was bvangeline s heart, but a secret, 

Subtle sense crept in of piain and indefinite terror. 

As the cold, poisonous snake creeps into the nest of tlie swallow 

It was no earthly fear A breath from the region of spirits 

Seemed to float in the air of night , and she felt for a moment 

That, like the Indian maid, she, too, was pursuing a phantom 

And with this thought she slept, and the fear and the phantom had vanished 

Early upon the morrow the march was resumed , and the Shawnee 
Said, as they journeyed along, — ' On the western slope of these mountaiiu. 
Dwells in his little village the glaok Robe chief of the Mission 
Much he teaches the people, anHtefls them of Mary and Jesus , 

Loud laugh their hearts with joy, and weep with pain, ns they hear ' m 
Then, with a sudden and secret emotion, Evangeline answered, — 

•' Let us go to the Mission, for there good tidings await us ! 

Thither they turned their steeds , and behind a spur of the mountains, 
lust as the sun went down, they heard a murmur of voices. 

And in a meadow green and broad, by the bank of a river. 

Saw the tents of the Chnstians, the tents of the Jesuit Mission 
Under a towering oak, that stood in the midst of the village. 

Knelt the Black Robe chief with his children A crucifix fastened 
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Hieh on the trunk of the tree, and oversindow ed b> 

Lcwked tvjth its agonised face on the multitude kneeling bcncatl it 
This uns their rural chapel Aloft, through the intricate arches 
Of Its a6nal roof, arose the chant of their \«pcre. 

Minalmg its notes uith the soft susurrus and sighs of the branches 
Silent, with heads uncovered the travellers nearer approaching 
Knelt on the swurded floor and joined in the evening dev otioiis. 

But when the service was done, and the Benediction had ftUen 
Forth from the hands of the pnest like seed from the hands of the sower 
SlowU the reverend man advanced to the strangers, and bade them 
Welcome , and when the) replied he smiled with beni^ant expression, 
Heanng the homelike sounds of his motlier tongue in the forest. 

And with words of kindness conducted them into his vvigvvam 
Thereupon mats and skins tliC) reposed, and on cakes of the niaire-ear 
Feasted and slaked their thirst from the u iter-gourd of the teacher 
Soon was their storj told , and the pnest with solcmnlt) answered 
‘ Not six suns have risen and set since Gibncl seated 
On this math) m) side where now the maiden reposes 
Told me this same sad tale then arose and continued liis journc) * 
boft wus the voice of the pnest, and he spake with an accent of kindness , 

But on Evangeline s heart fell Ins words as in vvinlcr the snow flakes 
Fall into some lone nest from which the birds have d( parted 
‘ Far to the North he has gone, continued the pnest , hut m autumn, 
k\Tien the chase is done will return again to the Mi'Sion 
Then Evangeline said and her voice was meek and submissive, — 

' Let me remain with thee for niv soul is sad and afllicted 
So seemed it wasc and well unto all , and betimes on the morrow 
Mounting his hloxican steed w ith his Indian guides and companions 
Homeward Basil returned and Lvangehne sta)cd at the Mission 

Slowl) slowl) slow 1)' the da) s succeeded each other — 

Days and weeks and months , and the fields of maize that were springing 
Green from the ground when a stranger she came now wav ing before her 
Lifted their slender shafts wath leaves interhang nnd forming 
Cloisters for mendicant crows and grvnanes pillaged b) squirrels 
Then m the golden waithcr the maize was husked, and the mnidcns 
Blushed at each blood-red ear for that betokened a lover 
But at the crooked laughed and called it a thief in the com field 
Even the blood red carlo Evangeline brought not her lover 
Patience 1 the pnest would sa) , ‘ have fiitli, and tin pra)cr will be 
answered ! 

^ok at this delicate plant that hfts its head from the nicadov , 

See how its leaves all point to the north as true as the niagnel , 

His the compass flower that the finger of God has suspended 
Here on Us fragile stalk to direct the traveller s journey 
Ovtt the ^ like pathless liniiilcss waste of the desert 
such m the soul of man is faith The blossoms of passion 

^ bnghter and fuller offragrince 
“ “tra), and their odour is deadl) 

Unly this humble plant can guide us here and hereafter 

t-rown us wath asphodel flowers that are wet waUi the dews of nepenthe. 

Bl^^^ "inter.-' « Gabncl c.amc not , 

sSS 1 ^""? tobm and blue bird 

^t on fte name nob 

out on the breath of the summer winds a rumour wns \\*afted 

^ >n the Michigan forests 

Gabnel had his lodge by the banks of the SagiSw mer 


EVAh rCELINE 

tint sought the Jakes of St Latv-rence 
Mung a sad farewell, Lvangchne went from the Mission 
M hen mcr wcao w i) s bj long and pcnlous marches, 

She had atiaiiuMntlcngtii the depths of the Michigan forests, 
round she the hunter s lodge deserted and fallen to niin 

ra the long sad a cars glide on and in seasons and places 

Uners and distant far was seen the wandering maiden 

Now m the tents of grace of the meek Moravian Missions, 








Now in the noist camps and the battle fields of the nrm \ , 

Now in sc'cludcd hamlets, m towns and populous cities 
Like a phantom she came and passed awa> unremombered 
Fair w-as she and >oung, when in hopic began the long journey , 

Faded was she and old, when in disappointment it ended 
Each succeeding year stole something away from her beautv, 

Lcit ing beliind it, broader and deeper, the gloom and the shadow 
Then there appeared and spread faint streaks of gray o cr her forehead 
Dawai of anotW life, that broke o cr her earthly honron, 

As in the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the morning 


In that delightful land which is washed by the Delaware s waters, 
Guarding in sylvan shades the name of Penn the apostle. 

Stands on the banks of its beautiful stream the city he founded 
There all the air is balm, and the peach is the emblem of beauty, 

And the streets still rcCcho the names of the trees of the forest, 

As if they fain would ap pease the Dryads whose haunts they molcsteu 
nierc from the troubled sea bad Evangeline landed, an exile, 

Ending among the children, of Penn a home and a country 
rot 




r.ONGFELLOV^S POETICAL WORKS 

There old Reni Leblanc had died , and «licn he dep^cd, 

Saw at his side only one of all his hundred descendants 
I fiVnrr ntliLt there was in the friendly street- of the city 

For it recalled the past the old Acadian country, 

Where all men were equal, and all were brothers and sisters 
So when the fruitless search the disappointed cndcavou', 

Ended to recommence no more upon earth unconiplnlnlng 

riiithcr as lea%cs to the liglir were turned her thoughts and her footsteps 

As from a mountain s top the rainy mists of the morning 

Roll away and afar we behold the landscape below us 

Sun-illumincd with shining n\crs and eitics and hamlets, 

So fell the mists from her mind and she saw the world far below ncr 
Dark no longer but all illumined with lore , and the pathw ay 
Which she had climbed so far lyang smooth and fair m the distance 
Gabriel was not forgotten Wilbm her heart was his image 
Clothed m the beauty of loic and youth as last slic beheld him. 

Only more beautiful made b\ his deathlike silence and absence 

Into her thoughts of him time entered not for it was not 

0\er him years had no power , he was not changed, but transfigured , 

He had become to her heart as one who is dead and not absent , 

Patience and abnegation of self and devotion to others. 

This was the lesson a life of trial and sorrow li id taught her 
So was her loie diffused but like to some odorous spices 
Suffered no waste nor loss though filling the air w itb aroma 
Other hope had she none nor wish in life but to follow 

I Meekly wiJi rcicrent steps the sacred feet of her Saviour 
Thus many years she lived as a Sister of Mercy , frequenting 
Lonely and wTetclicd roofs in the crowded lanes of the cltv , 

Where distress and want concealed themselves from the sunlight, 

Where disease and sorrow in garrets languished neglected 

Night after night when the world was asleep as the watchman repeated 

Loud, through the gusty streets, that nil was well in the mty 

High at some lonely w indow he saw the light of her taper 

Day after day m the gray of the dawn as slow through the suburbs 

Plodded the German farmer, with flowers and fruits for the market. 

Met he that meek pale face returning home from its watchings 

Then it came to pass that a pestilence fell on the city , 

Presaged by wondrous signs and mostly by flocks of wild pigeons, 
DaiLcnmg the sun in their flight with naught in their craws but an ncorti 
And as the udes of the sea arise in the month of September, 

Hooding Mme silver stream till it spreads to a lake in the meadow, 

So death flooded life and o erflovvang us natural margin 
vv?'^t j brackish Lake the silver stream of existence 

to oharm, the oppressor , 

On V of his anger ,- 

the poor who had neither fnends nor attendants, 

’t°tneof the homeless 

Now tho Pit stood m the midst of mcado\vs and ^voodlands , — 

E la lil 'i‘ E'ttevvay and wicket 

S the Its humble walls seem to echo 

Thither bv nmiit ~ > e alwny s have with you ’ 

Looked un mm the Sister of Mercy The dying 

ifdecd, to behold there. 

Such as the artist etieirde her forehead with splendour, 
o on as tne artist paints o er the brows of samts and apostles. 
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Or such as hangs b> night o cr a city seen at a disinnea 
Unto their c>es it seemed the lamps of the city celestial, 

Into whose shining gates ere long their spirits would enter 

Thus, on a Sabbath mom, through the streets deserted and silent 
Wending her quiet \\n}, she entered the door of the almshouse 
Sweet on the summer air was the odour of flowers m the garden ; 

And she paused on her wa> to gather the fairest among them. 

That the dsang once more might rejoice in their fngnincc and bcautj 
Then, ns she mounted the stairs to the corridors, cooled by the east wind. 
Distant and soft on her car fell the chimes from the belfry of Chnst Church, 
W hilc intemnnglcd with these, across the meadows were wafted 
Sounds of psalms that were sung by the Swedes in their church at Wcaco 
Soft ns descending wings fell the calm of the hour on her spirit , 

Something within her said, — •• At length thy tmls arc ended , " 

And, with light m her looks, she entered the chambers of sickness 
Coisclcssly moicd about the assiduous careful attendants. 

Moistening the feiensh lip, and the aching brow and in silence 
Closing the sightless ejes of the dead and concealing their faces, 

Where on tlieir pallets thc> laj, like drifts of snow by the road-side 
ilfanj a languid head, upraised as Enngcline entered, 

I umed on its pillow of pain to gaze while she passed, for her presence 
Fell on their hearts like a ra> of the sun on the walls of a pnson 
And as she looked around, she saw how Death, the consoler, 

Lajing his hand upon mans a heart, had healed it for ever 
Many 'familiar forms had disappeared in the night-Umc , 

Vacant their places w ere, or nllcd already by strangers 

Suddenh , as if arrested by fear or a feeling of wonder, 

Still she stood, with her colourless lips apart, while a shudder. 

Ran through her frame and forgotten, the flowerets dropped from her fingers. 
And from her cj cs and checks the light and bloom of the morning 
TTren there escaped from her lips a cr) of such tcmblc anguish, 

That the djing heard ft, and started up from their pillows 
On the pallet before her was stretched the form of an old man 
Long, and thin and gri) w ere the locks that shaded his temples , 

But, as he h) in the morning IiglK, his face for a moment 
[ Seemed to assume once more the forms of its earlier manhood, 

I So arc w ont to be changed the faces of those that arc d>ang 
[ Hot and red on his bps still burned the flush of the fever, 
i As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had bespnnklcd its portals, 

■ 'XTiat the Angel of Death might see the sign, and pass over 
i J.Iotionlcss senseless, dvnng he lav, and his spint exhausted 
I Seemed to be sinking down through infinite depths in the darkness, 

I Darkness of slumber and death, for ever sinking and sinking 

Then through tho«a: realms of shade, in multiplied reverberations, 

I Heard he that ciy of pain, and through the hush that succeeded 
i Whispered a gentle voice, in accents tender and saint-bke, 

“Gobncl ' O my beloved [ and died away into silence. 

Then he beheld, in a dream, once mote the home of his childhood , 

Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan nvers among them, 

Village and mountain and woodlands , and, walking under their shadow, 

As in the da)s of her )omh Evang61inc rose in Ins vision 
J cars came into ins eyes , and os slowly he lifted hfs eyelids, 

Vanished the vision awaj, but Evangeline knelt by his bedside. 

Vainly be strove to whisper her name for the accents unuttered 
Died on bis lips, and their motion revealed what his tongue would have spoken 
j Vainly he strove to nsc , and Evangeline, kneeling beside him. 

Kissed his dying bps, and laid his head on her bosom 

105 


LONGFELLOJrs POETICAL WORKS 



- All was endwl tl._ 1. ^ . 


V - e.— Miiiu ixi a casement. 
And as she pr^ftw more ih^ ! 
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2^^ C^OTrS’////’ 01* MTLC^ STANDJBII 

Under the humble ualls of the little Culhohc churchyard, 

T? 1 ^ hc^Tt of the cii), ihc) he, unknown nnd unnoticed, 
miiy the tides of life go ebbing nnd flowing beside them, 

^ousmds of Uirobbinff heart;, where Hicirs arc at rest and for e\er 
Tliotisands of aching brains, where theirs no longer are busy, 
^Hiousands of toiling hands, where theirs Ime ceased from their ’aboars, 
Tliousands of weary feet, where theirs hnye completed their joumc) ' 

Still stands the forest pnmcyal , but under tbc shade of its brandies 
Dwells another race with other customs and language 
Only along the shore of the mournful and misty Atlantic 
langcr a few Acadian peasants whose fathers from c\ile 
Wandered back to tlicir natuc land to die in its bosom 
In the fislicrman s cot the wheel and the loom arc still bus)’, 

Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtlcs of homespun, 

And b> the c\cnmg fire repeat Eeangelinc s storj , 

"While from its rocky cayerns liic deep yoiccd, neighbouring ocean 
Speaks, and in newnts disconsolate answers tlic wail of the forest 
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MlLi::s SIANDISH 

I N the Old Colon) day 5 in PI)auouth the land of the Pilgrims, 

To and fro in a room of his simple nnd pnmiliyc dwelling, 

Clad in doublet atid liosc, and boots of Cordovan leather, 

Strode with a luarual air Miles Standish the Puntan Captain 
Huned in tliouglit he seemed, with his hands hcliind him nnd pausing 
Eeer and anon to behold his glittcnng weapons of warfare, 

Hanging m shining am) along the walls of the chamber,— 

Cutlass nnd corslet of steel and Ins trusty s^.ord of Damascus, 

Cuned at the point and inscnbcd yvith its mystical Arabic sentence 
While underneath, in a corner, were fowling-piecc, musket, and matchlocL 
Short of stature he was, but strongly built and athletic, 

Broad in the shoulders, dccp-chcstcd, with muscles and sineyvs of iron , 
Brown as a nut was his face, but his russet beard yvas already 
naked walh patches of sno\y as hedges sometimes m November 
Near him yvas seated John Aldcn, his fnend and household companion. 
Writing waih diligent speed at a table of pmc by the yvmdow , 

Fair-h-ured, azure-eyed, with delicate Saxon complexion, 

Having the dew of nis youth, and the beauty thereof, as the captives _ 
Whorn Saint Gregory saw, and exclaimed, "Not Angles but Angels 
"Voungest of all yvas he of the men who came m the May^-Floyver 

Suddenly breaking the silence, the diligent senbe interrupling. 

Spake, In the pnde of his heart, Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth 
" Look at these arms," he said, " the warhke yveapons that hang here 
Burnished and bright and clean as if for parade or inspccuon I 
This is the syyotd of Damascus I fought yylth m Flanders , this breastplate, 



W'dl 1 remember the daj 5 once saved Tn> We in a shirmish , 

Here in front )ou can sec the ver) deni of the bullet 
Fired point blanh at my heart b\ a Spanish arcabucero 
Had It not been of sheer steel the forgotten bones of Miles Standish ^ 
Would at this moment be mould m their grave m the Flemish morasses 
Thereupon answered! ohn Alden but looVed not up from his tvntmg 
' TruK the breath oflhe Lord hath slackened the speed of the bullet , 
He in his mercy preserved jou to be our shield and our weapon I’ 

SuU the Captain continued unheeding the words of the sinpUng 
' See how bnght thej are burnished, as if in an arsenal hanging, 

That is because 1 have done it myself, and not left it to others. 

Serve 1 ourself would you be well served, is an excellent adage , 

So 1 take care of my arms as you of y our pens and your inkhom. 

Then too there are my soldiers, my great, invincible army , 

Twelve men all eqinp^ having cadi hts rest and his matchlock, 

I Eighteen shilhngs a month, together with daet and pillage, 


?y/r couA'Tsmp of M/irs ‘.rj ND/s// 

\n(1, lit.c Owir I kno\\ the name of each of m\ soldiers ' 

he said with n ciiiile that danced m his c)cs. as the sunbeams 
Dance on the waxes of tl e =!'■ i and annish ngafn m a moment 
\ldcn laughctl as he wrote, ai 1 Mill the Captain continued 
' Ijjok’ soil can see from this window nij brazen howitzer planted 
High on the roof of the church, a preacher who spc.aks to the purpose, 
*'icarh, stnightfonx'ard, and strong, with irresistible logic, 

Onhodox, fl ashing conWction nght into tlic hearts of the heathen 
Now we arc rcadv, t think for ana nsvmll of the Indians, 

I-et them come, if llica like and tiic sooner thej tr) it die better.— 

1,^1 tl cm come if tlica like, l>c u sagamore saclicm orpoaa-wow, 
Asjunct, Sanioset, Corbitanl, Squamo, or lokamalnmon i’ 

I/ang at the window lie stood and wastfulh gared on the landscape, 
W-'shed aaith a cold graa mist, the a-apourj breath of the cast wind, 

I Qiest and mtndow and lull, and the steel blue nm of the ocean, 

Dame silent and «id, in the afternoon shadoaa and sunshine 
Oa-cr his countenance flitted a shadoaa like those on the landscape 
Gloom intcmunglcd aaith light and his aoicc a\“is subdued anth emotion 
'Icndcmcss pus regret as after a jiaiisc he proceeded 

Yonder there, on the lull In the sea lies buned J^osc Standish , 
Bcautifu' rose of lose that bloomed for me in the aaaasidc! 

'>hc a as tl 0 first to die of all who came in the Mas -Flow cr! 

Guca aboac her is gross mg the field of as heat sac liaac soaan there, 

Better to hide from the Indian scouts the graacs of our people, 

I^l the) should count them and see how man) alrcad) haae pcnslicd ! ’ 
Sadia his face he as tried, and strode up nnd doaan and was thoughtful 

Fixed to the opposite wall sans a shelf of liooks, and among them 
Prominent three disungaiislicd alike for bulk nnd for binding , 
nan{Tes.\rtillcn Omdt nnd the Commentaries of Caesar, 

Oat of the Ivatin trin*:! itcd li) Arthur Goldingcof I^ndon, 

And, as if guarded In these between them aa-as standing the Bible 
Musing n moment licforc tliem Miles Standish paused, as if doubtful 
^\^’ich of the three he should choose for his consolation nnd comfort. 
Whether the a\-irs of tlic Hebrews, the famous campaigns of the Romans, 
Or the Artillera practice designed for liclligcrcnt Christians 
Finalla doaaai from its shelf he dragged the ponderous Roman 
Scatcci himself rat the aaindoaa, and opened the book tand in silence 
Turned ocr the well worn leases, where thumb-marks thick on the margin, 
Lii c the trample of feet, proclaimed the battle sans hottest 
Nothing aaMS ncaral in the room but the hurraang pen of the slnphng, 

Busil) avriling epistles important to go by liic ^faa-^o\\c^ 

Read) to sail on the inorroaa, or next day at latest God willing I 
Homcaaard liound aaith the tidings of nil that tcmblc aaanter, 

I-citcrs aariucn b) Aldcn, nnd full of the name of Pnscilla 
Full of the name and the fame of the Puntan maiden Pnscilla 1 


LOVE AND FRIFNDSHIP 

Nothing ssms heard in the room but the hurr)ing ^n of the stnplmg, 
Or an occasional sigh from the labounng heart of the ^ptain, 

Reading the marvellous words and achicacmcnts of Julius Cxsar 
After a while he exclaimed, as he smote aaith his hand palm doavnavards, 
Hcaaily on the page, " A aaonderful man aaras this C^^rl 
You arc a avntcr, and 1 am a fighter, but hwe is a felloav 
Who could both WTitc and fight, and in both was equally skilful 

107 




THE COURTSHIP OF MILES STANDISH 


Not m these words, you know% but thism short is my meaning , 

I am a maker of war, and not a maker of phrases 

You, who are bred as a scholar, can say it m elegant language. 

Such as you read in your books of the pleadings and wooings of lovers, 

Such as you think best adapted to win tlie heart of a maiden ’ 

When he had spoken, John Alden, the fair-liaired, taciturn stnplmg. 

All aghast at his words, surprised, enibarrissed, bewildered. 

Trying to mask his dismay by treating the subject with lightness. 

Trying to smile, and yet feeling his heart stand still in his bosom. 

Just as a timepiece stops in a house that is stneken by lightning. 

Thus made answer and spake, or rather stammered than answered 
" Such a message as that, I am sure I should mangle and mar it , 

If you would have it well done, — I am only repeating your maxim. 

You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others ■ 

But with the air of a man whom nothing can turn from his purpose, 

Gravely shaking his head, made answer the Captain of Plymoutli 
“Truly the maxim is good, and I do not mean to gainsay it , 

But we must use it discreetly, and not waste powder for nothing 
Now, IS I said before I was never a maker of phrases 
I can march up to a fortress and summon the place to surrender. 

But mar^ up to a woman with such a proposal, 1 dare not 
Tin not afraid of bullets, nor shot from the mouth of a cannon. 

But of a thundenng • No 1 ‘ point-blank from the mouth of a woman. 

That, I confess, I m afraid of, nor am I ashamed to con ws it ! 

So you must grant my request, for you are an elegant schol^ 

Hawng the graces of speech, and skill in the turning of phi^^ 

Taking the Mnd ofliis faend, who sUU was reluctant and doubtful. 

Holding It long m his owm, and pressing ^romnts mo 

“ Though I have spoken thus light y. yet deep is theJcchngtJia prompts 

Surely you cannot refuse what 1 ask in the name of our jnend^^p 
Then made answ'er John Aldcn ‘ The name “fyou , 

Whnt you dcimnd in lhal name, I have not ^ , crcnlJcr 

So the strong will prevailed, subduing and moulding S 
Fnendshlp prevailed over love, and Aldcn went on his errand 


HI 


the lovers errand 

So the strong will prevailed, and ''^nt °njiis^crnnd^ 

Out of the street of the village, and >uto p , building 

Into the tranquil woods, where blue 

Towns m the populous in.es, freedom 

Peaceful, adnal ciucs of jov and affect _omniotion and conflict 

Ml around him was calm, but within . generous impulse. 

Love contending with fnendship, and i,p.iving and dashing. 

To and fro in his breast h.s thoughts f ^ 

As in a foundenng ship, with every ocean 1 

Washes the bitter sea mercilcM s i^ )^nlentntlon, 

" Must I relinquish it al , he uned wth a wildja^^^^^^ ^ 

" Must I relinquish it all, the jc^, -v^orshipped in silence ? 

Was It for this^ have loved the shadow 

Was It for this I have follovved the (■ England’ 

Over the wantry sea to the desolate s ^ ^ ^f corruption 

Truly the heart is dcccitfu , f t of its deptn 

Rise, like an exhalation the rnist> p , j ,o[,s of &atan 
Angels of light they seem, but arc only delusio 
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Rcchng and plunging along Ihrougli the dnfc 
Stamping the snoiv ffom his feet as he entered f 

Laughed at his sno\w locks, and ga\c him a seal by the fireside, 
Sul and“S^o know he h^d thought of h- the sno. storm 
Had he but s^ken then 1 perhaps not in he spoken , 

o( ti' 'jf 

Seeing the village street, and fttmiliar faces of ne,ghbo^ 

Going about as of old, and stopping to gossip together. 
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the Mlhf-c thiiTcli, «iih the v-v 

a mbing the old gny tower nnd the qiiict rnre' in the diurchnrd 
K nd nre the people I hie with end ditr to V '^,n r. 1, .on ^ 

\nn ^ ‘'■'''If Inc! in O'd I n hnd 

\qu will sat It IS \ rong hnt 1 c,iniiot litlp it I nhno t " * 

rtijsslf back m Old Lnshnd, I fe.l'^a lo .. Iv -1^.1 ureMir 1 
Thereupon answered llie \oiuh ' lnilr<*r! T tin n^i 



Dil^“t «s'^'^i.e a “ 

But came straight to the txiint nn?n V '* l>hras--s 
Eton the Captain hmucU^QiiI,l"l?^ hhintal it out hkr a «choo!liot , 

Mute with aniasra and 'S' ‘‘T.'' *' '"'tt' l)h>ntlt 

Eooked into Alden s f .i S °T?^ '«n,ri ,i 

Feeling liis words liK a^.I lu l 

Till at length shee4laim!d mumnZT^^' ' "'F^urhc' .peecldc.:, 
If the great Camain nf tni I ominous ence 

J\T;y doS he andV f'’ 

IT 1 am not worth the w^inr I ”' M'mhle to t oo uie? 

^en John Aldcn Ixi^nn e.vphin,na a ''' «’ •- >»ning 1 ' 

Making It worse as he wenT In c '' ^''‘l^tiitKithm" the ni iti r, 

Had no time fo- sucli thinr s . k 1 ^ — 

Fell on the car of Bnscilla^ and kift ""n'd' '1"^,' Imrsltl 

no time for such thini's aS. ^ *lr ' ''I" tt ' « 

M ould ho be likek to find it, or make ?i' " S’" *'' ''’H-d, 

^Ticn you hate madc\ip Tour mmHS°? ‘ “"^'•'''and ns carnot 

Then’to?, rejecting cornpari'rm*'on 'i"'’ 

r nen jou make f nowai t our ?”'■ "“■> another 

And are ofTcndcd and hurt and in.l ‘udrlen atom! 

ss?Ka'; 

S as he is, but now it neter i ** ^Tlht base wou rae, 

<;(,n T , . ‘ie\cr can haiirien. 

SSSVhii” 

.-i , 1"';/“' l‘? M iho, S "Tl » »ncr =IB,e„„„ 

Heir unto vast cstates^^ /’*’ e”"'* emndwn^o'r"?n'‘"'' England 

He had attended kindlv sh?l^'°'^ nature 

••» « „„ . Si;, .i,. 

f.<-mic as womans . 
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Somewhat li-istr and hot he could not deny it, and headstrong, 

Stem as a soldier might be, but hearty, and placable always 
Not to be laughed at and scorned, because he was little of stature , 
For he wns great of heart, magnanimous, courtly, courageous , 

Any woman in Plymouth, nay, any woman in England, 

Might be happy and proud to be called the wife of Miles Standish I 

But as he warmed and glowed, m his simple and eloquent language. 
Quite forgetful of self, and full of tlie praise of his nval, 

Archly the maiden smiled, and with eyes over-running with laughter, 
Said in a tremulous voice, “ Why don t you speak for yourself, John ? 
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Till he beheld the lights in the seven houses of Plymouth, 

Shining like seven stars in the dusk and mist of the evening 
Soon he entered his door, and found the redoubtable Captain 
Sitting alone, and absorbed in the martial pages of Caesar, 

Fighting some great campaign in Hainault or Brabant or Flanders, 

" Long hate }ou been on your errand, he said with a cheery demeanour. 
Even as one who is waiting an answer, and fears not the issue 
"Not far off is the house, although the woods are between us , 

But you have lingered so long, that while you were going and coming 
1 have fought ten battles and sacked and demolished a city 
Come, sit down, and in order relate to me all that has happened " 

Then John Aldcn spake, and related the wondrous adventure. 

From beginning to end, minutely, just as it happened , 

How he had seen Pnscilla, and how he had sped in his courtship, 

Only smoothing a little, and softemng down her refusal 

But when he came at length to the words Priscilla had spoken 

Words so tender and cruel "Why don t you speak for yourself, John? 

Up leapwd the Captain of Plymouth, and stamp^ on the floor, till his armour 
Clanged on the wall, where it hung, with a sound of sinister omen. 

All his pent-up wrath burst forth in a sudden explosion. 

Even as a hand-grenade, that scatters destruction around it. 

Wildly he shouted, and loud "John ^den ! you have betrayed me ! 

Me, Miles Standish, your fnend! hate supplanted, defrauded, betrayed me' 
One of my ancestors ran his sword through the heart of Wat Tyler , 

Who shall prevent me from running mj own through the heart of a traitor? 
Yours IS the greater treason, for yours is a treason to friendship ! 

You, who lived under my roof whom I cherished and loved as a brother , 
You, who have fed at my board and drunk at mv cup, to whose keeping 
I have entrusted my honour, my thoughts the most sacred and secret, — 

You, too, Brutus I ah woe to the name of friendship hereafter! 

Brutus was Cmsars fnend, and you were mine, but henceforward 
Let there be nothing between us save war and implacable hatred 1 " 

So spake the Captain of Plymouth, and strode about in the chamber 
Chafing and choking with rage , like cords were the veins on his temples 
But in the midst of ins anger a man appeared at the doorway, 

Bnnging in uttermost haste a message of urgent importance. 

Rumours of danger and war and hostile incursions of Indians 
Straightway the Captain paused, and, without further question or parley. 

Took from the nail on the wall his sword with its scabbard of iron. 

Buckled the belt round his waist and, frowning fiercely, departed 
Alden was left alone He heard the clank of the scabbard 
Growing fainter and fainter, and dying away in the distance. 

Then he arose from his seat, and looked forth into the darkness, > 

Felt the cool air blow on his cheek, that was hot with the insult, 

LFted his eyes to the heavens, and, folding his hands as in chiidhood. 

Prayed in the silence of night to the Father who seeth in secret 

Meanwhile the cliolenc Captain strode wrathful away to the council. 

Found It already assembled, impatiently waiting his coming , 

Men in the middle of life, austere and grave in deportment. 

Only one of them old, the hill that was nearest to heaven. 

Covered with snow, but erect, the excellent Elder of Plymouth 
God had sifted three kingdoms to find the wheat for this planting, 

Then had sifted the wheat, os the living seed of a nation , 

So say the chroniclers old, and such is the faith of the people 1 
Near them was standing an Indian, In attitude stem and defiant, 

Naked down to the waist, and grim and ferocious in aspect , 
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mile on the table before them v.-ns lying unopened n 
Kerous bound in leather brass sodded. 

(Vnd beside it outstretched the skin of a '^‘de snal e thtlerc - 
Filled llkcaquner witharrous ''•sist'olnndchnll.ngcof . 

Brought by the Indian and speaking uith arro sy 
This Mite Standish beheld as he entered, nnd heard them dctetin^ 

\Vhat were tm answer bclilUng the liostil'. message nnd menace 
Talking of this and of that coninving suggesting, objecting, , 

One \oicc only for peace and that the solcc of the Liner, 
ludging It wise and well that some at least were contcrtecl 
Katlier than ant were slain forthiswas but Christian tehationr 
Then out spake Mite Standish the stalwart Capuln of Plymouth 
Muttering deep in his throat, for lus toicc was Imskt with anger 
‘ What 1 do tou mean to make war with mill and the water ot roses/ 

Is it to shoot red squirrels you hate tour howitrer planted 
There on the roof of the church or is it to shoot red detab’ 

Trait the only tongue that is underwood bt a sat-age ^ „ 

Must li the tongue of fire that speaks from the month of the cannon 
Thereupon answered and said the excellent Lldcr of ntonouth. 

Somewhat amazed and alarmed at this irrctercnl language 

‘ Kot so thought Saint Paul nor yet the other Apostles 

Not from the cannon s mouth wen. the tongues of fin. they spake t dh ! 

But unheeded fell this mild rebuke on llic Captain, 

Who had adianced to the table and thus continued discoursing 
‘ Lease this matter to me for to me by ngbt it pcrtninclh 
War is a tenable trade but in the cause that is righteous, 

Sweet Is the smell of powxlcr , and thus 1 answer tlic thallengc I 

Then from the raulcsnake s skin with a sudden, con emptiious gesture, 
Jerking the Indian arrows he filled it t/iih powder nnd bullets 
Full to the very jaws nnd handed it bade to the sange, 

Saying in thundering tones "Here take it 1 this is tour answer 1’ 

Silently out of the room then ghded the glistening savage 
Bearing the serpent s skin, and seeming him'clf like n serpent, 

Winding his sinuous way in the dark to the depths of the forest 


THE SAILING OF THE MVA-FLOAVER 
Just m the gray of the dawn as the mists uprose from the meadows, 
t here tvas a stir -uid a sound in the slumbenng \ illagc of Plyonouth , 
Clanging and did mg of arms and thcordcr imperative ' Forward ' 
Gwen in tones suppressed a tramp of feel nnd then silence. 

^igu^ ten m the mist, marched slowly out of the .allagc 

of his valorous army 
Hobomok.fnend of the white men, 
the savage 

m ™en of King David , 

V. V who beheted in God and the Bible 

W^k^froi^Tu deen'^anrtT^^ village of Plymouth 
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Roscotrr roofs of thatch, and pointed sicadd) eastward , 

Men came forth from the doors, and paused and talked of the ueather 
Said tiiat the wind had changed, and was blowing fair for the Ma>-1 loner , 
Talked of their Captain s departure and all the dangers that menaced, 

He being gone, the towai, and what should be done in his abscnci^ 

Memlj sang the birds, and the tender voices of women 
Consecrated waih hjanns the common cares of the household 
Out of the sea rose the sun, and the billows rejoiced at his coming , 
Beautiful were his feet on the purple tops of the mountains 1 
Beautiful on the sails of the h aj -Flower nding at anchor, 

Battered and bkackened and worn by all the storms of the winter 
loosely against her masts was hanging and flapping her canvas. 

Rent by so many gales, and patched by the bands of the sailors 
Suddenlj from her side, as the sun rose oicr the ocean. 

Darted a puff of smoke, and floated seaward , anon rang 
Loud over field and forest the cannon s roar, and the echoes 
Heard and repeated the sound, the signal-gun of departure 
Ah 1 but with louder echoes replied the hearts of the people I 
Meekly, in voices subdued, the chapter xns read from the Bihle^ 
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MeeUy the prayer was begun, but ended m fervent entreaty ! 

Then from ieir houses m haste came forth the Pilgnms of Plymouth, 

Men and women and children, all hunymg down to the sea shore. 

Eager, with tearful ej es to say farew eU to the May -Flow or, 

Homeward bound o cr the sea, and leaving them here m tlie desert. 

Foremost among them was Aldcn. All mght he Ind lam without slumber, 
Turmng and tossing about m tlie heat and unrest of bis fever 
He had beheld Allies Standish who came back late from the council, 

Stallang mto the room and heard him mutter and murmur, 

SomeUmes it seemed a prayer and sometimes it sounded hke sweanng 
Once he had come to the b^ and stood there a moment in silence , 

Then he had turned away and said ' I will not awake him , 

^t him sleep on it is best , for what is the use of more talking? 

^en he extinguished die light and threv" himself down on his pallet. 

Dressed ^ he was and ready to start at the break of the morning — 
wvered himself with the cloak he had worn in his campaigns m rTanders, 
olept as a soldier sleeps in his biv ouac ready for acUon. 
an with the dawn he arose m the twilight Aldcn beheld him 
imt on bn corelet of steel and all the rest of his armour, 

BucUc about his waist his trusty blade of Damascus 

® ^ musket and so stride out of the chamber 

nr, ueart of the youth had burned and yearned to embrace him. 

Ah “a implonng for pardon , 

But liic lender and prateful emotions » 

him,- 

So he beheld burning fire of the insult. 

S^vr h,m / departing m anger but spake not. 

Then he mose fmm death and he spake not 1 

To.“d m^udT ^ ‘he pcople^rc saying 

SwXe of Scripture, 

Down to the Plym^th sea-shore 

Into a world unknown,-the cornL^^sfon^o? a ™ 

Lest he shouldfo^^e tlde'’or^^^^'^ ^ impaUent 

Squ^ bmli. hearty and flight shift to the eastward 

Speakrag with this one and odour of ocean about him. 

Into his^ckeu luttera and parcels 

Into his ^w b^Ttm nM, "’“’Eled together 

Nearer the bolt Cd Md^ wal^V^r''^’)' bevnTdered. 

One still firm on the rocL and ta^ placed on the gunwale 

^ted erect on the th^ "•>* the sailors. 

He too was eager to go^d ^ 

:^inUng to fly from despa^,^t^Aftom'^ ‘°i 

Thmking to drown in the sea the canvas. 

But M he gazed on the crowd would nse and pursue him 

Sta^g deiected amonrihem of PnscillS 

ner eyes upon his as 'Put was passing 

^=d with a loot so s^ ^rem^Sr. intention, 

Lhat with a sudden Te.M.i-, — iP Pul implonnu and -nniien, 


above him. 
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;^nlung the Lord whoso breath had scattered the mist and the madness 
Wherein, blind and lost, to death he was staggering headlong ' 

" Yonder snow-white cloud, that floats m the ether above me, 

Seems like a hand that is pointmg and beckoning over the ocran 
There is another hand, that is not so spectral and ghost-hke. 

Holding me, drawing me back, and clasping mine for protection 
Float, O hand of cloud, and \anish away in the ether! 

RoU thyself up like a fist, to tlireaten and daunt me , I heed not 
Either >our warning or menace, or any omen of evil I 
There is no land so sacred, no air so pure and so wholesome, 

IS the air she breathes, and the soil that is pressed by her footsteps 
Here for her sake will I sta> , and like an invisible presence 
Hover around her for ever, protecting, supporting her weakness , 

Yes ! as my foot was the first that stepped on this rock at the landing, 
bo, mill the blessing of God, shall it be the last at the leaving ' 

Meanwhile the Master alert, but wath dignified air and important. 
Scanning with watchful eye the tide and the wind and the weather. 

Walked about on the sands , and the people crowded around him 
Saying a few last words, and enforang his careful remembrance 
Then, taking each by the hand, as if he were grasping a tiller. 

Into the boat he sprang, and in haste shoved off to his vessel. 

Glad m his heart to get nd of all this worry and flurry. 

Glad to be gone from a land of sand and sickness and sorrow, 

Short aHow’ancc of lactual, and plenty of nothing but Gospel ' 

Lost m the sound of the oars was the last farewell of the Pilgrims 
O strong hearts and true I not one went back m the May-Flower ' 

No, not one looked back, who had set his hand to this ploughing ' 

Soon was heard on board tlie shouts and songs of the sailors 
Heaving the windlass round, and hoisting the ponderous anchor 
Then the yards were braced, and all sail set to the west wind. 

Blowing steady and strong and the May-Flower sailed from the harbour. 
Rounded the point of the Gurnet, and leaving far to the southward 
Island and cape of sand, and the Field of the First Encounter, 

Took the wmd on her quarter, and stood for the open Atlantic, 

Borne on the sand of the sea, and the swelling hearts of the Pilgrims 

Long in silence they watched the receding sail of the vessel. 

Much endear^ to them all, as something living and human , 

Then, as if filled with the spirit and waapped in a vasion prophetic, 

Banng his hoary head the excellent Elder of Phnnouth 

Said, "Let us pray!' and they prayed, and thanked the Lord and took 


Mournfully sobbed the waves at the base of the rock, and above them 
Bowed and whispered the wheat on the hill of death, and their kindred 
Seemed to awake in their graves, and to ;oin in the prayer that they uttered 
Sun-illumined and white, on the eastern verge of the ocean 
Gleamed the departing sail like a marble slab in a grave>ard , 

Buned beneath it lay for ever all hope of escaping 

Lo 1 as they turned to depart, they saw the form of an Indian, 

Watching them from the hill , but while they spake with each other 
Pointing wath outstretched hands, and saying, ‘ Look ! ’ he had vanished 
lio they returned to their homes , but Alden hngered a little. 

Musing alone on the shore, and watching the wash of the billows 
Round the base of the rock, and the sparkle and flash of the sunshine. 

Like the spirit of God, moving visibly over the waters 
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VI 

PRISCILLA 

Thus for a while he stood, and mused by the shore of the ocean 
Thinking of many things and most of all of Priscilla 
Md as It thought had the power to dra\r to itself, like the loadstone, 
u hatsoever it touches, by subule laws of its nature, 

Lo ! as he turned to depart Pnscilla was standing beside him 

!■ r ^7 so much offended vou will not speak to me ? ’ said she, 
tir 1 7“’® that testenday when you were pleading 

Mother my heart impulsu e and way ward 
forgetful perhaps of decorum ’ 

1 7'' so franUy, for sayang 

^an b?c'^an^":rh'f 7"/'= °<^niotion. 

chance it be shaken or into lU depUis like a pebble 
Drops some careless word it oserflows and its secret ^ 

Y«tpr<i *7 ""^‘cr can neter be gathered together 

pSsm^hl ^ Standish 

Therefore rspaki I? I d?d h" 7 exalting y our hero 
You Will fo^me I hope foT^f 

^Vhloh is too true and to^sar^J^*^* fnendship betw een us 

Thereupon answ^ Tn^ 7 ^>0 ^o easily broken ! 

• I was not angry with you with of Miles StSndish 

Seeing how badly I ^n^cL 1‘'’ ^o^e I 'vas angry, 

•• No 1 mtemipUX ^ 't.x k^ping 

‘ No you were angry with tne^fnl'^!?*' answer prompt and decisite , 

It was wrong I acS^owIed^ for in^'r ? 

j^ng to be patient and silent '* H’® o*^ ^ woman, 

[Dll some quesuonmg soice diswh'S’th'^'' a ghost that is speechless, 

Hence is the inner life of^ silence 

Sunless and silent and dLp 

Running through caiemc nf i ^''^^otmnean nsers 

Chafin/,,,, 

unseen and unfruitful 

in-iwered John Alden thnln "" Profitless murmurs 
t ■' and &,r^"’=‘" the lot cr of women 

A ore ikcth^c beautiful nters tC tt ^ always 

^ore like the nter Euphrams tw °f Eden; 

Hnd with delight and of Havilah flowang. 


•o ...V s^uu ^s^ln de hirht nnri ux navnan nownn 

„ ^ bv these words I 3 “^ 71"’°"“ t="eet of the garden 1 

sSrSeTO 
Stm^gh^wn?roVtU°up''^'\^o^^^^^ 

TliiTis^noT n"h? m earnest 

^OT I kno^ nSft true to ''1^^ fiattenng- phrases 

T esteem ^n,t A.,™? 'ne best that k m rraft ^ 


EifUng mine ^°° totl feel that ^ m you , 

??“<=rorc Cth&7e"7“^ "°“°- 


;^bng mine up to a highw 7m >°°r nat 

^crefore I value Tour fnT^ A °‘'° “•’=real letel ’ 

If 'ou makc'^is^onh'"’^’'” “m OTVM7nr^’'“Esthe more keenly 
7’o^t men ,hm{ ^ common and c^m ""’"E 

Eat ^^hich \ ^ dealing^ and srw phrases 

“ »P« .< no^SSS'," 
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7 //^- COURT^mP or aules standisii 


^[utc find nm-ucd ins Aldcn nnd listened nnd looked it Pnscilla, 
Thmkinjj he nc\*er hnd seen her more fur, more duinc m her bcnui} 

He who but }csicrdi\ plcadcfl so glibli the cause of another, 

Stood there embarrassed and 'dent and seeking’ m mn for an ansiier 

So the maiden went on and little dinned or imagined 

WTnt mi at work in his heart, that made him so awkward and speechless 

" Let us then, be what we arc, and speak wlnt wo think, and in all things 

Keep oursches loj-al to truth, and the sacred professions of fnendship 

Jt is no secret I tell \ou nor am 1 ashamed to declare it 

I have liked to I>c with jou, to see j'ou to speak wath >ou always 

So 1 was hurt at >oiir words and a luile affronted to hear jou 

Utge me (o mam jour fnend, though he were the Captain Abies Standi'h 

For I must tell lou tiic truth much more to me is your friendship 

Tliop all the loic he could giic, were he twice the hero jou think him ' 

Then she extended her Innd and Aldcn, who cagcrlv grasped it 

Felt all the wounds in his heart, that were aching and bleeding so sorcli 

Healed bj the touch of tint hand and he said, with a lotcofull of feeling , 

‘‘Yes we must cicr he fnends , and of all who offer lou friendship 

Let me be cicr the first, thctnicst, the nearest, and dearest I ' 

Casting a fircwcll look at the glimmering sad of the Alny-riowcr, 

Distant, but still in sight and sinking below the honzon, 

Homeward together (hci walked with a strange indefinite feeling, 

That all tlie rest had dcjnriod and left them alone in the desert 

But as thej went through (he fields in the blessing and smile of the sunshine, 

Lighter grew their hearts and Pnsciila said lery archly 

" Now that our terrible Captain has gone in pursuit of the Indians 

AATicre he is happier far than he would be commanding a household. 

You mai speak boldli, and tell me of all that happened between ■you, 

AATicn lOu returned last night and said how ungrateful you found mo " 
Thereupon answered John Aldcn, and told her the whole of the story, — 

Told her his owoi despair and the direful wmth of Miles Stnndish 
■\\Ticrcat the maiden smiled, and said between laughing and earnest, 

" He Is a little chimnci and heated hot in a moment I 

But ns he gertlv rebuked her and told her how much he had suffered, — 

How he had ci-cn determined to sad (hat dav in the Mni-riowcr, 

And had remained for her sake, on hcanng the dangers that threatened,-— 

All her manner was changed and she. said with a faltcnng accent, 

"Trulj I thank jou for this how good jou haie been to me always ! " 


Thus as a pilgnm devout who toward Tcrusalcm joumevs. 
Taking tiirec steps m advance, and one rcluctantlj backward. 

Urged by importunate zeal, and wnthhcld bv pangs of contrition , 
Slowly but stcadilj onward receding, jet ever advancing, 

Toumeved this Puntan jouth to the Holj Land of his longings 
Urged by the fen our of lose, and wnthhcld by remorseful misgivings 


THL MARCH OF AllLDS STANDISH 

Mfanm niLE the stabvart Afilcs Slandlsh wms marching steadily northward, 
Winding through forest and swamp, and along the trend of the sea shore, 

All day long, with hnrdlj a halt, the fire of his anger 

Burning and crackling within, and the sulphurous odour of powder 

Seeming more sweet to his nostrils than all the scents of the forest, 

Sflcnl and moody hg wcijt,, apd tn,u.cl\ he ^:cvo^‘a;d hw ^iscof^qxt, ^ 
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He \\ho was used to success, and to easy victones always. 

Thus to be flouted, rejected and laughed to scorn by a maiden. 

Thus to be mocked and betraj-ed by the fnend uhom most he had trusted ' 

Ah 1 twas too much to be borne, and he fretted and chafed in his armour ! 

■' I alone am to blame he muttered, " for mine was the foUy 
What Mns a rough old soldier grown gnm and gray in the harness 
Used to the camp and its wajs, to do with the woomg of maidens’ 

Twas but a dream — let it pass, — ^let it I'anish like so many others 1 
What I thought was a flower is only a weed, and is worthless , 

Out of my heart will I pluck it and throi/ it away, and henceforward 
Be but a fighter of battles a lover and wooer of dangers ' ’ 

Thus he revolved m hts mind his sorry defeat and discomfort. 

While he was marching by day or lying at mght in the forest 
Lookmg up at the trees, and the constellations bey ond them 

After a three days march he came to an Indian encampment 
Pitched on the head of a meadow between the sea and the forest , 

Women at work by the tents and the warriors homd with war-paint, 
heated about a fire and smoking and talking together , 

Who "b^ they saw from afiir the sudden approacli of the while men 
baiv the flash of the sun on breastplate and sabre, and musket 
hiraighlway leaped to their feet and two from among them advancing 
^me to parley with Standish and offer him furs as a present , 
rnendship was in their looks but in their hearts there was hatred 
trilxs vvere these and brothers gigantic in stature, 

Og, king of Bashan , 

WattawamaL 

Tufwvicrrvi suspended their knives in scabbards of wampum, 

as sharp as a needle. 

WdMme cunning and crafty 

traders —these words they had learned from 'he 

Then'^iur for pcllnes 

Beggimr for tonl ets and |®‘^rcter Hobomok fnend of the white man, 
WTby theXe man fo^ >nuskets and powder 

Readv to be let loose anri ^ TOncealed vvalb the plague, m his cclla-j, 
But 'then St,mdS;“efeed anTsa^d?™*^.^'’'^ ‘ 

Suddenly changme their tone tv,!!” k!* a Bible 

Then Vattavv4a! ad4n^ 

And with a lofts demeanour tl , ^ front of the other, 

‘ Now WatLavvamat can see ^ sp^e to the Captain 

Angry ,s he m hThLS w ^ of the Captain 

Is not afraid at the sight H e^-as'^t r ® Wattawamat 

But on a mountain at maht fro^, woman 

Forth he sprang at a bound ’walh bghtnmg, 

^ouung WTio is there here lofinll,’^ ^capons about him, 

^en he unsheathed hTuifc the brave Wattawamat? 

Held it aloft and displayed a woman the blade on his left hand 

Slaving with bitter (4r™ an?'^! handle, 

1 have another at^mT vvnh^he? of sinister meaning 
By and by they shall nSrry ‘he tendle . 

■Hten stood PecksnrT : ^ "fo^ren 1 

Dmll! i’'? '^"Srs Standish 

E n ‘^I'i from Us sl^^and his bosom 

Bi and by u sliall see . u trs he muttered. 

. an, ah ' but shall speak not ' 
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deigning to look for gf.™®' “?.,_ser the net of their ambush 
Drawing about him sti'l and treated them smoothly 

But unlaunted ho stood. ^^^^^rthedTys of the fathers. 

the boost, the umnt, and the msult. 
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All the hot blood of his race of Sir Hugh and of Thurston de Standish, 
Boiled and beat in his heart, and swelled m the veins of his temples 
Headlong he leapt on the boaster, and snatchmg his knife from its scabbard. 
Plunged It into his heart, and reehng backward the savage 
Fell with his face to the skj , and a fiendlikc fierceness upon it. 

Straight there arose from the forest the awful sound of the wnr-whoop, 

And like a flurry of snow on the whistling wind of December, 

Swift and sudden and keen came a flight of feathery arrows. 

Then came a cloud of smoke and out of the cloud came the hghtiung 
Out of the lightning thunder , and death unseen ran before it. 

Frightened the sat ages fled for shelter in swamp and m thicket, 

Hotlj pursued and beset , but their sachem, the brave Wattawamat, 

Fled not , he was dead Unswertang and stvift had a bullet 

Passed through his brain and he fell with both hands clutching the greensward 

Seeming in death to hold back from his foe the land of his fathers 


There on the flowers of the meadow the warriors lay, and above them, 
bilCTt with folded arms stood Hobomok fnend of the white man 
binning at length he eickaimcd to the stalwart Captain of PK mouth 

j ofhiscourage hisstrength and his stature, — 

i octed the great Captain, and called him a little man , but I see now 
Uig enough have you been to lay him speechless before you ! ’ 


^°“Sht and won by the stalwart Miles Standish 
a. n thereof were brought to the t fllage of Plymouth, 

Scow^ the head of the brave Wattawamat 

All who which at once \^as a church and a fortress, 

S PnS courage 

^anfanro^ spectre of terror 

Shnnkinf feannir married Miles Standish , 

He sh^d laTSdm rw ^ "’'"f 

y to her hand, as the pnre and reward of his amlour 
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Month aft n SPINNING-WHEEL. 

Came with kandrrt"an(ffa^dr 'i" ■'^“‘tunn the ships of the mercb; 

All in the village “d «ni for the Pflgnms. 

Busy wath hewing and buildlno- intent on their labours. 

Busy with breaking the elebe garden plot and wath mere stead, 

^Tchmg the sea for its fish and ‘I’® meadow's, 

Afl m the sallage was peace but mT"® ■" latest 

^ed the air wiJi alarm and the rumour of warfare 

the stalwart danger 

'■“liant in fight and defwuntf^if^if”’^ '“d With his forces, 
nu his name had bc^mea son^ armies, 

I"® Ii^rt but at nations 

Came lA ^ natiues succeed th^ remorse and contntion, 
like a rushing tide, thatTnn Passionate outbreak 
Stajang its current'a ^r. 

Mwnwhile Alden at hom,< a j ^ ^"d brackish 

l.attic^ the Winrim^ ^"d the roof’n 

OUed to admit th.i'V''^' "'’’d the wandow^^ cotered with rushes , 

^ ’'Sb'i ^^hng widd S7„panes were of paper. 




r/zr cdUktsmp OP At/LKS sTAmm 

There loo he dtig n mcI! and around Jt planted an orchard 

^lil n)ij l«:fceu to tilts d-i} sonte trace of the well and the orchard 

Qosc to the hoti<c was the stutl, where, safe and secure from annojnncc, 

Kafthonr, ihc sno \ -white steer, that had fallen to Alden’s alloimcnt 

In the dnaston of cattle might ruminate m the night lime 

Ortr il c pastures lie cropped, made fragrant b> sweet penn) royal 

Oft when hi' Labour was finished, with eager feel would tlie dreamer 
Follow the pithw a) that ran through the woods to the house of Pris' ilia, 
1-cd b\ illusions romantic and subtile deceptions of fancy. 

Pleasure disgu sed ns <iui\ and lose in the semblance of fncndsliip 
I ecr of her hcilioueht, when he fashioned the walls of Ins dwelling, 

User of her he thought, whenhcdched in the soil ofhis garden , 

Crrrof her he thought, when he rctid in his Bible on Sunday 
Pratse of the xlrtuous woman ns she is desenbed in the Proverbs, — 

How llic heart of her husband doth safclj trust in her alwajs, 

How all the davs of her life she wall do him good and not evil. 

How s}ie sccI cih the wool and the flax and worketh wath gladness, 

How she javctli her hand to tin. spindle and holdcth the distaff, 

IIow she IS not a'l-itd of the snov for herself or her household, 

Knowing her household arc clothed with the scarlet doth of her weaving ' 

So as she sat at her wheel one afternoon In the Autumn, 

Alden, who opposite sat, and was watching her dcsicrous fingers, 

\s if the thread she was sp nnmg were that of his life and his fortune, 

After a pau<s in their tall thus spake to the sound of the spindle 
■^Tiaiiv Pri'Cilla, lie 'aid “ when 1 sec you spinning and spinning, 

N’ever idle a moment but thrift) and thoughtful of others. 

Suddenly you are transformed arc visibly changed in a moment , 

\oa are no longer Priscilla but Bertha uic Beautiful Spinner 
Here the light foot on the treadle grew svvificr and swatter , the spindle 
luUcred an angrv snarl, and the tlircad snapped short in her fingers, 

ANTiiIc the iinpeiuous speaker not heeding the miscliicf, continued 
‘ Yon are the benutiful Bertha, the spinner, the Queen of Hclvi-tia, 

She whos'’ story I read at a stall m the streets of Southampton, 

■\\Tio, as she rode on her palfrey, o cr valley and meadow and mountain 
Kver was spinning her thread from a distaff fi\cd to her saddle 
She w as so ihnfiv and good that her name passed into a proverb 
So shall it be with your owai when the spmning-vvhcci shall no longer 
Hum in the hotisc of the farmer, and fill Us chambers with music 
'JTicn shall the mothers, reprovang, relate how it was in their childhood. 
Praising the good old times, and the days of Pnscilla the spinner I " 

Straight uprose from her wheel the beautiful Puritan maiden, 

Pleased \ ith the praise of her thrift from him whose praise was the sweetest, 
Drew from the reel on the table a snowy skein of her spinning 
Thus mal mg answer, mcanwliile, to the flallcring phrases of Alden 
" Come, you must not be idle . if I am a pattern for housewives, 

Sbovv yourself equally worthy of being the model of husbands , 

Hold this stem on your hands, while I wind it ready for knitUng 
Then who kmows but licrcaftcr when fashions have changed and the manners. 
Fathers may talk to their sons of the good old times of John Alden 1 
Thus, with a icsl and a laugh, the skein on his hands she adjusted, 

He sitting awfwardly there, with bts arms extended l^orc him. 

She standing graceful, erect, and winding the tht^d from his fingers, 
Sometimes chiding a little his clumsy manner of holding. 

Sometimes touching his hands, as she disentangled expemy 
Twist or knot in the yarn, unawares— for hovy could she help It 


Twist or knot in the yarn, unawares— lor novy euuiu . 
Sending ekclrical thrlDs through every nerve in his body 



LOXGFELLOIV'S poetical tPOPJCS 


Lo ! m the midst of this scene, n breathless messenger entered 
Bringing m huny and heat the tcmble netts from the tallage 
Ym , Miles Standish tins dead 1 — an Indian had brought them the Udinss - 
Sl^ bj a ^i^ned arrow, shot down in the front of the battle ^ 

Al Ills forces , ’ 

M the town w odd be burned and all the people be murdered 1 
Such ^Tere the udings of e^il that burst onSearts ofSLUrs. 
iS^lt Ae stood Pns^lla, her face lookmg backat^T^ 

d'^n°InS^c of his frSidom 

mo, .ta te tal boa. unaod, ..."J'iTA" “tSS , 

Seemg sq^arate sources. 

Each one its devions nath hiu ^i^i” nnd pursuing 

Rush together at in? and nearer. 

So ihese hres that had run m the forest , 

Coming m sight of each oth??^fi?^ separate channels, 

^^by bamers strong but'd^wn^n"’’"^ flowmg asunder, 

Rushed ‘ogetherat last,^an‘3‘S:Sr;;Vo,^^^^^ 


Gleam^ KL 'n™®' in^ the ba^ pomegranates 

Gl^ed like a grate of beneath him 

This ivas the weddmir m d bis feet was a la^ cr ! 

oS^th^r”' ‘heifp^c^iS hlugistinte also 

Simple Mdt^'*°ii of earth and^n^uatt.°,'5? Rn" “"d ‘he Gc 

the \ont? ^ ■'veddinff as thit^r^ blessing of heaven* 
Takiig 4h^®"r^ “’omaiden Ru'h ond of Boar, 

After die tKK? ™«h! of betrothal, 

Fen-enUy then ‘he laudable presence 

Pra\ed LaI b.'^d devouUy th^ curtom of Holland 
Spealang of bfe^*" ‘*10 home tha?'?^'^^ °*,Rf>iii°'i‘h 
Lo 1 wtwr, V ^ oii'l impIonn^*i^°'^"'^?^ day m affect 

Ci^ «hen the service was nn,i .1 ™P'onng divine benedicUons 

'\;hy does t^bnd^ ^ ®°®hre 0 “ ‘he threshold 
)''Tiy docs the and st=^^T' ' 

i‘ a phantom of a!?"' ‘‘“d hide her fa^ ®“^ge appantion ? 

S'&'S® S •"«“»“ ' 

^“sdoQd^^®f?En^ agn..^ '^^idlbebetrotbal? 

widen Wnrab them 


int COUKTSmt' OF MILES SfylNDLSt! 



\s across llic si) ll>c ilmjng ™l oj Ite ramjload ^ 

gsixs .XT,?; & .s i.p3;£- 

^tels'Tb“ifebS^h“"°aSs<. ,n .be sens of Hugh Stt.dlsb, 
12 ? 





riTJ SONG OF IIIA WA 7 H 1 

1842. 


Title Indian TiMa— If 1 mi) so wU It— is foundctl on n tndltlon prenlent imonf' the North 
Ame/icnn Inilians of n persnnofje of mtnculous birth, tiho ti is sent afnon;^ them to dear their 
nvers, forews, ami fishmi,,i;rounda, and to teach them the arts of peace. Hcwaslnmui 
omeatidincrcntinhcs bi these cral names of Michabou, Chlabo, Manaboto, Tarcni waRon 
and llianailia. Mr ‘jhoolcrafi cNee an necountof him In hl5.d/cfe/fr»rarrAfi, VoL I p iji, 
and In hes //ttiry, Cctidtfuti and Pmftctx ef Cht /ndim Trtbnef the Umted Stales, fart 
111 Pr 31^, ma^ !■< found the Iroquois form of the tradition, dented from the tcrbal narrations 
of an Onondaga chlrf 

Into this old tradition I hate ttoten other curioos Indian lepends drattnchiedj from the 
various ard t-aluable writings of Mr bdioolcrafi to tthom the literary ttorld Is rrcatlj 
Indcbicd for his rndcfatlRablc real in rescuing from oblivion so much of the Iccendao lore of 
th- Indians. 

The srene of the po-m is nmone the Ojlbwa)-s on the soutlicm shore of laikc Superior, m the 
Ifjpon heitt cm the 1 iciurcd Kochs and the Grand Sable. 


SllOUKD }Oii nsk inc, vthcncii these 
stories ’ 

Whence these legends nnd tndiuons. 
With tlic odours of the forest, 

With the devt and damp of mendows, 
Wih the curling smoke of tvtgtvams, 
Wiiit the rushing of great riters. 

With their frequent rcpelittons. 

And their uald reterberttions 
As of thunder m the mountains? 

1 should answer, I should tell >ou, 

'■ From the forests and the prunes. 
From the great lakes of the Northland, 
From the land of the Ojibways, 

From the land of the Dacotahs, 

From the mountains, moors, and fen- 
lands 

Wicrc the licron, the Shuh-shuh gab, 
Feeds among the reeds and rushes 
I repeat them ns 1 heard them 
From the lips of iVnw idaha, 

The musician, the sweet singer 
Should >ou ask where Nawadaha 
Found these songs, so wild and way- 
ward. 

Found these legends and traditions, 

I should answer, I should tell jou, 

” In tilt, birds -nests of the forests, 

In the lodges of the bcaacr, 

In the hoof-prmls of the bison. 

In the eyrie of thocaglel 

■ • All the wild fowlsang them to him, 
In the moorlands and the fenlands. 

In the melancholy marshes , 
Chctowaik, the plover, song them, 
Mnhng the loon, the wild goose, 
Waw a, 

The blue heron, the Shuh-sbtih-gnh, 
And the grouse, the Mush! odasal" 
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If still further you should ask me, 
Saying, ' Who was Nawadaha? 

Tell us of this Nawadaha,' 

I should answer your inquiries 
Straightway m such words ns follow 
■■ In thu Vale of fawasuntha. 

In the green and silent \ alley. 

By the pleasant water courses. 

Dwelt tlic singer Nawadaha 
Round about the Indian Milage 
Spread the meadows and the corn- 
fields. 

And beyond them stood the forest, 
Stood the groves of singing pine trees, 
Green in Summer, white m Winter, 
Ever sighing, ever singing 

"And the pleasant water courses. 
You could trace tlicm tlirough tlie 
valley , 

By the rushing in the Spnng-umc, 

By the aiders in the Summer, 

By the white fog in the Autumn, 

By the black line in the Winter , 

And beside them dwelt the singer. 

In the Vale of Tawasentha,* 

In tiic green and silent valley 
" riicrc he sang of Hiawatha, 

Sang the song of Hiawatha, 

Sang his wondrous birtli and being, 
How he prayed and how he fasted. 
How he lived, and toiled, and suffered. 
Tint the tnlics of men might prosper, 
Tint he might advance his people 1" 
Ye who love the haunts of Nature, 
Love the sunshine of die meadow, 
Love the sliadow of the forest, 

• This vnllcy, now called Korraan’fi Kill, la 
In Albany County, New York. 
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Love the \nnd tnionp the b~inchcs 
And the mm shower nnd the 'now- 
storm 

And the rusbmij of grent nters 
Through their pnlisndea of pine tries 
And the thunder in the mounfuiis 
WTiose innumcrublc echoes 
Flap like eagles m their evnis — 

Listen to these wild traditions 
To this Song of Hnwatln ' 

Ye who love a nation s legends 
Loie the ballads of a peop't 
That like aoices from afar off 
Call to us to pause and listen 
Speak in tones so plain and ihildlike 
Seared) can the car distinguish 
AATiether the) are sung or spot en — 
Listen to tins Indian I^egcnd 
To this Song of Hiaavatha ' 
Yewhoseheartsare fresh and simple 1 
Who haie faith m God and Nature 
AVho behete that m all a^es 
Ever) human heart is human 

^at m even savage bo'oms 
There arc longtngs ) earnings stnv 
injs 

I^r the good they comprehend not 
that the feeble hands and helplcs 
Groping blmdU m the darkncls 
Touch God s right hand in that dark 
nc^s 

And arc lifted up and strengthened — 
I istcn to this Simple stor) 

To this Song of I liawatha ! 

Ye, who sometimes m)ournmbles 
Through the gTeenLan»softhccoumrr 
Where the tangled barberra bushw 
Hang their tufts of enmson bert^^ 

Pause n>oS« 

I ausc by some neglected gm'cvard 

For a while to muse and ^ndcr ^ 

On a half-cIT^aced mscnptiOT 

Hereafter — 


the peace-pipe. 

8n ft' the Frame 
Heth «>e iSighty°' 

He the Master of Life, d4cndmg. 


On the red crars of tin qnaiT> 

Stood treet, anti called itiu nations, 

( ai’ed the tnb s of jtien togcthc' 

I rom Ills footpnnts flo ved a n\cr, 
la aped into the Itglit of morning, 
Otr tilt, prrcipicc phingtngdowaaward 
t>l<nnicd like Ishkooil ih, the cornel, 
And the Sjnnt, stooping cartluvard, 

U ith his finger on the meadow 
Traced a winding pathwa> for it 
Sating to It, ‘ Ktin n thu wi) ' 

1 rom the reel stone o' the quarry 
\\ ith Ins linnd he broke a fragment, 
Moulded ii into a p pc In ad 
slnp- (1 and fashioned it atilh figtircs, 

1 rom the margin of the nver 
1 ool a long reed for a pipe stem 
W I'll iLs dark green Iratcs tiiKin it 
Killed th. jupe Hth bar! o' willow 
W itb the bar! of the red wallow 
Itri-athcdui>on lliLncigbbni nngforost 
Made its great bourhs chafe logetbrr 
Fill in flame the) burst nnd kmrflctl , 
And en-ct upon tlit motintains, 

Cliche Mango the mights, 

Nmoked thi calumet the I’cace-Pipe 
As a signal to the nnlions 
And the smoke ro^e slow I), slowly 
Thr ju' h the tranquil air of inoTung, 
First a suiele line of daroness, 

I llicn n denser liluer sapoii' 
dlicn a snow while cloud unfolding 
I ikc th< true top- of the forest 
Lscr nsing rising, rising 
Till it lonrhed ilie toji of henten, 

Till it bro! e n^aiiist the Iieave-a 
And rolled outward all around it 
From the \ nlc of T n\ ascntln, 
From tlie \ alley of W \ommg 
1 rom the grotes of Tuscaloosa, 

From the fa-off KocT) Mountains 
From the N'orihcm lake's and rivers 
Ail the tnlies belicld tlic signal, 

&w th'* distant smoke ascending 
Fhc Pukwana of llie Peace Pipe 
And the Prophets of the nations 
Said " Pchold It tlic Pakwainn! 

this signal from afar off 
Pending like a wand of willow. 
Waving like n hand that beckons, 
Gitche Manito the might) 

^jls the tribes of men together, 

G;^ tliewamors to his council I 
Down the nvers, o cr the prunes, 
Gmne the w amors of the nations 
Game the Dckawarcs and Mohawks 
Game the Qioctaws and Camanches, 
Game the Shoshonics and lilackfeet, 
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Came the Pawnees and Omawhaws, 
Came the Mandans and Dacotahs, 
Came the Hurons and Ojibways, 

All the w amors drawn together 
By the signal of the Peace-Pipe, 
lo the Mountains of the Prime, 

To the great Red Pipe stone Quarry 
And they stood there on the mea- 
dow. 

With their w eapons and their war-gear. 
Painted like the leaies of Autumn, 
Painted like the skj of morning. 
Wildly glanng at each other , 

In their faces ctem defiance. 

In their hearts the feuds of ages. 

The hereditary hatred. 

The ancestral thirst of vengeance 
Gitche Manito, the mighty. 

The creator of the nations. 

Looked upon them wath compassion. 
With piatemal lo\e and pit) , 

Looked upon their wrath and wrang- 
ling 

But as quarrels among children 
But as feuds and fights of children 1 
0\cr them he stretched his nght 
hand, 

To subdue their stubborn natures. 

To allay their thirst and fever. 

By the shadow of his nght hand , 
Spake to them with voice majestic 
As the sound of far off waters 
Falling into deep abjsscs, 

Warning, chiding, spake in this 
\ ise — 

" O my children I my poor chil- 
dren! 

Listen to the words of wisdom. 

Listen to the words of warning. 

From the lips of the Great Spint, 

From theMasterofLifewhomade jou! 

" I have given )ou lands to hunt in, 

I have given you streams to fish in, 

I have given you bear and bison, 

I have given you roe and reindeer, 

I have given you brant and beaver. 
Filled the marshes full of wild fowl, 
Filled the nvers full of fishes , 

MHiy then arc )ou not contented? 

Whv then will you hunt each other? 

“ I am wear) of your quarrels, 
Weary of your wars and bloodshed, 
Wearv of vour prayers for vengeance. 
Of )Our vvranglings and dissensions , 
All your strength is in )our union. 

All )Our danger is in discord , 

Therefore be at peace henceforward, 
And as brothers live together 


“ I wall send a Prophet to you, 

A Deliverer of the nations. 

Who shall grade ) ou and shall teach 

)OU, 

\Wio shall toil and suffer with you 
If )ou listen to his counsels. 

You wall multiply and prosper , 

If his warnings pass unheeded 
You will fade away and pensh 1 
"Bathe now in the stream before 
you. 

Wash the war-paint from )our faces. 
Wash the blood-stains from )our 
fingers, 

Bur) yourwar clubs nnd)ourwcapons. 
Break the red stone from this quarry. 
Mould and make it into Peace-Pipes, 
Take the reeds that grow beside you. 
Deck them wath your bnghtest 
feathers, 

Smoke the calumet together. 

And as brothers live henceforward 1” 
Then upon tlie ground the w amors 
Threw their cloaks and shirts of 
dcer-skin. 

Threw their weapons and their war- 
gear, 

Leaped into the rushing nver. 

Washed the w ar-paint from their faces, 
Clear above them flowed the water. 
Clear and limpid from the footpnnts 
Of the Master of Life descending. 
Dark below them flowed the water. 
Soiled and stained with streaks of 
crimson. 

As if blood were mingled with it 1 
From the nver came the wamors. 
Clean and washed from all their war- 
paint. 

On the banks their clubs they buned. 
Buried all their warlike weapons 
Gitche Mnnito, the might). 

The Great Spint the creator 
Smiled upon his helpless children 
And in silence all the wamors 
Broke the red stone of the quarry 
Smoothed and formed it into Peace- 
Pipes, 

Broke the long reeds by the river, 
Decked them wath their bnghtest 
feathers, 

And departed each one homeward, 
A^Tiile the Master of Life ascending. 
Through the openingof cloud-curtains 
Through the doonvays of the heaven. 
Vanished from before their faces 
In the smoke that rolled around him, 
The Pukwana of the Peace Pipe I 
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THE FOUR UIXD'^ 

' Honolk be to MudjekLCrtis* 

Cned the wnmors cned the old men 
When he came in inumpli homcttartl 
\\ ith the "acred belt of Wampum 
From the regions of the North-Wind, 
From the kingdom of Wabasso 
From the land of the W’bite Rabbit 
He had stolen the bell of Wampum, 
From the neck of Mishe Mol rva 
From the Great Bear of the mountains 
From the terror of the nations i 

As be laj asleep and cumbrous i 

On the summit of the mounuains 
Like a rock waih mosses on it 
Sjwued brown and gras ssith mosses 
Silentlj he stole upon him 
Till the red nails of the monster 
Almost touched him almost seared 
him 

TO the hot breath of his nostnk 
Warmed the hands of Mudicki cwis 
^ he drew the belt of Wampum 
Oi-er the round ears that heard not, 
Oicr the small ejes that saw not 
the long nose and nostnLs 
black muffle of the nostrils 
Out of uhich the hea^-) bncatlnnK 
tlie hands of Mudjekecwis 
^en he swaing aloft his war-club 
Shouted loud and long his war-cia 
™Shty Mishe Mokwa 
In ^e middle of the forehead 

fvute" smote him. 

Rose the Great ^ of the mountams 

Awrt h ‘^"eath him trembled 
And he whimpered hie a woman 

% he fonvutd 

,1. ‘ P?" haunches 
Stanmn ^Judjeleewas 

^nied him in loud dension 

Whimper 

Had jou conoueJS* '"““’’hUns ! 


Pul JOU, Bear, sit here and wliimper, 
\nd disgrace J our tribe bj crying 
I ikc a wTriched Nlnugodaj'a, 

I ikc a coward!) old woman! 

Fhcn ag \m In. raised his war-club 
buioti. ag.tm till, Mishe Mokrin 
In the niiddl- of bis forclicnd 
Broke Ills skull ns ice is broken 
Wlwn one goes to fish in WHnlcr 
Idius was shin the Mishe Mokwa 
He the Great Bear of the mountains 
He the terror of the n ilions 
' Honour be to Mudjekeenai!" 

W nh a shout (.xchtmed the people. 
Honour ly. to MudjeJccwis! 
Hcncefonh hushall be thL\Ycit-\S ind 
\nd h" aafier and for eser 
''hall he hold supreme dominion 
Oicr all the wands of Iitsusn 
Call him no 010*0 Mudiekcewis 
Call him Knbcjain the West Wlndl" 
Thus was Mud;ckcewi 5 chosen 
Father of the Winds of Heaven 
For him elf be kept tin. West-Wind, 
Gate the others to bis children 
Unto Wabun pave the I-ast-Wind 
Gave the Nouih to blnwondasee, 
i\iid the North Wind wild and emeJ 
To the fiersc Kabilionokka 

Noung and b>autiful was Wabun , 
He n was who brought the morning 
He It was who'e silver arrows 
Cliastd tile dark o rr hill and vallej 
He H V -a-s who"'!, cheek s w ere painted 
k\ iih tin, brightest streaks of crimson, 
And who-m vonx awoke the vilagc. 
Called the deer, and called the hunter 
Ixmclj m the skv w as Wabun 
^ough the birds "^ang gailv lo bim 
Though the w ild (low trs of tne meadow 
kfio air with odours for him 
Though the forests and the nvurs 
u shouted nt his coming, 

^til! his heart u-is sad within him, 

Tor he was alone m heaven 

one morning gazing earthward 
A j *1 Village still was slcepmg 
And the fog hv on tht, over 
„ ® ® Cnost that goes ni sunnsc 
Me beheld a maiden wmlking 
All alone upon a meadow 
^ttienng water-flags and rushes 
® ti'ot in the meadow 
<?fm gazing earthward 

wi.T' ‘’""5 he beheld there 
T..^ looking at him 

Ann lakes among the rushes. 
And he loved the lonely maiden 
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Who thus 'VVTited for his coming , 

For they both w’crc solitary, 

She on earth and he in hca\ en 
And he wooed her with caresses, 
Wooed her with his smile of sunshine. 
With his flattenng w’ords he wooed 
her. 

With his sighing and his singing. 
Gentlest whispers in the branches. 
Softest music sweetest odours, 
nil he drew her to his bosom, 

Folded in his robes of enmson 
Till into a star he changed her. 
Trembling suit upon his bosom , 

And for ever in the heavens 
They arc seen together walking, 
Wabun and the Wabun-Annung, 
Wabun and the Star of Morning 
But the fierce Kabibonokka 
Had his dwelling among icebergs. 

In the everlasting snow -drifts, 

In the kingdom of Wabasso 
In the land of the W'hilc Rabbit 
lie it was whose hand in Autumn 
Painted all the trees w ith scarlet. 
Stained the lca\ es w ith red and y eltow , 
Ho It wns who sent the snow-flakes. 
Sifting, hissing through the forest. 
Froze the ponds, the lakes, the nvers 
Drove die loon and sea-gull southward, 
Drote the cormorant and heron 
To their nests of sedge and sea-tang 
In the realms of Shaw ondascc. 

Once the fierce Kabibonokka 
Issued from his lodge of snow dnfts. 
From his home among the icebergs, 
And his hair, with snowbcspnnkled. 
Streamed behind him like a n\cr. 

Like a black and wantry river. 

As he howled and burned southward. 
Over frozen lakes and moorlands 
There among the reeds and rushes 
Found he Shingcbis, the diver. 
Trailing stnngs of fish behind him, 

0 cr the frozen fens and moorlands, 
Lingcnng still among the moorlands. 
Though his tnbe had long departed 
To the land of Shavvondascc 

Cned the fierce Kabibonokka, 
“Who IS this that dares to brave me? 
Dares to stay in my dominions. 

When the Wawa has departed. 

When the wild-goose has gone south- 
ward. 

And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
Long ago departed southward? 

1 wall go into his wigwam, 

I will put his smouldering fire out I ’’ 
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And at night Kabibonokka 
To the lodge came wild and wailing, 
Heapied the snow in drifts about it, 
bhouted dowTi into the smoke-flue. 
Shook the lodge-poles in his furj , 
Flapped the curtain of the doorway 
Shingebis, the diver, feared not, 
Shingcbis, the diver, cared not , 

Four great logs had he for firewood. 
One for each moon of the winter. 
And for food the fishes served him 
By his blazing fire he sat there. 

Warm and merry, eating, laughing, 
Smging, " O Kabibonoidta, 

You arc but my fellow -mortal ! ’ 
Then Kabibonokka entered. 

And though Shingcbis, the diver. 

Felt his presence by the coldness. 

Felt his icy breath upon him, 
bull he did not cease his smging. 

Still he did not leave bis laughing. 
Only turned the log a little. 

Only made tJio fire bum brighter, 
Made the sparks flj up the smoke-flue. 

From Kabibonokka s forehead, 
From his snovv -besprinkled tresses. 
Drops of sweat fell fast and heavy. 
Making dints upon the ashes, 

As along the caves of lodges. 

As from drooping boughs of hemlock 
Drips the melting snow m Spring- 
time, 

Making hollows 111 the snow-drifts 
Till at last he rose defeated 
Could not bear the heat and laughter, 
Could not bear the merry singing. 

But rushed headlong through the 
doonvay, 

Stamped upon the crusted snovv-dnfts. 
Stamped upon the lakes and nvers. 
Made the snow upon them h irder. 
Made the ice upon them thicker. 
Challenged Shingebis, the diver. 

To come forth and wrestle with him. 
To come forth and wrestle naked 
On the frozen fens and moorlands 
Forth went Shingcbis the diver 
Wrestled all night with the North- 
Wind, 

Wrestled naked on the moorlands 
With the fierce Kabibonokka 
Till his panUng breath grew fainter. 
Till his frozen grasp grew feebler. 

Till he reeled and staggered back- 
ward. 

And retreated, baffled, beaten. 

To the kingdom of Wabasso, 

To the land of the White Rabbit, 
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Hcanng still the giistj laughter, 
Heanng Shingcbis the ducr, 

Singing 0 K-ibibonokki 
You -tri, but ni) fellow mortal 1 
Shawondoscc fuandlazi, 

Had his dwelling far to southward, 

In the drowsy dream) sunshine. 

In the ncier-cnding Summer 
He It was who sent the wood birds. 
Sent the Opechee the robin 
Sent the blue bird the Owaissa, 

Sent the Shawslnw *cnt the sw’allow 
Sent the wild goose, Wa\ a, nonli 
ward 

Sent the melons and tobaeco 
And the grapes in purjile clusters 
From his pipe the smoke ascending 
Filled the sk\ wath haze and vapour 
rilled the air \ ith drennu softness 
uavc a twinkle to the water 
Touched the rugged hills v ith smooth 
ness 

‘'timmtr 

n he Moon when mghls are brighesi 
In the drear) Moon of Snow Shoes 

In his life he had one shadow 
in his heart one sorrow had he 

F^r“av™ northward, 

Far avra) upon a prune 

He beheld a maiden standing 

AiraTone 

All alone upon a prune 

>>«■ fHi-nents 
Passiou 

ija-y b) da> his lieari within him 

,iCs too indolent and case 
aaToM) g'a^ed"i'^n'^Y^= 

Vouhavestoae^^^Vhite^^bd^^ 


^ 0 II have laid >our hand upon her, 
\ou have r oocd and \ on niv maiden, 
W nil )onr stones of the Northland I 
Thus the v rrtehed Sint ondascc 
I’rvathed into the air lih •^orrov, 

\nd the ‘■outh v ind o tr the pr tine 
Windercdwnrm witli sigh' of ja'sion, 
\\ nil the s ghs of ‘alnwondasec, 

1 ill the air Si eiiicd full of snow flakes, 
I nil of tliistk down the prairie, 

\nd the mild with li ur like snii'hinc 
\ anislicd from his sij lit fo- cvxr , 
Never more did Slnwonthiscc 
See the maid v ith jclloT tre 'cs I 
Poor di-hidcd Shaw ondascc I 
“I vv as no w Oman that j on g t-t tl at, 

I ' a no m iiden lint vou Tghed for, 
fwaslhe pnirit elandtlion 
Ihu throiKh all the drear) Slimmer 
^o^l had easeal at with 'ticli longing, 
loti In I It hed for with siieh pos-ion, 
\nil h id pufl' d nviav for ever, 

Plown mio the air with sighing 
Ml ' elihi'hrl Slnv ondxvce ' 

1 hi,s till I our Winds were divided, 
T lius tin sons of Mndjekci vvis 
Had their stations in the lieavcns, 

At the comers of the henvens , 

1 or hiinself the \\ t t-\\ ind only 
K-cpi iht might) Mudjclccwis. 


Ill 

IIlAWnniS CHILDHOOD 
Downw \kd through the cvcmnrivvi- 

I e 

in the da)s lint are forgotten 
[n the unrememberod nges 
1 rom the full moon fell No) omis, 
bell the beautiful \okonns 
"tib, but not a mother 
bhc was sporting with her women 
bv ng.ng .n a swing of gmiie vines, 

M i en her nval the reject, d 
J'«l?'is) and hatred 
^ut the leaf) swing asunder 

vsY""" ‘"'sibd grape vines, 

Dn^ affnghted 

^'ligM evening twi- 

On the the meadow , 

wn the praine full of blossoms. 

' said the people , 

}^m the sky a star is falling ' 

There "°tl mosses, 

'->0 the Muskoda), the meadow, 
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In the moonlight 'ind the staTlight, 
Fmr Nokonns bore -i dniighicr, 

And she coiled her nnmc Wenonah, 

! As the firstborn of her daughters 
I And the dauglttcr of Nokomts 
[ Grew up like the prune lilies, 

Grew a tall and slender maiden, 

With the bcauU of the moonlight, 

[ \\ ith the l)caiu> of the starlight 
I And No! onus warned her often, 

[ Sajing oft, and oft repeating, 
i •' O, beware of Mudjekcewis, 

I Of the West-Wind Mudjekcewis , 

\ Listen not to what he tells >ou , 

T-ie not down upon the meadow, 
Stoop not down among the Iihcs, 

Lest the West-Wind come and harm 
jou 1 

But she heeded not the warning. 
Heeded not those words of wisdom. 
And the West-Wind came at ctening. 
Walking hghtlj o cr the prainc, 
Whispcnng to the leaves and blos- 
soms. 

Bending low the flow ers and grasses. 
Found the beautiful Wenonah, 

Lying there among the lilies, 

Wooed her with his Vrords of sweet- 
ness. 

Wooed her wath his soft caresses, 

Till she bore a son in sorrow , 

Bore a son of love and sorrow 
Thus was bom my Hiawatha, 

Thus was bom the child of wonder , 
But the daughter of Nokomis, 
Hiawatha s gentle mother, 

In her anguish died deserted 
By the West- Wind false and faith- 
less, 

By the heartless Mudjekeew is 
For her daughter long and loudly 
Wailed and wept the sad Nokomis , 
“O that I were dead 1 ' she mur- 
mured, 

’ O that I were dead, as thou art 1 
No more work, and no more weeping, 
Wahonomin 1 Wahonomin 1 

By the shores of Githchc Gurnee, 
By the shining Big-Sca Water, 

! Stood the vvigw'am of Nokomis, 

i Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis 
Dark behind it rose the forest, 

Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees, 
1 Rose the firs with cones upon them , 

! Bnght before it beat the water, 

I Beat the clear and sunny water, 

I Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water 
I There the wrinkled, old Nokomis 
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Nursed the little Hiawatha, 

Rocked him in his linden cradle. 
Bedded soft m moss and rushes. 
Safely bound with reindeer smews , 
Stilled his fretful wail bj sajang, 
"Hush! the naked bear will get 
thee 1 ’ 

Lulled him into slumber, singing, 
''Ewa-)ca 1 my little owlet ! 

I Who IS this, that lights the wagwam ? 
With his great eyes lights the wig- 
wam? 

Ewa-yca 1 my little owlet 1 ” 

Many things Nokomis taught him 
Of the stars that shine m heaven , 
Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet, 
Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses , 

Showed the Death Dance of the spirits 
Warriors with their plumes and war- 
clubs, 

Flanng far aw aj to northward 
In the frostv" nights of Winter , 
Showed the broad, white road in 
heaven, 

Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows, 
Running straight across the heavens, 
Crowded with the ghosts, the sha- 
dows 

At the door on summer evenings 
Sat the little Hiawatha 
Heard the whispcnng of the pine- 
trees. 

Heard the lapping of the water, 
bounds of music words of wonder , 

" Minnc-wav/a I said the pine-trees, 

" Mudvvay-aushka I said the water 
Saw the firefly Wah-wah-taysec, 
Flitting through the dusk of evening, 
With the twinkle of its candle 
Lighting up the brakes and bushes, 

And he sang the song of children. 

Sang the song Nokomis taught him 
“ Wah vvah-taysce, little fire-fly. 

Little, flitting white-fire insect. 

Little, dancing, white-fire creature, 
Light me with >our liittle candle, 

Cre upon my bed I lay me. 

Ere in sleep I close my eyelids 1 " 

Saw the moon nse from tlie water 
Rippling, rounding from the water, 
Saw the flecks and shadows on it, 
Whispered, " What is that, Noko- 
mis ? ’ 

And the good Nokomis answered 
" Once a trarrior, very angry, 

Seized his grandmother, and tlirc*7 
her 

Up into the sky at midnight , 
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Right against the moon he threw her , 
Tis her body that )'ou see there." 

Saw the rainbow in the heaten, 

In the eastern sky the rainbow, 
Whispered Whatisthat Nokomis?’ 
And the good Nokomis ansaercd 
" Tis the heaven of flowers you see 
there 

All the wild flowers of the forest, 

All the hhes of the praine, 

When on earth they fide and pcnsh. 
Blossom in that heaven above us 
When he heard the ow Is at midnight. 
Hooting laughing in the forest, 

" What IS that ? he cned in terror , 
"Whatisthat 'hesaid, ‘ Nokomis?' 
And the good Nokomis answered 
* That IS but the owl and owlet, 
Talking in their nauve language. 
Talking, scolding at each other ' 
Then the little Hiawatha 
pamed of every bird its language, 
Learned their names and alt then- 
secrets 

How they bunt their nesu m Summer, 
WhCTe they hid themselves m Wnter, 
Talked with them wheneer he met 
them, 

" Hia\\*athas Chickens " 
Uf all beasts he learned the Ian- 
^ua^C rsecrf»t< 

“d '“l their 

wi7 built their lodges 

awms, 

Whl .w ran so swifUy. 

Why the rabbit was so Umid, 
Talked^wuh them wheneer he met 

"I^wathas Brothers 
HJtif ^ 500 ffreat boaster. 

He the marvellous story-teller 
He he traveller and the talk^ 
of old Nokomis,’ 
lade a tow for Hiawatha 
From a branch of ash he mkde it 

^4,!^\=ord he made of deer skm 

^enhesaidtoHiawatto ^ 

WwT’ '“to the forest 

KiU u| ftenl together, 

Kniforusadew“,^^‘'“f*'' 

Proudly 


" Do not shoot us, Hiawatha 1” 

Sang the Opcchec the robin. 

Sang the blue bird the Owaissa, 

“ Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!" 

Up the oak tree close beside him, 
Sprang the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 

In and out among the branches. 
Coughed and chattered from the oak- 
Irce, [mg, 

Laughed, and said between his Laugh 
Do not shoot me, Hiawatha 1 
And the rabbit from his pathway 
Leaped aside, and at a distance 
Sat erect upon Ins haunches, 

Half m fear and half in frohe. 

Saying to the little hunter, 

" Do not shoot me Hiawatha ! ' 

But he heeded not, nor heard them. 
For his thoughts were with the red 
deer , 

On tlieu- traeks his eyes were fastened. 
Leading downward to the river, 

To the ford across the nver 
And as one in slumber walked he. 

Iliddcn in the alder-bushes. 

There he waited Ull the deer came, 

Tdl he saw two antlers lifted. 

Saw two eyes look through the thicket, 
^vv two nostrils point to windward. 
And a deer came down the pathway 
mcckcd with leafy light and shadow 
And his heart within him fluttered. 
Trembled hke the leaves above him. 
Like the birch leaf palpitated 

the deer came down the pathway 
Then upon one knee uprising, 
Wia\vathi, aimed an arrow , 

^rcc a iwjz moved \vith his motion, 
^carcc a leaf ^\as stirred or rustled, 
uut the wary roebuck started, _ 
S^ped with all his hoofs together, 
Listento wath one foot uplifted, 

^ped as if to meet the arrow , 

^ I the singing, fatal arrow, 

and stung him 1 

Bv ivf forest, 
“cross the nver , 
heart no longer. 

As shouted and exulted, 

And the red deer homeward, 
^lagoo and Nokomis 
■p ^ coming" ^vlth applauses 

hlTto a w Nokomis 

From Hiawatha, 

Mato a Nokomis 

All the ^ honour 

the village came and feasted, 
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An the fTUcsts pniscd llia«atln, 
CaJIcd him Sirong-Hcart, Soin gc- 
taln I [tnyscc I 

Called him Loon-Heart, Malm go 

-IV. 

HIAWATHA AND MUD- 
JCKEEWIS. 

Out of childhood into manhood 
Now had grown my Hiawatha, 

Skilled in all the enft of hunters, ) 
s m 


Learned m nil the lore of old men. 

In all youthful sports and pastimes, 

In all manly arts and labours. 

Swift of foot was Hiawatha , 

He could shoot an arrow from him. 
And run forward with such flcctncss, 
That the arrow fell behind him I 
Strong of arm was Hiawatha , 

He could shoot ten arrows upward 
Shoot them with such strength and 
sttiflncss. 

That the tenth had left the bow-string 
Ere the first to earth had fallen 1 
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He had mittens Mmjekahwun, 
Magic mittens made of deer skin , 
\\'hen upon his hands he wore them 
He could smite the rocks asunder, 

He could gnnd them into powder 
He had moccasons enchanted 
Magic moccasons of deer skin , 

■\Vhen he bound them round his ankles 
When upon hts feel he tied them 
At each stndc a mile he measured 1 
Much he questioned old Nokorais 
Of Ills father Mudjckeewis 
Learned from her the fatal secret 
Of the beauty of his mother 
Of the falsehood of his father , 

And hrs heart was hot wathm him, 
Like a Inang coal his heart was 
Then he said to old \okoniis, 

' I will go to Mudjekeewas 
See how fares it wath m\ father 
At the doorwaj-s of the West Wind 
At the portals of the Sunset ! 

From his lodge went Hiawatha 
Dressed for travel armed forhuntmtr 
Or«Md m dccr-skin shirt and leggings 
Richly wrought with quills and w tun- 
pum 

On his head his eagle-feathers 

In his hand his bow of ash wood 
strung with smews of the reindeer 
^ his quit er oaken arrow s 
Tipped with jasper, winged with fca- 
tners , 

w Hi Mmfckahwain 

W lA his moccasons enchanted. 
^\aming said the old Nokoniis 
O Hiawatha I 

10 the kingdom of the West Wind 

7° Hi" Mudjekeewas, ’ 
But ttefcwless Hiawatha ^ 

H "°uwn s warning 
Fwh he strode into the forest ^ ’ 

waidH™"^"'^ westward, west 

Crossed theru7h^nrteo°"a;baw. 


Crossed the mighty Mississippi, 
Passed the Mountains of the Prune, 
Passed the land of Crows and Foxes, 
Passed the d\ clhngs of the Blackfeet, 
Came unto the rocka Mountains 
To the kingdom of the West-Wind, 
AWiere upon the gustj summits 
Sit the ancient Iiludjckcewis, 

Ruler of the winds of hcaacn 
Filled vath awe wns Hiawatha 
At the aspect of his father 
On the air about him wildly 
Tossed and streamed his cloudy 
tresses 

Gleamed like dnfting snow his tresses, 
Glared like Ishkoodali the comet 
Like the star with Sen tresses 
Filled with joy was Mudjekeewas 
kVhen he looked on Hiawatha 
Saw his youlli rise up licfort him. 

In the face of Hiawatha, 

S.aw the beauty of Wenonah 
From the grave nse up before him 
‘ Welcome 1 said 1 o " Hiawatha, 
To the kingdom of the West- Wind ! 
^ng hate 1 been waiting for sou 1 
\outh is lovely age is lonely. 

Youth IS ficrv ago is frosty , 

Ton bnng back the dais departed. 
You bnng back m\ youth of passion. 
And the bcauUful Wenonah 1 
Many da\s thc\ talked together. 
Questioned, listened, waited, an- 
swered 

Much the mighty Mudjckeewis 
iw^tcd of his ancient prowess, 

Uf his pcnlous adventures, 

His indomilAblc counra, 

His mvtilncnblc body 
Patiently sat Hiawatha, 

Listening to his father s boasting , 
Ti?.*" V"’' und listened 

neither threat nor menace 

betraved him, 

But his heart was hot widiin him 
’''■■'ug coal his heart was. 

Iben he said O Mudjekeewas 
NmH, that can harm you ? 

'hat you arc afraid of? ’ 
"I'Shty Mudjekccvvis 
An<nrm7I^ gracious in his boasting 
There is notlimg, 

No h ng but the black rock yonder, 

aHI ? ''H' Waw beek. 

And he looked at Hiawatha 

WBth a benignant, 

L<»kprt Pu'umnl, 

Looked with pride upon the beauty 
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)l 1 i'!i I!'; r<'ol‘: ukI filirLS 
1 .>•'?) tlir niij in of llir iiindo'’', 

I ii n iv' O' th' ri ml Imlrtiili , 

1 f'n -n 1 1 1,1 1 htir-lu i! Jim itlia 
fii' n fv'"m dip til iiiK Lonflict, 
Fitiil to h 1 (1 niiio'i" tiic monntims 
I ^ , 11 li rytic '(-ff iiintl the nolc , 

I iT" kt ItfU, I'lC ,’ri it W IV i , 

II, 'tin ilm c'lf’'- inuntl th' ni 
U"( re’ n't fitp, -tl ins win i ohoic 
tl t-i 

I i'vr 'i n!! 'rt ^ in tiie tempest 
tV* n"il !i hr'l iljr pnni IniHisli 
Mill in n 1 «!:■. I m e mul liriw 
< o hmr hil the iTal W awl)' ck , 
liU liie t 'Vlh nl rmt witii tlic tuiiluU 
vr,'l cnifir o i of thr Inttk 
\fiit i' '' ir u ns fuii of slinntini,'', 

An 1 iht t .till'’ r <t< il i monnniiis 
^tirt( p "1 '(fi 1 " I’nim itnl 
I’lfi ri r >ir! '}ii(i;i) -tns 
1 1 h j) t 1 1 n I'll oLvtht. niriininni'* 
urn! tinr nc trj do sn the moiin 


1 1 ns 

Tl 'ri. \ 1 I r \ " vr n-mert fislmng 

" il , ivi J ’ > III i Mtin 
I o 11 c il V n 1 of tht \VlsI-\\ ino, 

. 1 .1 1'lr p IT ih o'" tim t'uns' t 
1 fi the c irth s n iiMtcs, tiordcr, 

I \VI rm m o the cmpu 'pici.s 
, S' nk' i)i‘ 'iin I- 1 flninirn'o 
Jlr-i, s into 1 cr )i t nt nirlithll 
!fi t'r tin-lnnclmh mnr h< s [krrwis 

* • Hold' "i ('I'lih ern-d Mudje- 
> ■ Ho’ 1 mv on tin Hnwntln ' 

1 I r mum ihir to kill nic 
( i.r ><u cannot ! ill the iinmortnl 
j I ' nit PI t son to th trni 
f Put to i non nrd ptne )Our coiingc , 
! No 0 C I'C the pn c ot 1 iloiir ! 

! 'GnlMo to)oiirhomi nndpcoplc, 
' Lnr -lino ig I'ltm tod nmong '■hem 

* Clemsc the nnh fioin nil tint 


In III’' it 

flnrihi fphiii grounds and n vers, 

I Mti ill monster'- and magicnns, 

' All the gimts. the WcndirocN 
1 All the serpents tl e Ken ihccks, 

As } tJcM the Mphe kfokiva 
bleu the Great Ifcnrof the mountains 
•' And at last when Death draws 
ne.ar)oti , 

When the nwful c>cs of PaufTuk 
Glare tipon joti m the darkn«s 
1 nil! share my ) mgdom with >ou, 
Killer shall >ou be tbcnccforwnrd 
Of thcNorlfi West Wind Keen a; dm. 
Of till- home wind, the Keewajd 
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Thai was fought that famous battle 
In the dreadful daj’s of Shah shah, 

In the days long since departed 
In the kingdom of the West Wind 
SuII the hunter secs its tnccs 
Scattered far o er hill and vallex , 

Secs the giant bulrush growang 
By the ponds and water courses 
Secs the masses of the Wawbeek 
Lyang still m e\cry \-allcy 
Homeward now went Hiawatha 
Pleasant was the landscape round him, 
Pleasant was the air aboxc him, 

For the bitterness of anger 
Had departed wholly from him 
From his brain the thought of xen- 
geance, 

From his heart the burning fexcr 
Only once his pace he slackened. 
Only once he paused or halted 
Paused to purchase heads of arrows 
Of the ancient Arrow maker 
In the kand of the Dacotahs ' 
the falls of Minnehaha* 
flash and gleam among tlic oak trees 
Laugh and leap into the xallcx 
Tlicrc tlic ancient Arrow niakir 
Made Ins anow heads of sandstone 
Arrow heads of chalcedony 
Arrow hCTds of Hint and jasper 
Smoothed and sharpened at the edges 

With h^^moods of shade and sun- 
Cycs ‘h^t^smiled and frowned alter 
Feet as rapid as the mer 

Tr^es now mg hke the water 

A«ss3'4avi.i„.„ 

AramT & 1 cha&ny^"^""' 

In the land of the Dacotahs? 


= Ui S'S'.ra 


Was It not to sre the maiden. 

See the face of Laughing Water 
Peeping from bchiml ihc airtaln 
Hear the nistling of her garments 
From behind the xx axing airtain. 

As one sees il c Minnehaha 
Gleaming, gkanang tlirongh the 
branches. 

As one hears the I-angliing A\ ntcr 
From behind its screen of branches? 
Who shall say xvhat thoughts and 
xisions 

Fill the fiery brains of youn-r men? 

\\ ho shall tay xxliat dreams of beauty 
Filled the heart of Hmxxatha? 

All he told to old Nokomis 
When he reached tlic lodge at sunset, 
W^as the meeting xxath his father. 

Was his fight xxith Miidjckecxxis ; 

Not a wonl he said of aaows 
Not a xxord of Laughing Water I 


inu\ \TIlAs FASTING 

\ou sliill hnr liow Hiawaitlia 
Prayed and fastnl in the forest, 

Not for greater skill in hunting. 

Not for grratcr craft in iixhing. 

Not for triumphs m the Kattle, 

And renown among the xx amors. 

But for profit of the people 
Forailxantagc of the nations 
First he bmlt a lodge for fasting, 

Built a wigwam in the fon^t. 

By the shining Big S-a Water, 

In tlic blithe and pleasant bpnng* 
iimt 

In tlic Moon of Leaxes he built it 
^d xxath dreams and xasions many, 
oc^n xvholc day s and nights he fasted 
,On the first day of his fasting 
Through the leafy woods he xxnn- 
dered , 

^aw the deer start from the thicket, 

"'X die rabbit in Ins burrow 
Heart the pheasant, Benn drumming, 
snuirrel Adjidaumo, 

Rattling in lus horde of acorns 
the pigeon, the Omcme 
Ana ! among the pine trees, 

m flocks the XX ild goose Wawa, 

^ng to the fcnhnds northxxmrd, 

''^''ing far aboxe him 
xMaster of Life F be cned, despond- 

"Miici 1 [things? ’ 

"lust our hx-cs depend on these ' 
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O t sii' t r\i of 1 1 f'ottn;' 
rtr tlic nvi*' * l-*inV, be 
ilrfitt-’h t! - ‘'fioVo'It^ tl e m'ndon, 
Mw. i! - witf! I! Vlihno n^nri 
Sao Ui* \fr"'ibn 

\r- i • •nvV"% O'* ill nm, 

Afd i! *• po'> '''nhbonnn 
Atvi lb'- \t '*■ 'll** ITl"V’)p«l, 

'I t nr *' nr thr fH'r li-inclic": 

} i! Tt" nil !*'o nr Aith frn mncc ' 
M'vrr* o‘ I (£>' Jiccril t’c'-ponil- 

! t*, 

fit !or on tlic'c 

tU‘r' ' ' 

On liir t' tri5 da', rf li ' fnninr 
Ihr bV.o I n < n -nJ pmilrrrd, 
ti (. nx .) in50*jrn*rnt wnlrr, 
t',» 4M ri rnn, Nniinw Inpmf 
■Vniurnf <! OJ s Ijt-'* Ir-n! ol wnm 

J IfT 

tl'f tf'ilo V pn-c’i ilif M5n\ 1, 

1 -iKt n ‘ntiVam in ihr v-vir^ 

''l«- «*,r niLn,, thr ' 

And ibr Irfnnr Olabibwi' 

And ih'- ’''lA'xrx.br*. d r cm x frh ' 
"Mavcrof Ii<"' lie er-- 1 de'pond 
Inf 

‘ \tnr ojr b.'rn t5<-,vnd on lln"r 

On »)ir fpiiftb ihx nf li x fx'.tmf 
In IiLi Ii'df;** bn I" rtlnusird 
Vfonn ht< conch of nnd limnclic’! 

Ga-inr '>Mih 1 nU op-n Cj-rlid'; 

Fid! Of 'JndoM) drcnnii nnd \ision'. 
On ll e drav, s.\nntniinr Inrdscnpc, 
On t! 0 flrntninf of tlic anicr. 

On tfir -f I r ('onr o' tlr nins^'t 
And hr mv, n ouih nppro-ncWnir, 
Dnreved n , nnnent!; fincn nnd ' ellow, 
( om nr i> roogJi i!)c purple tnilipiit 
11'roi fh die jpVndonr of the 
Pluiiiw f*rtcT\ Ik'tI o cr his forciicia, 

And Ini Inir mis lofi ^nd folden- 
hnndmf nt tl.c open doonn), 
I-onf !ie lool rd nl Hhimilin, 

Ijookcd Mil!) P I' cornp-vston 
On his uasicd form nnd fenturcs. 

And, in ncccnti lAc tlie '■if ninp 
Of lh^ irouih Wind in the tree tops, 
bnid Jic O m> lliaimtln ' 

All >ouf pmsers nrc licard in nca\(n, 
lor jou pri\ not life the others. 

Not for pmter O dl In liuntinf, 
h>oi for prenter crifi in fisliing. 

Not for triumph in tlic battle 
A’or rcnoi n nmong the si arnors, 

But for profit of the people, 

For ndsmugc of the nations, 
ini 


From llie Master of Life dcsccnd- 

j !nn-, 

1 1 t!te friend of man, Mondamin, 

I Come to \iarn ton nnd instruct >ou, 

1 How In stniCflc nnd In labour 
You shall gam what sou base prated 
for 

Rise up from sour bed of brandies 
I Rise O south, nnd s\ resile isitli me ! 

1 nint SI till famine Hiawatha 
s-tarted from Ins lied of branches, 

I roin the twilight of his wipnm 
Forth into the flush of sunset 
Can c and ss resiled siitli Mondinim , 
At his toueh he felt net courage 
Tlirobbinr in his btaiis and bosom, 

I di new life and hope and sigour 
* Run througli csers nerse and fibre 
bo t!ie> wreuled there together 
In the glor) of the sunset, 

And the more thej sirosc and strug- 
gled 

Sironrtr still gmt Hmmtim , 

1 ill the rlarkncss fell around them, 

\nd the heron the bhuh sliuh-gah 
From her liaunts among the fcnlands, 
Gave a cr) of lamentation 
Gate a 'Cream of pain nnd famine, 

' *Tis enough I then said .Monda- 
nun 

bniihng upon Hiasmtha, 

’‘But to-morros , sshen the sun sets, 

I ssill come ngain to ir) )ou 

And he s-inisbcd, and was seen not , 

Whether sinking as the rain sinks, 

W hether nsing ns tlic mists nse, 
Hlasmtlm saw not, knew not, 

Only sow tliai he had sanislicd, 
Ixanng him alone nnd fainting, 

With the mist) lake below him 
And the reeling stars aboic him 
On the morrow and the next da) 
Wdicn the sun through heasen dc 
Ecending 

Like a red and burning cinder 
From the hearth of the Great Spint, 
Fell into the western waters. 

Came Mondnnun for the tnal. 

For the strife wall Hiawatha 
Came ns silent os the dew comes 
From the empty nir appearing. 

Into empty nir reluming 
Taking shape when earth it touches 
But invisible to till men 
In Its coming and its going 
Tliiicc the) svTCStlcd there together, 
In the glory of the sunset, 

Till the darkness fell around them. 
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Till the heron the Shuh shuh gnh 
From her hnunts among the fenlands 
Uttered her loud crj of famine, 

And Mondamm paused to listen 
Tall and beautiful he stood there. 

In his garments grcui and jcllow , 

To and fro his plumes abori. him 
Wat cd and nodded with his breathing 
And the sweat of the encounter 
Stood hhe drops of dew upon him 
And he cned " O Hiawatha 1 
Bravely have ) ou wrestled w ith me 
Thnce hat e tvTestled stoutlt t ith me. 
And the Master of Life who sees us. 
He will give to 5 on the triumph 1 
Then he smiled, and sam To- 
morrow 

Is the last day of jour conflict 
Is the last dat of jour fasting 
Yon will conquer and o crcoiiie me , 
Make a bed for me to he in. 

Where the ram may fall upon me. 
Where the sun may come and warm 
me 

Stop these garments, green and 
jellow 

Strip this nodding plumage from me, 
Laj mo in the earth and make it 
Soft and loose and light abotc me. 

Let no hand disturb mj slumber 
Let no weed nor t orm molest me ' 
^t not Kahgahgee the ra\-en 
wme to haunt me and molest me 
Only come yonrself to watch me 
™ I w-ake and start and quicken 
lifl I leap into the snnshme. 

And thus -nying he departed 
Peacefiillj slept Hiawatha, 

But he heard the Waw onaissa. 

Heart rte whippoorwatl complaining 
Perchrt upon his lonely wagwam , 
Heart the rushing Sibowisha 

nppling near him 
talking to the darksome forest 
H^ the sighing of the branches, 

^ they hfted and subsided 

F^^ffrer slumber 

pSfcrHSr'-”!- 

^me wath food for HiWthT ^’ 

S? hl^hin""^ 'Wd bewauhng 

JSf&SSS'SKS' 

Only said to ht""Nro;;i°ir'’=^“«- 


Wait until the sun is setting. 

Till the darkness falls around us. 

Till the heron the Shuh shuh-gah, 
Crjmg from the desolate marshes, 
Tells us that the daj is ended. 

Homeward weeping a ent Nokomis, 
Sorrowing for Iier Hiawatha 
Feanng lest his strength should fail 
him 

Lest his fasting should be fahak 
He meanwhile sat we-in waiting 
For the coming of Mondamm, 

Till the shadoi s pointing eastward. 
Lengthened over field and forest 
Till the sun dropped from the heaven. 
Floating on the waters westward, 

\s a red leaf in the Autumn 
Falls and fiaats upon the water, 

Falls and sinks into its bosom 
And behold 1 the joung Mondamin, 
With his soft and sliinmg tresses 
With his garments green nnd jclIow, 
Wth his long and glossv plnmnge, 
Stood and licckoncd nt the doonmy 
And as one m slumber walking, 

Pale and haggard but undaunted, 
From the wiga am Hiawatha 
Came and wrestled with Mondamm 
Round about him spun the land- 
scape, 

Sky and forest reeled together 
And Ills strong heart leaped within 
him. 

As the sturgeon leaps and struggles 
In a net to break its meshes. 

Like a nng of fire around him 
Blazed and flared the red honron, 

And a hundred suns seemed looking 
At the combat of the w rcsllcrs 
Suddenly upon the greensward. 

All alone stood Hiawatha 
^nting with his wild exertion, 
Palpitating vath the struggle , 

And before him breathless, lifeless, 
^y the jouth, with bair dishevelled 
Plumage tom and garments tattered, 
there in the sunset 
And victorious Hiawatha 
Made the grave as he commanded 
otnppcd the garments from Monda- 

- piini 

otnppcd his tattered plumage from 
^^d him m the earth and made it 
A j nnd light above him , 

no the heron the Shuh shuh gah, 
rrom the mekancholj moorlands 
wvc a cry of lamentation 
tea cry of pain and anguish 1 
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Sang of death and life undying 
In the Islands of the Blessed, 

In the kingdom of Ponemah, 

In the land of the Hereafter 
Very dear to Hiawatha 
Was the gentle Chibnbos 
He the best of all musicians, 

He the s\\ectest of all singers , 

For his gentleness he loved him. 

And the magic of his singing 
Dear, too unto Hiawatha 
Was the very strong man, Kwasmd 
He the strongest of all mortals 
He the mighuest among many 
For his very strength he loved him 
For his strength allied to goodness 
Idle m his youth was Kwasmd 
Very listless dull and dreamy 
Never played wath other children. 
Never fished and never hunted 
Not like other children was he 
But thev saw that much he fasted 
Much his Manito entreated 
Much besought his Guardtan Spint 
„ f^t'asmd I said his mother 
T never help me 1 

In the Summer you are roaming. 

Idly m the fields and forests ® 

O cowering 

^ ‘he wigwm ! 

In the eldest days of Winter 

fishing, 

"‘‘h my nets you never help me 1 
^the door my nets are hanging 
^PPing freezing wath the w-atir 
^ondvvnng them, YenaduzH 
Go and dry them in the sunshine ! 
Slowly from the ashes Kwasmrf 

Dnpp.ng,fro,^.ng^^^,W^^ 

Such the sfiength was m his fingers 

ward." ^ “ hunting home 

Dowat a narrow -oasc tw 

dered ‘h®) wan- 

Where oS^’S’dS^^ 


Marked the soft mud on the margin. 
Till they found all further jaassage 
Shut against them barred securely 
By the trunks of trees uprooted, 

I ying lengthwise lying crosswise, 
And forbidding further passage. 

We must go back, said the old 
man, 

' Oer these logs wc cannot clamber , 
Not a woodchuck could get through 
them. 

Not a squirrel clamber o'er them 1 ’ 
\nd straghtway his pipe he lighted. 
And sat down to smoke and ponder 
But before his pipe was finished, 

Lo I the path was cleared before him, 
All the trunks had Kwasmd lifted, 

I o the nght hand to the left hand. 
Shot the pine trees sw ift as arrows, 
Hurled the cedars light as lances 
' I-azy Kwasmd ! said the young 
men. 

As thev sported in the meadow, 
hy stand idly looking at us 
I-caning on the rock behind you ? 
Come and wrestle wath the others, 

Let us pitch the quoit together 1 ' 

Lazv Kwasmd made no answer, 

To their challenge made no answer, 
Only rose and slowlv turning, 

&ized the huge rock m his fingers. 
Tore It from its deep foundation. 
Poised It m the air a moment. 

Pitched It sheer into the nver, 
mto the swjft Pauwating, 
vVhere it still is seen m Summer 
Once as down that foaming nver, 
^wai the rapids of Pauwating, 
Kw^nd sailed with his companions. 
In the stream he saw a beaver 
Saw Ahmeck the King of Beavers 
Struggling w ith the rushing currents 
in the water 

Without speaking, without pausing, 
Kwasmd leaped into the river 
ringed beneath the bubbhngsurface, 
Inrtmgh the whirlpools chased the 
beaver 

Follovvcd him among the iskands 
so long beneath the water, 
that his temfied companions 

u * good bye to Kwasmd 1 
« e shall nev cr more see Kwasmd ! " 
BUI he reappeared tnumphant, 
shining shoulders 
ght the b^ver, dead aiid 
dnppmg, 

sought the King of all the Beavers 


the song of HIAWATHA 


And these t\\o, as I ha\e told you. 
Were the fnends of Hiawatha, 
Chibiabos, the musician. 

And the verj strong man, Kwasind 
Long thej h\ed in peace together. 
Spake with naked hearts together, 
Pondenng much and much contnving 
How the tribes of men might prosper 




HIAWATHA S SAILING 
•'Give me of jour bark, O Buch- 
Tree! 

Of your yellow bark, O Birch-Trec ! 
Growing by the rushing ni.er 
Tall and stately m the valley 1 
I a light canoe w ill bmld me. 

Build a swift Chcemaun for saihng. 
That shall float upon the n\ er. 

Like a jellow leaf in Autumn, 

Like a jeUow water lily ' [Tree 1 

‘ ‘ Lay aside your cloak, O Birch- 
Lay aside your white-skin \vrapper. 
For the Summer-Ume is coming, 

And the sim is warm in hea^•cn, 

And you needno white-skin wxapper ' 
Thus aloud cried Hiawatha 
In the sohtary forest. 

By the rushing Taquamenaw, 

When the birds were smging gailj, 

In the Moon of Lea\es were singing. 
And the sun, from sleep awaking. 
Started up and said, “ Behold me ! 
Geezis, the great Sun, behold me > 
And the tree wath all its branches 
Rustled in the breeze of morning. 
Saying, with a sigh of pauence, 

"Take my cloak, O Hiawatha" ’ 
With his knife the tree he girdled , 
Just beneath its low est branches. 

Just abo\ e the roots, he cut it 
Till the sap came oozing outward , 
Down the trunk, from top to bottom, 
Sheer he cleft the bark asunder 
With a wooden wedge he raised it 
Stnpped It from the trtmk unbroken 
" Gn e me of j our boughs, O Cedar, 
Of } our strong and phant branches. 
My canoe to make more steady. 

Make more strong and firm beneath 
me ' ■ 

Through the summit of the Cedar 
Went a sound, a cry of horror, 

Went a murmur of resistance , 

But it whispered, bending downward, 
" Tike my boughs, O Hiawatha I 
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Down he hew ed tlie boughs of cedar. 
Shaped them straightway to a frame- 
work, [them. 

Like two bows he formed and shaped 
Like two bended bows together 
" Give me of your roots, O Tama- 
rack ' 

Of jour fibrous roots O Larch-Tree 
My canoe to bind together. 

So to bind the ends together, 

Tliat the w ater may not enter. 

That the nver may not w et me ! ’* 

And the Larch, wrth all its fibres, 
Shivered in the air of morning. 
Touched its forehead wath its tassels. 
Said with one long sigh of sorrow, 
"Take them all, O Hiawatha 1 
From the earth he tore the fibres 
Tore the tough roots of the Larch- 
Tree, 

Closely sewed the bark together, 
Bound It closelj to the framcworlc 
'Give me of your balm, O Fir- 
Tree ! 

Of your balsam and j our resin, 

So to close the seams together 
That the water may not enter, 

Tliat the nv er may not w et me ' ’ 

And the Fir-Tree, tall and sombre 
Sobbed through aU its robes of dark- 
ness. 

Rattled like a shore wath pebbles 
Answered wailing, answered weeping, 

‘ Take my balm, O Hiawatha ! 

And he took the tears of balsam. 
Took the resin of the Fir-Tree, 
Smeared therewath each scam and 
fissure. 

Made each crevice safe from water 
" Give me of jour quills, O Hedge- 
hog 1 [hog ' 

Ml your quills O Kagh, the Hedge- 
I will make a necklace of them, 

Make a girdle for mj beauty, 

■\nd two stars to deck her bosom ’ ’ 
From a hollow tree the Hedgehog 
With his sleepy ejes looked at him. 
Shot his shimng quiUs like arrows, 
Saying, wath a drowsy murmur. 
Through the tangle of his whiskers, 

“ Take my quiUs, O Hiawatha ! ’ 
From the ground the quills he 
gather^. 

All the little shining arrows. 

Stained them red and blue and j ellow 
With the juice of roots and berries , 
Into his canoe he wrought them. 
Round Its waist a shmmg girdle, 
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Round Its bous n glcnminj ncckhcc, 
On Its breast tuo stars resplendent 
Thus the Birch Canoe teas budded 
Inthc\allej bythentcr, 

In the bosom of tlic forest 
A.nd the forest s hfewas m it, 

Its mjstcrj and its magic, 

All the hghtness of the birch tree, 

\I1 the toughness of the cedar, 

Ml the larch s supple smevvs , 

And it floated on the ntcr 
Like n)dlo\v leaf in Autumn, 

Like a jellow iiater hl\ 

Paddles none had Hiawitha 
Paddles none he had or needed. 

For his thoughts as paddles scrvaid 
him 

\nd his washes sened to guide him 
bwaft or slow at wall he glided, 

\ eered to right or left at pleasure. 
Then he called aloud to Kw*asind 
To his friend the strong man 
Kw-ismd 

ba>ang Help me clear this mar, 
ur its sunken logs and 'andbars. 

Straight into the n\cr Kwasind 
mungod as if he were an otter, 

Doie as if he were a beaw, 

Sto^ up to his waist in water. 

To nis ArTTv-pus in ihc nver 
Swam and shouted in the nver 

branches 

\S ith h^ hands he scooped the sand 
oars 

With his feet the ooio and tangle. 
And thus sailed mi Hiawatlu 
'■t T-^'i^nienaw, 

Sailed through all its bends and wand 

"’‘"“sIe?," "" ■‘“i» •» 

^'u^anrirf^'’" the shallows waded 
Up and down the nver went thcT 
among Its islands ^ 


M^e aad certain. 


^Meapathi^forthrp^pT 

tLmoun 

Tothe w-aters ofPauwatinir 
Tothebaj ofTaquam J 


Mil 

H1A\V\TH\S hlSIILVG 

FoKTJt upon the Gitchc Gumcc, 

On the shining Big Sea Water, 

With his fishing line of cedar, 
or the twasted bark of cedar, 

Portli to c-atcli the sturgeon N’ahtrm, 
Miihc Nalima, King ol Kislies 
In his birch canoe cttiltlng 
All alone went Hiawatha 

Ilirough the clear, transpanmi water 
He could »ee the fishes swimming 
far down in the depths below him 
Sec t lie tcllow perch thcSali'M, 

Like a sunbeam In the water. 

Sec die Shawgashec the crar fish, 

1 tkc a spider on the bottom 
On the sshite and sand) liottom 
\t the 'tern sat Hiawatha, 

Ith his fishing line of cctLar 
In his plume the brcerc of morning 
Biased ns in the hemlock limnciics , 
On the bows with tail erected, 

Sat the squirrel Adjidaumo 
In his fur the brccte of morning 
Plajed as in the prune grasses 
On the white sand of the bottom 
Ka\ the monster Mishe-Nahma 
I-a) the sturgeon King of Fishes , 
Through his gills ho bT:athcd the 
"■atcr, 

IMth his fins he fanned and w innowaai. 
Mith his tail he swept the sand floor 
There he la) in all Ids armour 
On each side a shield to guard him 
Oates of bone upon his forehead 
Dowti his sides and bad and shoulders 
Plates of bone with spines projecting ! 
Painted was he with nis war paints, 
Stnpcs of )adIow, red and aiurc 
Spots of browTi and spots of sable 
And he lay there on the bottom 
Fanning w ith his fins of purple. 

As above him Hiawatha 
aJr b's birch canoe came sailing 
''■Jb bis fisliing-hne of cedar 
Take my bait I cned Hiawatha 
Umvn into the depths beneath him 
lnkcm)bait O Sturgeon Nnhro' 
^me up from below the water 
us see ■rthich is the stronger I ’ 
^d he dropped liis line of cedar 
1 nrough the clear transparent water. 
Waited sainly for an answair, 

^ng sat waiting for an answer 
AM rcpcaUng loud and louder 
fake my bait, O King of Fishes ' 
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Quiet lav the sturgeon Nahma, 
Fanning slowly m the water, , 
Looking up at Hiawatha, 

Listening to his call and clamour. 
His unnecessary tumult, 

Till he weaned of the shouting , 

And he said to the Kenozha, 

To the pike, the Maskenozha, 

" Take the bait of this rude fellow. 
Break the hne of Hiawatha ' ’ 

In his fingers Hiaivatha 
Felt the loose hne jerk and tighten , 
As he drew it in, it tugged so 
j That the birch canoe stood endwise, 

( Like a birch log in the ivater, 

1 With the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 

I Perched and frisking on the summit. 

I Full of scorn ivas Hiaivatha 
i When he saw the fish nse upward, 

I Saw the pike, the Maskenozha, 

Coming nearer nearer to him. 

And he shouted through the water, 

I " Esa 1 esa I shame upon jou ! 
j You are but the pike, Kenozha, 

I You are not the fish I wanted, 

1 You are not the King of Fishes 1 

I Reeling downward to the bottom 
I Sank the pike in great confusion, 

I And the mighty sturgeon, Nahma, 

I Said to Ugudw ash, the sun-fish, 

[ "Take the bait of tins great boaster, 

! Break the line of Hiaivatha ! 

Slowly upw-ard, wavenng gleaming 
I Like a white moon m the wnter, 

' Rose the Ugudwash, the sun fish. 
Seized the line of Hiaivatha, 

Swung inth all his weight upon it. 
Made a whirlpiool in the water, 

' Whirled the birch canoe in circles, 

[ Round and round in gurgling eddies 
I Till the circles in the water 
1 Reached the far-off sandy beaches, 

I Till the water-flags and rushes 
I Nodded on the distant margins 
I But when Hiawatha saw him 

! Slowly rising through the water, 

I Lifting his great disc of whiteness, 

) Loud he shouted in dension, 
j “ Esa i esa 1 shame upon you ’ 

You are Ugudwash, the sun-fish, 

I You are not the fish I wanted 
1 You are not the King of Fishes 1 
I Wavenng downward, white and 

j ghastly, 

Sank the Ugudwash, the sun fish. 

And again the sturgeon, Nahma, 

1 Heard the shout of Hiawatha, 

I Heard his challenge of defiance. 


The unnecessary tumult. 

Ringing far across the water 
From the white sand of the bottom 
Up he rose wath angry gesture. 
Quivering in each nerve and fibre. 
Clashing all his plates of armour. 
Gleaming bnght with all his ivar-paint , 
In his wrath he darted upward. 
Flashing leaped into the sunshine. 
Opened his great jaws, and swallowed 
Both canoe and Hiawatha 
Down into that darksome cavern 
Plunged the headlong Hiawatha, 

As a log on some black river 
Shoots and plunges down the rapids. 
Found himself in utter darkness, 
Gropied about m helpless wonder. 

Till he felt a great heart beating. 
Throbbing in that utter darkness 
And he smote it in his anger. 

With his fist, the heart of Nahma, 

Felt the mighty King of Fishes 
Shudder through each nerve and fibre, 
Heard the \vatcr gurgle round him 
As he leaped and staggered through it. 
Sick at heart, and faint and weary 
Crossivise then did Hiawatha 
Drag his birch canoe for safety. 

Lest from out the jaws of Nahma, 

In the turmoil and confusion. 

Forth be might be hurled and pensh. 
And the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 

Frisked and chattered very gaily. 

Toiled and tugged with Hiawatha 
Till the labour was completed. 

Then said Hiawatha to him, 

O my little fnend, the squirrel. 
Bravely have you toiled to help me , 
Take the thanks of Hiawatha, 

And the name which now he gives you , 
For hereafter and for ever 
Boys shall call you Adjidaumo, 

Tail in-air the boys shall call y ou 1 ' 
And again the sturgeon Nahma, 
Gasped and quivered m the water, 

Then ivas sUU and drifted landward 
Till he grated on the pebbles. 

Till the listening Hiawatha 
Heard him grate upon the margin. 

Felt him strand upon the pebbies. 

Knew that Nahma, King of Fishes, 

Lay there dead upon the margin 
Then he heard a clang and flapping. 

As of many wngs assembling. 

Heard a screaming and confusion. 

As of birds of prey contending. 

Saw a gleam of light above him, 

Shining through the nbs of Nahma, 
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Saw the ghttennj eyes of sea-gulls, 

Of Kayoshk, the sea gulls, peenng. 
Goring at him through the opening. 
Heard them saying to each other, 

" Tis our brother Hiawatha 1 ’ 

And he shouted from below them, 
Cned exulting from the caverns 
" O ye sea gulls 1 O my brothers 1 
lhave slain the sturgeon Nahma 
Make the rifts a little larger, | 

With your claws the openings widen. 
Set me free from this d uk prison. 

And henceforward and for eier 
Men shall speak of your achievements. 
Calling you Kayoshk the sea gulls. 
Yes Kayoshk the Noble Scratcliers 1 
And the wild and clamorous sea- 
gulls 

Toiled with beak and claws together. 
Made the rifts and openings wider 
In the mighty nbs of Nahma, 

And from peril and from pnson. 

From tile body of the sturgeon. 

From the penl of the water. 

Was released ray Hiawatha. 

He was standing near his w igwnm. 
On the margin of the water 
Ynd he called to old Nokomis 
^ed and beckoned to Nokoniis 
Pointed to the sturgeon Nahma, 
Lying hfelcss on the pebbles. 

With the sea gulls feeding on him 
■' I have slam the Mishe Nahma 
Slran the Kmg of Fishes 1 said he 
Look ' th- sea guhs feed upon him. 
Yes my fnends Kayoshk the sea gulls 
j^ve^cm not away Nokomis ’ 
iney have saNcd me from great peril 
In the body of the sturgeon 
Wait untn their meal is ended 
Ti their craws are full wath feasting, 
lill they homeward fly at sunset 
lo thcT nests among the marshes 

Anrt your pots and kettles 

•And make oil for us m Winter 

TdUU “'1 the sunset 

Rn o.* night-sun, 
the tranquil avafer, 
fill Kayoshk the sated sea gulls 

To hia sleep went Hiawatha, 

And N okomis to her labour 

Tfllth?^‘’™V“*‘=t"°°tthght 

Till the .ky wls^d 


And Kayoshk, the hungry Sea gulls, 
Came back from the reedy islands. 
Clamorous for tlicir morning banquet. 
Three whole days and nights dter- 
nate 

Old Nokoniis and the sea gulls 
Stripped the oily flesh of Nahma, 

Till the waves washed through the 
nb-bones. 

Till the sea-gulls came no longer, 

\nd upon the sands lay nothing 
But the skeleton of Nahma 
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HIAWATHA AND THE PCARL- 
EEATHER 

Os the shores of Gitchc Gumec, 

Of the shining Dig Sea \\ nter 
btood Nokomis, the old woman 
Pointing wath her finger westward, 

O er the water pointing westward, 

To the purple clouds of sunset. 

Fiercely the red sun descending 
Burned Ins way along the heavens. 

Set the sky on fire behind him. 

As war-parties when retreating. 

Bum the praincs on tlicir war-trail , 
And the moon, the Night-Sun, east- 
ward. 

Suddenly sbarung from his ambush. 
Followed fast those bloody footpnnts, 
hollowed in that fiery war-trail. 

With Its glare upon his features 
And Nokomis the old woman. 
Pointing with her finger westward, 
Spake these words to Hiawatha 
Y'ondcr dwells the great Pcari- 
Fcather 

Megissogwon, the Magician 
Manito of Wealth and Wampum, 
Guarded by his fiery serpents. 
Guarded by the black pitch water 
You can see his fiery serpents. 

Tile Kcnabcck, the great serpents, 
Coiling play ing m the w atcr , 

You can see the black pitch-water 
Stretching far away bey ond them. 

To the purple clouds of sunset 1 
He It was who slew my father. 

By his wacked wiles and cunning 
When he from the moon descended, 
When he came on earth to scclc me. 
He, the mighuest of Magicians 
Sends the fever from the marshes, 
&nds the pestilential vapours. 

Sends the poisonous exhalations. 
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Sends the V lute foam from the fen- 
Itnds _ , _ , 

Sends disease and death among iis 
•‘Tal.c)ourl)o\\. O Hiawatha, 
Take i our arrows jasper-headed. 

Take \our war-club, Puggawaugun, 
And 5 our mittens Minjtkahwam, 

And your birch canoe for sailing, 

And the oil of I™"! ,r,i„ 

bo to smear its sides, that s' "lly 
\ou may pass the black pitch water , 
Slav this merciless magician, 

Save the people from the fei^cr 
Tint he loathes across the fenlands, 
And avenge my father s murder 1 
Straichtw ay then my Hiawatha 

ArmSl himself with all 
Launched his birch canoe for filing , 
With his palm Us sidw he patted, 
3 wiA glee, "Cheemaun, mj 

O my Birch Canoe! leap forward. 
Where you see the fierv , 

Where you see the black pitch water i 
Ponvard leaped Clicemaun exulting, 
And the noble Hiawatha 
Sang his war-song wild and woful, 
And above him the war-eagle, 


Tlie Keneu, the great war-eagle. 
Master of all fowls with feathers. 
Screamed and hurtled through the 
iieavcns 

Soon he reached the fiery serpents, 
The Kcnabeck, the great serpents, 
Lying huge upon the water. 
Sparkling, rippling m the water. 
Lying coiled across the passage, 

With their blazing crests uplifted. 
Breathing fiery fogs and vapours, 

So that none could pass beyond them 
But the fearless Hiawatha 
Cned aloud, and spake m this wise 
•• Let me pass my way, Kcnabeck. 
I/;t me go upon my journey ! 

And they answered, hissing fiercely, 
With their fiery breath made answer 
Back, go back 1 O Sliaugodaya 1 
Back to old Nokomis, Faint Heart 
Then the angry Hiawatha 
Raised his mighty bow of ash-tree, 
Seized his arrows, jasper-headed 
Shot them fast among the serpents, 
Every twanging of the bow-stnng 
Was a war cry and a death-cry. 
Every whizzing of an arrovv 
Was a death song of Kenabeek. 
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Wdtenng in the bloody water, 

Dead hy all the fiery serpents, 

And among them Hiawatha 
Harmless sailed and cned cxuiunjj 
“ Onunrd O Cheemaun. my dirlmg \ 
Onward to the black pitch water I 
Then he took the oil of Nnhma, 

And the bows and sides anointed, 
Smeared them well with oil, that 
swiftly 

He might pass the black pitch water 
All night long he sailed upon it, 
Sailed upon that sluggish water, 
Coiered with its mould of ages, 

Black with rotting water rushes 
Rank wath flags and Icaics of lilies. 
Stagnant hfcless drearj , dismal, 

I ightcdbj the shlmmenng moonlight 
Andb>will-o the-wisps illumined 
rires b> ghosts of dead men kindled 
In their weary night encampments. 

All theairwaswhitewith moonlight, 
All the water black w ith shadow , 

And around him the Suggema 
The mosquitos sang their war song 
And the fire flies, Wall wah tavsee 


Waved their torches to mislead him , 
And the bull frog the Dahinda 
Thrust his head into the moonlight. 
Fixed his yellow ejes upon him. 

Sobbed and sank beneath the surface 
And anon a thousand whistles 
Answered oicr all the fenkands. 

And the heron the Shuh shuh-gah. 

Far off on the reed) margin 
Heralded the hero s coming 
Westward thus fared Hiawatha 
Toward the realm of Mcgissogvson 
Toward the land of the Pearl heather 
TDl the level modn stared at him 
In his face stared pale and haggard. 
Till the sun was hot behind him. 

Till it burned upon his shoulders. 

And before him on the upkand 
He could see the Shining Wigw am 
Of the M'lnilo of Wampum, 

Of the mightiest of Magicians. 

Then once more Cheemaun 
patted. 

To his birch canoe said " Onward 1 
And it stirred in all its fibres 
And with one great bound of triumph 
Leaped across the water-lilies 
‘^P^^ugh tangled fkags and 

Tw beyond them 

D^shod landed Hiawatha, 


One end on the sand lie res cd. 

With his knee he pressed the middle, 
Stretched the faithful bow stnng 
tighter. 

Took an arrow . jaspcr-hcadcd. 

Shot It nt the Shining Wigwam, 

Sent it singing ns n herald, 

As n bearer of his message. 

Of his cliallengc loud and lofty 

•• Come fort-S from your lodge, rcarl 
1 c.alhcr I , , 

Hiawatha wails your coni ng I 

Sini^^hiNM.) from the Snining 
%\am 

Came the mighty Mepssogwon, 

1 all of siattirc broad of shoulder. 

Dark and temble m aspect. 

Clad from head to fool in wampum 
\rmcd walb nil bis warlike weaitons. 
Painted like the si \ of morning. 
Streaked with crimson, blue, nnd 
\ cllow , 

(-rested w ith great eagle feathers, 
Sircamingiipwartl streaming ouitprd 
Well 1 know you lliawatlia' 
Cned he in a voice of thunder, 

In a tone of lo id dcnsion 
"Hasten back O Shaugodaya 1 
Hasten bad among the women, 

Back to old Nokomis Faint heart I 
I will skay you ms you stand there. 

As of old I slew her father ’ 

But my Hiawatha answered. 
Nothing daunted fcanng nothing 
' Big words do not smite like war-* 
dubs 

Boastful breath is not a bow string. 
Taunts arc not so sharp ns arrows. 
Deeds arcbetlcrthings thanwordsarc. 
Actions mightier than boastings I ’ 
Then began the greatest battle 
That the sun had cter looked on, 
Tliat the war birds etcTwatncsscd. 

All a Summer s day it kaslcd. 

From the sunrise to the sunset , 

For the shafts of Hmw allia 
Harmless hit the shirt of wampum. 
Harmless fell the blows he dealt it 
With his mittens, Minjekahwain 
Harmless fell the bcav^ war-dub , 

It could dash the rocks asunder, 

But It could not break the meshes 
Of that magic sldrt of wampum 
Till at sunset Hiawatlia 
Coaning on bis bow of ash tree 
Wounded wcaD , and desponding. 


he 


Straight he r w With his mighty war-dub broken, 

atnught he tookhlsbowof ash tree. 1 Wth his mittens tom and tattered, 
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And three useless arrows only. 

Paused to rest beneath a pine-tree, 
From \\hose branches trailed the 
mosses 

And whose trunk was coated over 
With the Dead-man s Moccason- 
leather, 

With the fungus white and yellow 
Suddenlyfrom the boughsabovehim 
j bang the Mama the woodpecker 
5 “ Aim your arrows, Hiawatha, 

1 At the head of Mcgissogw on, 
btnke the tuft of hair upon it. 

At their roots the long black tresses , 
There alone can he be wounded 1 ' 
Winged with feathers, tipped with 
jasper, 

Swifdy flew Hiawatha s arrow, 

Tust as Megissogwon, stooping. 

Raised a heavy stone to throw it 
Full upon the crown it struck him. 

At the roots of his long tresses. 

And he reeled and staggered forward. 
Plunging like a wounded bison. 

Yes, like Pezhekee, the bison. 

When the snow is on the praine 
Swifter flew the second arrow. 

In the pathw ay of the other. 

Piercing deeper than the other. 
Wounding sorer than the other , 

And the knees of Megissogwon 
Shook like wandy reeds beneath him, j 
Bent and trembled like the rushes 
But the third and latest arrow 
Swiftest flew and wounded sorest. 

And the mighty Megissogwon 
Saw the fiery eyes of Pauguk, 

Saw the eyes of Death glare at him. 
Heard his voice call in the darkness , 
At the feet of Hiawatha 
Lifeless lay the great Pearl-Feather, 
Lay the mightiest of Magicians 
Then the grateful Hiawatha 
Called the Mama, the woodpecker. 
From his perch among the branches 
Of the melancholy pine tree. 

And in honour of his service 
Stained with blood the tuft of feathers 
On the little head of Mama , 

Even to this day he wears it, 

M^ears the tuft of crimson feathers. 

As a symbol of his service 
Then he stripped the shirt of 
wampum 

From the back of Megissogwon, 

As a trophy of the battle. 

As a signal of his conquest 
I On the shore he left the body, 
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Half on land and half in water, 

In the sand his feet were buned, 

And his face wns in the water 
And above him wheeled and cla- 
moured 

The Keneu, the great war-eagle 
Sailing round in narrower circles, 
Hovenng nearer nearer nearer 
From the wigwam Hiawatiia 
Bore the wealth of Megissogwon, 

All his wealtli of skins and wampum, 
Furs of bison and of beater. 

Furs of sable and of ermine 
Wampum belts and strongs and 
pouches [pum. 

Quivers tvroiight with beads of wam- 
Fillcd with arrows, silver-headed 
Homeward then he sailed exulting. 
Homeward through the black pitch- 
tvater [pents 

Homeward through the weltenng ser- 
With the trophies of the battle. 

With a shout and song of tnuniph 
On the shore stood old Nokorms, 

On the shore stood Chibiabos 
And the very strong man, Kwasind, 
Waitmg for the hero s coming. 
Listening to his song of tnumph 
And the people of the villnge 
Welcomed him w ith songs and dances. 
Made a joyous feast and shouted 
" Honour be to Hiawatha I 
He has slain the great Pearl-Feather, 
Slam the mightiest of Magicians, 

Him who sent the fiery fever. 

Sent the white-fog from the fenlands, 
Sent disease and death among us I 
Ever dear to Hiawatha 
Was the memory of Mama ! 

And in token of his fnendship 
As a mark of his remembrance 
He adorned and decked his pipe-stem 
With the enmson tuft of feathers 
With the blood-red crest of Mama 
But the wealth of Megissogivon 
All the trophies of the battle. 

He divided ivith his people 
Shared it equally among them 


X 

HIAWATHA S WOOING 
*• As unto the bow the cord is. 

So unto the man is woman 
Though she bends him she obeys him 
Though she draw s him ) et she follow s 
Useless each without the other ' 
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Thus the voullifu! Huratha 
Sa d hin 'krr'clf and pondered, 
Much jKrp'escd bj \-anous feelings, 
Lirtl-s longing hoping feanng, 
D-caming sail of Minndiaha 
Of the loiw 1 Laughing \\ atcr. 

In tne hnd of the Dacoaihs 

\\ cd a maiden of sour people, ’ 

W tr-mg said the o'd Xokoniis , 

Go not eastward go not westward 
io' a sjungcr whom we know not ' 
lake a ,ire upon tl t h'^rth stone 
Is a r- ghbo,.r s homcl) daughter 
Like the starlight or the moonlight 
L me lianrLoaicst of strangers ' 

Tlius di madmg spake Nokomis, 
\-d inif H_a \ at’ a answ cred 
On’ ttiL. IXar old Nokoaiis, 

\ cw p’ --uanl 1 = the firelight 
Bat 1 11 c the .tarhght l>.tter 
K le- do 1 like the moonlight ' " 

G a-e \ then ^id Qid Nokomts 
' B ing not he u an idie maiden 
Bnag rot 1 ere a usel-sj w onian 
Hands unskilful feet unwilling 
Bn'-g a wife with nimble fingers, 

Heat and hand that move together 
Feet t’aat nta on walling errands I 
Saidmg arstered Hiawatha 
•• In t'^e land of the Dacotahs 
* ttCi the \rTow tnal c s daughter 
'fare -aha Laughing \Vaicr° ’ 
Hx-dm-est o' all the \ omen 
It all bang her to vour wagatam, 

" '•hall run upoa tour errands 
1 ^>ojrstaright moonlignt fi-ehght, 
^ suaugln of ra) pcopl- ' 

^ S.il di suaduigsaid \okomis 

lodge a stranger 
tra~i t'--l ndofthe khcoutlas' 

XT' "O'* are the Dacotahs 

aa " “ ‘ 'ocr us 

Ih-r,. x-r f- ci 5 vet urfo-go ten 

Ua.-hi---v „5 eralHawatha 

>0 t at rL.a'ca if ro o her 

t-a l_wclth-far Dacouih 

Tl at c it f ^ united 

1 \r ' . j fo-co ten 

^ liT ^-toouihs 

I V ome women, 

, I ‘ "a- of rranc 


Ycl the wat seemed long before him. 
And his heart outrun his footsteps , 
And he joumet ed w ithout rcstuig. 

Till he heard the cataract s thunder. 
Heard the falls of Minnehaha 
Calling to him through the silcnca 
'* Pleasant is the sound ! ’ lie mur 
mured, 

" Pleasant is the a oicc that cal l s me ! ” 
On the outskirts of the forest. 

Twill the shadow and the sun^ine, 
Herds of fallow deer were feeding, 

But the) saw not Hiawatha, 

To his Imw he whispered, 'Fail not'" 
To his arrow whispered, ‘ Swerve 
not ' 

Sent It singing on its errand. 

To the red heart of the roebuck , 
Threw the deer across his shoulder, 
And sped forward wathout pausing 
At the doorwa) of his wagwmm 
Sat the ancient jVrrow -maker. 

In the land of the Dacotahs, 

Making arro.t heads of jasper. 

Arrow -hegds of chalcedony 
At his side, in all her beaut) , 

Sat the lot el) Minnehaha 
Sat his daughter. Laughing Water, 
Plaiting mats of flags and rushes , 
Ofthepasttheoldman’s thoughts were, 
And the maiden s of the future. 

He was thinking as he sat there. 

Of the da vs when with such arrows 
He had struck the deer and bison. 

On the Muskoda) the meadow , 

Shot the tvild.goose flvingsouthwara, 
On the wing, the clamorous AVawa , 
jinking of the great war-parues 
How thei came to bu) his arrows. 
Could not fight without his arrows 
^ no more such noble warnors 
Could be found on earth os thev tvere 1 
^ow the men were all like w omen, 
Onl) used them tongues for w capons I 
She was thinking of a hunter, 
from another tribe and country, 

I ^°ong and tall and aer) handsome 
M ho one rooming, in theSpnng-Ume, 
G ime to bu) her father s arrows. 

It and rested in the wagwam 
Lingered long about the doonray 
buck as he departed 
he had heard her father praise him, 
u and his wisdom , 

ould he come again for arrows 
to the falL of Minnehaha ” 

laa idle, 

ana her c) cs w ere ven dream) 
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Through lbi.ir tliou;;bts they beard Hmwatba stooped to enter, 

T, footstep. Hardly touched his eagle feathers 

Heard a rustling in the brinebes As he entered at the doonvay 
\nd with glow me check and forehead. Then uprose the Laughing Water, 
With the deer upon his shoulders. From the ground fair Minnehaha, 
Suddenh from out the woodlands Laid aside her mat unfinished 


Hiawatha stood before tlicni 
Straight tlic ancient Arrow -maker 
I-ookcd up grttelv from his labour, 
I^d aside the unlinishcd arrow, 
Bade him enter at the doonraj , 
Saving, as lie rose to meet him, 

*' Hiawatha, you arc welcome 1 ’ 

At the feet of Laughing Wate.- 
Hiawalha laid his burden, 

Tlirew the red deer from his shoulders 
And the maiden looked up at him, 
I-ool cd up from her mat of nishes. 
Said, with gentle look nnd accent, 

“ You arc welcome, Hiawatha! ’ 

Very spacious was the wigwam. 
Made of decr-skin dressed and 
whitened, 

With the gods of the Dacotahs 
Drawn and painted on its cpriains. 
And so tall the doorway, hardly 


Brought forth food nnd set before tliom. 
Water brought them from tlic brooklet, 
Gave them food m earthen vessels. 
Gave them drink in bowls of toss- 
wood 

Listened while the guest was speaking. 
Listened vihilc her father answered, 
But not once her lips she opened. 

Not a single wo“d she uttered 
I lies as in a dream she listened 
To the words of Hiawatha. 

As he Udked of old Nokomis, 

Who had nursed him in his chdd- 
hood, 

As he told of his companions, 
Chibiabos, the musician. 

And the very strong man, Kwasind, 
And of happiness and plenty 
In the land of the Ojibways, 

In the pleasant land and peaceful 
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"After many yearn of ^t-irfare, 

Many years of strife and bloodslicd, 
There IS peace between the Ojibways 
And the tribe of the Dacotahs 
Thus continued Hiawathi 
And then added, speaUnjj slowly, 
"That this peace may last for cicr, 
And our hands be clasped more 
closely, 

And our hearts be more united 
Give me as my wife this nnidcn, 
Minnehaha, Laughing Water, 
Loveliest of Dacotah women 1 
And the ancient Arrow maker 
Paused a moment ere he answered 
Smoked a little while in silence. 
Looked at Hiawatha proudlv 
Fondly looked at Laughing Water 
And made answer very gravely, 

" Yes, if Minnehaha washes 
Let your heart speak Minnclialtal 
And the lovely Laughing \\ atcr 
S^ed morelovely as she stood there 
Neither willing nor reluctant 
As she went to Hiawadia 


Whlr'^^ H'e seat l^ide him. 


n T blushed to sav it, 

iwil follow you ray husband 1 ’ 

This was Hiawatha s wooing 1 
^us it was he won the daughter 
Of the ancient Arrow maker, 

In the land of the Dacotahs I 
From the wagwam he departed 
^tog wth him Laughing Water 
^nd in hand they went togetlicr 
Through the woodland and the men 
Cow 

^t the old man standing lonely 
At the doonvay of his wagwam, 

H^d the FalU of Minne^a 
LaUing to them from the distance 
Crymg to them from afar off ' 

O Minnehaha 1 • 
unto his labour 

&t dowm by his sunny doorway 
" TbU mid sawng 

Twl^r^'^Shtersleavrtl, 

e JO love, and those who love 

tewe''ar*o’:d’’"^Sl'^'^ 

Comes a youth wuh 

With hisCte f'^thcTS 


Pleasant was the journey homcwvard, 
Tlirougli interminable forests, 

Over meadow over mountain, 
Overnver hill, and hollow 
Short it seemed to Hiavvntiva, 
niough they journeyed very slowly, 
lliough Ins pace he checked and 
slackened 

To the steps of Laughing Water 
Over wide and rushing nvers 
In his nnns he liorc the maiden , 

I ighl he thought her ns a feather 
\s the plume iijion his head gear 
Cleared the tangled pathway for her. 
Bent aside the svvavmg branches, 

Made nt night n lodge of branches, 
And a Ixid with boughs of hcmlook. 
And a fire before the doorway 
With the drv cones of the pine tree. 

All the travelling winds went with 
tlicm, 

O cr the meadow through the forest , 
Ml the stars of night looked nt them 
Watched with sleepless eyes thar 
slnmlx,r , 

From Ins nmbtish in the oal tree 
Pci ped the squirrel Adjidaumo, 
Watched with eager eyes the lovxrs 
And the rabbit the A\ nbasso. 
Scampered from the road before them, 
Peering peeping from Ins burrow, 
bat erect upon Ins baiinclics. 

Watched with cunous eye-S the lovers 
Plcasantvvas the journey homcvvnrd 
All the birds sang loud and sweetly 
Songs of happiness and heart s-casc , 
S,ang the bine bird the Ovvaissa, 
Happv are von Hnvvatlia 
Havang such a wife to love you I' 
Sang the Opcclicc the robin, 

” Happv arc von I^augliing Water, 
Having such a noble husband ! 

From the sky the siin benignant 
Looked upon llicni through the 
branches, 

Myingtothem. "Oniy children 
^vc IS sunshine hritc is shadow 
I ife IS checkered shade and sunshine , 
Ride by love, O Hiawatha 1 
From the sky the moon looked at 

in 

Fnicd the lodge wath mystic splen- 
dours, 

j^ispered to them. "O my children, 
IS restless night is quiet 
Man imperious woman feeble , 

Half is mine althougli I follow , 

KuJe by patience, Lauglilng M'atcr 1 ’’ 
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Thus It tvns they journeyed home- 
ward , 

Thus It was that Hnw"itha 
To the lodge of old Nokomis 
Brought the moonlight, starlight, firc- 
light, 

Brought the sunshine of his jaeople, 
Minnehaha, Laughing ater. 
Handsomest of all the women 
In the land of tlie Dacotahs, 

In the land of handsome women 


HIAWATHA S WEDDING- 
FCAST 

Vou shall hear how Pau-Puh-Kcewis, 
How the handsome Yennadizzc, 
Danced at Hiawatha s wedding , 

How the gentle Chibiabos, 

He, the sweetest of musicians 
Sang his songs of lo\e and longing , 
How lagoo, the great boaster. 

He the maraellous storyteller. 

Told his tales of strange adsenturc. 
That the feast might be more joyous. 
That the time might pass more gmly. 
And the guests be more 
Sumptuous was the feast Nokomis 
Made at Hiawatha s w edding 
All the bowls were made of bass wood. 
White and pohshed aery smoothly. 

All the spoons of horn of “SO"; , 
Black and pohshed \crv smoo^ly 
She had sent through all 
Messengers with wands of waUow, 

As a sign of mvitauon. 

As a token of the feasting , , , , 

And the wedding guests assembled, 
Qad in all their nchest immenb 
Robes of fur and belts of 
Splendid with their paint and plumage, 
BrauUful with beads and 

First they ate the sturgeon. Nahma, 

And the pike, the Ma-^keno^a' 
Caught and cooked by old Nokomis, 
Then on pemican they feasted, 
Pemiean and huffalo marrow. 

Haunch of deer ’ 

Yellow cakes of the MondMun, 

And the wild nee of the nver 
But the gracious H'aw ato. 

And the lovely Laughing Water, 

And the careml “JT’tUem 

Tasted not the food before them. 

Only waited on the othere, , 

Only served their guests in silence. 
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And when all the guests had 
finished. 

Old Nokomis bnsk and busy. 

From an ample pouch of otter. 

Filled the red stone pipes for smokmg 
With tobacco from tlic South-land, 
Mixed with bark of the red-willow. 
And with herbs and leaves of fra- 
grance. 

Then she said, ' ‘ O Pau-Puk-Kcew is. 
Dance for us ymur merry dances. 
Dance the Beggar s Dance to please us, 
1 hat the feast may be more joyous. 
That the time may piass more gaily, ^ 
And our guests be more contented ! 
Then the handsome Pau-Puk-Kcc- 
was. 

He the idle Ycnadizze, 

He the merry mischief-maker. 

Whom the ^oplc called the Storm- 

Rose among the guests assembled 
Skilled was he in sports and pastimes. 
In the merry dance of snow-shoes. 

In the pFy of quoits and ball-play , 
Skilled was be in games of hazard. 

In all games of skill and haz.ard, 
Pugasaing, the Bowl and Counters, 
Kuntassoo. the Game of Plum-smnM 
Though the wamors called him raint- 
Heart, 

Called him coward, Shaugodaya, 
Idler, gambler, Yennadizze, 

Little heeded he their jesUng, 

Little cared he for their insults. 

For the women and the rnaidens 
Loved thehandsome Pau-Puk-Keewi& 
He was dressed in shirt of doe skim 
White and soft, and fnngcd with 

ermine, 

All mwrought wath beads of vv^pum . 
He was dressed in deer-skin legging 
Fringed wath hedgehog qmlls and 
ermine, , 

And in moccasons of buck^^ 
Thick with quills and beads cm 
broiderecL _ , 

On his head were plumes of swans 
down, , , , 

St^ks of blue and bnght veimnion. 
Shone the face of Pau^Tuk-Kcevv is 
From his forehead fel his tresses, ^ 
Smooth and parted like a vvoman s. 
Sinning bnght with oil, and platted 
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Hung wth bnids of scented gnsscs. 
As among the guests assembled, 

To the sound of flutes and singing. 

To the sound of drums and \ oiccs, 

Rose the handsome Pau-Puk-Kccnis, 
And began his misuc dances 
First he danced a solemn measure, 
Very slow m step and gesture 
In and out among the pine trees 
Through the shadows and the sun 
slunc 

Treading sofUj like a panther 
Then more snlfll) and still swifter 
WTiirhng spinning round m circles, 
Leaping o er die guests assembled, 
Lddjing round and round the wig- 
tram. 

Till the leatcswenttihirhngttilh him. 
Till the dust and wand together 
bw^t in eddies round about him 
Tiicn along the sandt margin 
Of the lake the Eig Sea-Water, 

On he ^ped ttaih frenzied gestures 
Stamped upon the sand and tossed U 
Wildly m the air around him , 

TOl the wind became a tthirUt ind 
Till the sand \t as blottai and sifted 
LiLe great snowdnfts ocr the land 
scape [Dunes 

Heaping all the shores ttaih band 
5a^ Hills of the Xagotv Wudjoo ' 
Thus the merry Pau Puk Kccitis 
Danced his Beggars Dance to please 
them * 

^d returning sat dorm laughing 
^ere among the guests asscmbltS 
serenely 

W iiA his fan of turkia feathers 
Then they said to Ohibiabos, 

To the friend of Hmathi 

Toiheweet^ of all singers. 

To the best of all mnsici^is. 

Sing to us 0 Chibiabos • 

^ Ac east may be more 
That the bme may pass more eaik 
contentei ' 
Chibiabos 

in accents sweet and tender 
‘“'‘“ofdeepcnmtmn 




" If thou only lookest at me, 

I am liappy, I am Itappy, 

As the lilies of llic praitHc, 

When till t feel tlic dcu upon them ! 
"Sttcet thy breath fs as the 
fragrance 

Of the ttiM flotters iii the morning. 

As their fragrance is at ctcmiig 
In the Moon when leaves arc falling 
" Docs not nil the blood williin me 
Leap to meet thee leap to mctl thee, 
As the springs to meet the sunshine, 

111 the Moon uhen nights arc 
brightest ? 

‘‘Onawav ' my heart sings to thee, 
Sings w ith ]o\ when thou art near me, 
As the sighing singing branches 
In the pkasaiU \foon of Strawbemes' 
j ’ Whcnthouarinotplcased Ivelovcd 

Phen m\ heart is sad and darkened, 

\s the hinmg nver darkens 
I Wien the clouds drop shadows on itl 
I ' When tiiou smilcsl niv beloved. 
Then m\ troubled heart is bnghtened, 
\s in sunshine gleam tlic ripples 
That the cold wand mal cs in rivers 
"Smiles the earth, and smile Ihc 
w aicTS 

•^milc the cloudless skies above us, 

But I lose the w ay of smiling 
When thou an no longer near me 1 
•1 myself myself behold me 1 
Blood of mv beating licnn behold me t 
O awake, awake, beloved ! 

Onaway 1 awake bclov-ed ' • 

Tims the gentk Cliibialios 
Sang Ills song of leva and longing , 
And lagoo, the great boaster 
He the marvellous story teller 
He the friend of old Nokoniis, 

Jealous of the sweet musician, 

(calous of the applause they gave him, 
j bavv m nil the eyes around him, 

I Saw m ait tlicir looks and gestures, 
(That the wedding guests assembled 
Longed to hear his pleasant stones, 
His immcasureable falsehoods 
Very boastful was lagoo 
Never heard he an adventure 
But himself had made a greater , 
Never any deed of danng 
But himself had done a bolder , 
Never any marvellous stoD 
But himself could tell a stranger 
Would you listen to his boasting, 


T pngirat of ihU sone mav be found i 
, Vol \\\ p 45. 
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Would you only gue him credence, | 
No one e\er shot nn arrow 
Half so far and high as he had , 

Eier caught so many fishes 
Eter killed so many reindeer. 

None had made so many 
None had seen so many wonders. 

As this w onderful lagoo. 

As this maiaellous stor> teller 

Thus his name became a b>-wora 
And a jest among t’-ie pcoP^ ' 

And whene er a boa^ul . 

Praised his owm address 1°° 

Or a avarnor, home returning, 

Tdted too riiuch of " 

All his hearers cried, Iag<» ! „ 
Heres lagoo come ^ « 

He it was who carved the cradi 


Of the little Hiawatha, , , , „ 

Carved its framework out of Imden, 
Bound It strong wath reindew s smews, 
He It was who taught him later 
How to make his bows and airows, 
How to make the bows of ash-tree, 
^nd llie arrows of the oak-tree 
So among the guests Msembled 
At m) Hiawatha s wedding 
Sat lagoo, old and ugly, 

Sat the man ellous storj teller 
And uTe> said, ‘ O good lagoo. 
Tell us now a tale of w onder. 

Tell us of some strange adventure. 
That the feast may be more joyou®. 
That the ume may pass more g^y, __ 
And our guests be more contented 
And lagoo answered straighuvay, 
•■You sh^l hear a tale of wonder 
You shall hear the strange ad^ 
Of Osseo, the Magician, L , 

From the Evening Star descended. 
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THE SOV or THE EVENING 
STAR 

Can It be the sun desccndmjt 
0 cr the Icsc! phm of vritc*? 

Or the Red Swan fl oil mr; n)mj 
Wounded b\ the miijic irrow 
Staining all the \v“i\cs with crimson. 
With the crimson of its life tiliyxl, 
Filling all the nr with splendour 
With the splendour of its plumage' 
Yes It is the sun dc^ccndinr 
Sinking down into the watrr . 

All the si \ IS sunned with p trple 
All the niter flushed with enmson t 
No It IS the Rctl Swm floating 
Diving down beneath the water , 

To the si V us wings ire lifted 
With Its blood the vives ire red 
dened ! 

Overtt the Star of Evening 
Melts and tiembics through the purple. 
Hangs suspended in the iwihghi 
No , It IS a bead of vrampum 
On the robes of the Great Spirit 
M he passes through the twahght 
W^ m silence through the heavens I 
This with jQv beheld hgoo 
he said m haste " Behold it I 
the Sacred Star of Evening I 
You shall hear a bale of wonder 
Hear the story of Ossco 
Son of the Evening Star, Ossco I 

temem 

Ages near the beginning, 

Tn fimnaar. 

In he Northland lived i hunter 

daughters 

Till hthe as vvands o/ wiDovr 

‘liejoungcst 

She the wilful and Ac w lyvv ird, 
hvuden, 

Whed and flouted all h?r lovirrs 

Allher joungand handsome sSs 
^’’"'be^'uufalwithmhro 


Was the spirit of Oss^o 

i-rom the Evrninf Star ric'osniW, 

Star of EvTnino Star of W’onun, 

Suar of tcndemcji md p.a.vion, 

AH its fire vns In hr boaotn, 

AH hj IteaiiU in bis spirit. 

AU its mvilrry m bit Mnr, 

AH its spVndour in bis hnireagc* 

" And l.cr lovers, the reiected 
Hind vonc men vv iiii belts of w impo m, 
Hand.o'ne mun wiili paint and fea* 

ib~e: 

Po nted at he-nn dcn’'ion 
Followed her wi.b }*. t and laughter 
Put she said ' 1 tat c not fee ) o a, 
(„ire not for )our belts of wampum. 
Care no' (or sour paint and feither' 
Ca.re not fo~ j oar jests led kiugliterl 
J nn happv with Ovum ' ** 

" Oiv-e to 'omc great fra't fn-itcd 
Tlirougli t! e dimp nnd dusk of fast 
irg 

Walked torethcf ll r ten *1 ters, 
W'alknd tie-cjhrr vvitli thdr Im-diands; 
Slowly follow O'! oid O 'tm 
V'ltb fur tiwrceec lywids him , 

AU the otlieT el aiii-1 pill/, 
rhesc tvaj onh w alked in sHentC. 

"At the Wes'm sky Osse© 

Cared intent as If implonnr. 

Often s'opped ard pared Imp’oriog 
At the irunb'mgbiar of F thing, 

At the tender Star of Woman ; 

Ann they heard him murmur softly, 

ji'tPTirt ntr'nf'in, Neti ' 

Pity piiv me my fuller 

■ Listen 1 said the eldest sister, 

' He IS pnpng to Jus tathcr ! 

WTiit a pit) thit the old man 
Docs not stumble in the }n.t!vw3\, 
Docs not break his neck by failing t 
And they hughrl till all Ac ferest 
Rang with their unseemly laughter 
“On their pathway throngh the 
woodlands 

Laj an oak by 'torms uprooted 
L-ay the great trunk of an oak tree, 
Btined halt in leaves and mosses, 
'loaldcnng crumbling, liugc nnd 
hollow 

And Ossco when he saw it, 

^vc a shout a cry of anguish, 
Heaped into its yawning cavern, 

M one end w ent in an old roan 
1 Wasted, wnnkled, old, and ugly . 
from the other came a young man, 
lau and straight, and strong, and 
handsome. 
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I-ottJkllf' I'rrttn ii nr ! *-l Sir, 

Fciijn Ofttonip* t’-'iiilitwi 

At l>'o p <-_ininr *.t nliitf tlicw 
I Ti)— , a \o CO It 't trirti i \t hi por, 
Ctnnrr" (mn tl • im t's>.incc 
Cornirf from liif mip't vn'ttio*'; 
lystt, nrU nitu nl ii tl t'-n'Irr , 

Amt tl^t \p (o •■■'! 1 O O'- ■*•} • 

O mv •'on tin t>-tl lifio <-fS ' 
rmApi ifo ti c p'-IIs tiwt ton 

A51 (hr clnrni.. nf (t c rTnt.'eiun 
All (he nufc jwi tors of etil , 

Comr (0 tnr , n'rrnd, Ot'^oo ! [ton 
‘ 'Tatlo th'- foml (Int ‘ttmlsli'forc 

It It h’p' oil nrtl intlnrm. 1, 

It hit nnr c vifinrs in tt 
It Will ch-ifoc ton to 1 tp ril 
All tour IkiaH intl ill tour I '’itloi 
f^hil! }>~ nood nml di) no lonrcr , 

ISiil 111 !; bowl bochinpcil tow-ninpum. 
And the } rttlri dnll lie tiltcr , 

They itnll shino hi e thclb of tcarlct, 
I-ilr the firt* shill pic ini find f hinnw r 
” ‘And the women shill no Ionq;cr 
Renr the <lrtirj iloom of hiwur. 

But be chinpcd to birds ind plistcn 
With the li''i!itj of the Etirlipht, 
Painted vdih the dual t splendours 
Of the skies ind clouds of ctTning 1 
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•'Whit O'To heard ns whispers, 
hit IS words lie enniprehcndcd, 

\\ !• but music to the otlicrs, 

Mu«'c IS of birds nfnr off 
Of the \\ liippoont ill ifir off, 

Of tlm in lelt Wiwoniissi 
^irpinr in tlic darksome forest 

• llirn tlie lodrc bepin to tremble, 
‘'tniplit iv'cm toshilc ind tamble, 
Vnd tiift fell it rrinft, nsini: 
wiouit tlirourh tiie nir aseendinp, 

I rom the ditl ness of tlic tree tops 
1 o lb into tlic dewt starlipiit 
Till It pi' cd tlie topmost branches , 
/\nd b'hoid ! tlic wooden dislics 
All were climpnl to shells of scnrlct 1 
Ant! Ix-liold I Ilircmlien kettles 
All were clnn/;cd to Ixjuls of silicr I 
j\nd the roof ]ioIcs of the wupsim 
Were IS phiicnnr rods of sihrr, 

And the roof of Kirk upon them 
As the shminp shirds of ly’dlcs 
“ Tlicn O' eo pimd irotind him, 
\nd he '-iw the nine fair sisters 
\!1 the ..I ter' nnd their liiislnnds, 
f I in;;r I to bird of \inous plunn; c, 
Some WTO. ji\s nnd some were 
nncpies 

(libers tbtushrs, others blackbirds 
Nnd i!ie\ hopped, mil sang, nnd 
twfttcrcd, 

Pcrkeil md fluttered ill tlicir feathers, 
Stnittml in their 'liming plumage, 

And their nils like fans unfolded 
Old) Owcencc tlic)oungcst 
W IS not clnngcd, but sit in silence, 

U xsted, wTinkied olil md ugl). 
Looking 'idl) ni the others , 

I ill 0"co ginng upward 
Oise moihcr cr\ of anguish, 

‘^urh a cn IS he Ind ullrrcd 
Bs the oak nee m the forest 

Tlirn returned her youth md 
bciut), 

And her soiled md littered gimicnts 
Were irmsforme!! to robes of ermine, 
Nnd her stiff liecamc i feiiher, 

N'es 1 shining Ells cr fcithcr 1 

"And ipim the wigisim trembled, 
Sw-ijcd nnd rushed through niry cur- 
rents, 

Tlirough tnnspnrcnt cloud and sn- 
pour, 

And nmid cclcsti d splendours 
On the Cscning Stnr nlightcd. 

As n snow (like falls on snow flake 
As n leaf drops on a riser. 

As the thisllc-ddwm on ssatcr 
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"Forth mth cheerful words of 
\\elcorae 

Came the father of Osseo, 

He ■mth radiant locks of silver, 

He with c) cs serene and tender 
And he said My son Osseo, 

Hang the cage of birds vou bring 
there. 

Hang the cage with rods of silver. 

And the birds with glistening feathers. 
At the doorwa) of my wigwam 
"At the door he hung the bird cage. 
And they entered in and gladl) 
Listened to Osseo s father 
Ruler of the Star of Evening, 

As he said ‘ 0 m) Osseo ' 

I hav e had compassion on j ou, 

Given you back your youth and 
b^utv 

Into birds of vanous plumage 
Changed your sisters and their hus- 
bands , 

Changed them thus because they 
mocked you 

In the figure of the old man. 

In that aspect sad and wunkled 
^u d not see y our heart of passion 
Conld not see your youth immorual 
Only Oweenee, the faithful 
bavT your naked heart and loved you. 
der ghmmers yon- 

Ita the htUe star that twinkles 
i hrotigh the vapours on the left hand 
JUves the envious Evil spirit. 

the magician 

mo tamform^ you to an old man 

A?e ^“ftl him 

^ Ae powiu- of his enchantment. 

Are Ae arrows that he uses 
n„ Psucc and quiet 

On the peaceful btar of Evemn^ 

^velt Osseo w ith his father 

"t song and flutter, 
of the wigwam 

Hn^ the cage with rods of silver 
^dfmr Oweenee the faithful 
son unto Osseo, 
vV,S5®^«yofhis mother 

And Osseo Pt'os- 

“SrSf'-r"'’ 

For his little son to 


" Round and round tlicy wheeled 
and darted. 

Filled the Evening Star with music, 
Witli their songs of joy and freedom , 
FlDcd the Evening Star with splcn 
dour. 

With the fluttmng of their plumage. 
Till the boy, the little hunter. 

Bent his bow and shot an arrow. 

Shot a swift and fatal arrow. 

And a bird, with shining featlicrs. 

At his feet fell wounded sorely 

'But O wondrous transformation! 
Tvvas no bird he saw before him. 
Tuts a beautiful young woman. 

With the arrow m her bosom ' 

" Wlicn her blood fell on the planet. 
On the sacred Star of Evening, 
Broken was the spell of magic, [meat. 
Powerless was the strange encliant- 
And the youth the fearless bowanan. 
Suddenly felt himself descending. 
Held bv unseen hands, but sinking 
Downward through the empty spaces 
Downward through the clouds and 
vapours. 

Till he rested on an island, 

On an island green and grassy. 
Yonder m the Big-Sca-Wntcr 
" After him he saw descending 
All the birds with shining feathers 
riuticnng, falling wnficd downward. 
Like tile painted leaves of Autumn , 
And the lodge with poles of silver 
With Its roof like wings of beetles, 

I ike the shining shards of beetles 
By the winds of heaven uphfted. 
Slowly sank upon the island, 

Bnnging back the good O.sco, 
Bnnging Owccncc the faithful 

Tlien the birds, agam trans- 
figured, 

Rcassumed the shape of mortals 
Took their sliape, but not their sta- 
ture , 

^ey remained as Little People, 

Like the pigmies, the Puk-waidjies, 
At^ on pleasant nights of Summer, 
'^cn the Evemng Star was shining. 
Hand in hand they danced together 
On the island s craggy headlands. 

On the sand-beach low and level 
bull their ghttenng lodge is seen 
there 

On the tranquil Summer evenings, 

I And upon the shore the fisher 
I S^^tucs hears their happy v oices, 
bee them dancing m the starlight 1 " 
i6o 




THE SONG OF HIAWATHA 


Wlien the slorj w ns completed, 
When the wondrous tnle was ended, 
Looking round upon his listeners. 
Solemnly Ingoo ndded 
“ There arc great men, 1 ha\e known 
such, 

Whom their people understand not, 
^Vholn the) c%en make a jest of. 

Scoff and Jeer at m dcnsion 
From the storj of Ossco 
Let them learn the fate of jesters ' ’* 
All tlie wedding guests delighted 
Listened to the man lUous storj'. 
Listened laughing and applauding. 
And thc> whispered to each otlicr, 

“ Docs he mean himself, I wonder? 
And arc wethe aunts and uncles?' 

Then again sang Chibiabos, 

Sang a song of lotc and longing. 

In those accents sitcct and tender. 

In those tones of pcnsiro sadness, 

Sang a maiden s lamentation 
For her lotcr, her Algonquin. 

•'\Vlien I think of mj bclo\cd,* 

Ah me ' think of m> bclot cd, 

\\Ticn my heart is thinking of him, 

O m\ sweetheart, my Algonquin ! 

"Ah me I when I parted from him, 
Round my neck he hung the wampum. 
As a pledge, the snow white wampum, 
O mv sweetheart, my Algonquin ' 

" 1 will go with you, he whispered. 
Ah me ! to your nati\c country , 

Lot me go with you, he whispered, 

O my stsecthcart, my Algonquin ! 

" Far away , away , I answ ered. 

Very far aw ay , I answ cred. 

Ah me ! is my natisc countrv, 

O mv s^sccthcart, my Algonquin ! 

"■^Vhenl look^back to behold him. 
Where we piarted, to behold him. 

After me he still was gazing, 

O my sstcctheart, mt Algonquin ! 

" By the tree he still was standing, 

^ the fallen tree was standing, 

That bad dropped into the water, 

O my sweetheart, my Algonquin I 
"when I think of my beloved, 

Ah me I think of my beloved, 

When my heart is thinking of him, 

O my sweetheart, my Algonquin ? " 

Such was Hiawatha’s Wedding, 

Such the dance of Pau-Puk-Kcewis, 
Such the story of lagoo. 

Such the songs of Chibiabos , 

• The onRlnal of this tone nwy b* found In 
Omnia, p. js- ] 
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Thus the wedding banquet ended. 
And the wedding guests departed. 
Leaving Hiawatha happy 
\Vilh the night and Minnehaha, 


BLCSSIiVG THE CORV-FIELDS 

Sing, O Song of Hiawatha, 

Of the happy days that followed, 

In the land of the Ojibways, 

In the pleasant land and peaceful 1 
Sing the my-stenes ofMondamin, 

Sing the Blessing of the Corn fields 1 
Buned was the bloody hatchet 
Buned was the dreadful war-club 
Buned were all warlike weapons. 

And the war-cn was forgotten 
There was jicacc among tlic nations, 
j Unmolested roved the hunters. 

Built the bircli canoe for sailing. 
Caught the fish m lake and nver. 

Shot the deer and trapjicd the beaver , 
Unmolested worked the women. 

Made their sugar from the maple. 
Gathered wild nee in the meadows. 
Dressed the skins of deer and beaver 
All around the happy village 
Stood the maize fields, green and 
shining, 

Waved the green plumes of Monda- 
min. 

Waved his soft and sunny tresses. 
Filling all the land with plenty 
'Tvvas the women who m Spnng-time 
Planted the broad fields and fruitful, 
Buned in the earth Mondamin , 

'Twus the women who in Autumn 
Snapped the yellow husks of harvest, 

! Stnppicd the garments from Monda- 
I min. 

Even as Hiawatha taught them. 

Once, when all the maize was 
planted, 

Hiawatha, wase and thoughtful. 

Spake and said to Minnehaha, 

To his wife the Laughing Water 
" You shall bless to-night the corn- 
fields. 

Draw a magic circle round them. 

To protect them from destruction. 

Blast of mildew , blight of insect, 
Wagcmin, the thief of corn fields, 
Pairaosaid, who steals the maize ear I 
" In the night, when aU is silence. 

In the night, when all is darkness. 


o 


ciT Durro\nng worm nor msec 

pass o cr the magic ardc , 
^ot the dragon fl) K\\ o-ne she. 
Nor the spider Subbekashe. 

Nor the grasshopper, Pah-pnk kei 
Nor the might) caterpillar 
” a) muk-k\t ana with the bcar-sl 
caterpillars ! 

e tops near the com-fi 

oat the hungry crows and ravens, 
^g^gee the King of Ravens, 

, j band of black marauders 
^d they laughed at Hiawatha, 

wth then- melancholy laughter. 








THE SONG OF HIAWATHA 


At the words of Hiaw'atha 
"Hear him I said tliey, "hear the 
wise man ! 

Hear the plots of Hiawatha 1" 

When the noiseless night descended 
Broad and dark o er field and forest, 
Wien the mournful Wawonaissa 
Sorrowing sang among the hemlocks, 
And the Spint of Sleep, Nepahwin, 
Shut the doors of all the w ig\rams, 
From her bed rose Laughing Water, 
I^id aside her garments w hollj , 

And with darkness clodicd and 
guarded 

Unashamed and unaffnghted. 

Wall ed sccurelj round the corn-fields, 
Drew the sacred, magic circle 
Of her footpnnis round the corn-fields 
No one but the Midnight only 
Saw her beauty m the darkness 
No one but the Wawonaissa 
Heard the panting of her bosom , 
Guskew au, the darkness, w rapped her 
Closclj m Ins sacred mantle, 

So tliat none might see her beauty. 

So that none might boast, *' I saw 
her! ' 

On the morrow, as the day dawned, 
Kahgahgec the King of Ravens, 
Gathered all his black marauders. 
Crows and blackbirds, lays and ravens, 
Clamorous on the dusky tree-tops. 
And descended, fast and fearless. 

On tha fields of Hiawatha, 

On the graie of the Mondamin 

"We will drag Mondamin,” said 
they, 

"From the grave where he is buned, 
Spite of all the magic circles 
Laughing Water draws around it. 
Spite of all the sacred footpnnts 
Minnehaha stamps upon itl' 

But the wary Hiaw'atha, 

Ever thoughtful, careful watchful, 
Had o erheard the scornful laughter 
When they mocked him from the trcc- 
tops , , , 

"Kaw! he said, "my fnends the 
ravens 1 

Kahgahgee, my King of Ravens I 
I will teach > ou all a lesson ^ 

That shall not be soon forgotten ! 

He had nsen before the daybresm, 
He had spread o er all the corn-fields 
Snares to catch the black marauders. 
And wais lying now in ambush 
In the ncighbounng grove of pine- 
trees, 
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Waiting for the crows and blackbirds. 
Waiting for the jays and ravens 
Soon they came with caw and 
clamour. 

Rush of wings and erj' of voices, 

To their work of devastation. 

Settling down upon the corn-fields. 
Delving deep with beak and talon, 
For the body of Mondamin 
And with all their craft and cunning. 
All their skill in wiles of warfare, 

They perceived no danger near them. 
Till their claws became entangled 
Till they found themsehes impnsoncd 
In the snares of Hiawatha. 

From his place of ambush came he, 
Stnding tcmble among them. 

And so awful was his aspect 
That the bravest quailed with terror 
Without mercy he dcstroj ed them 
Right and left, by tens and twenties. 
And their wretched, lifeless bodies 
Hung aloft on poles for scarecrows 
Round the consecrated com fields. 

As a signal of his vengeance, 

As a warning to marauders 
Only Kahgahgee, the leader, 
Kahgahgec the King of Ravens, 

He alone was spared among them 
As a hostage for his people 
With his prisoner - string he bound 
him,* 

Led him captive to his wigwam. 

Tied him fast with cords of elm bark 
To the ndge-pole of his wigwam 
" Kahgahgec, my raven 1 said he, 

" You the leader of the robbers 
You the plotter of tins mischief. 

The contnver of this outrage, 

I will keep you, I wall hold you. 

As a hostage for y our people. 

As a pledge of good bchavaour 1 
And he left him, gnm and sulky. 
Sitting in the morning sunshine 
On the summit of the wigwam. 
Croaking fiercely his displeasure. 
Flapping his great sable pinions. 
Vainly struggling for his freedom. 
Vainly calling on his people 1 

Summer passed, and Sliavvondasee 

• “These cords" ssys Mr Tanner, “nre 
made of the bark of the elm tree, by boihng 
and then immersing It in cold water The 
leader of a war party commonly enmes set eral 
fastened about his waist and if, in the course 
of the fight any one of his > oung men takes a 
prisoner, it is his duty to bnng him imme 
diately to the chief, to be tied, and the latteris 
responsible for his safe keeping — A'limifiw 
ijf Caftivi*'! and Advenium, p. 410 
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lojxcrr/ Loir'i roLTiCAi work^ 


Brcathedhissighso crallthchnilscnpc. 
From the South land sent Ins artlQU-s 
Wafted hisses tt-inn and lender 
And the maize field grew and npened 
Till It stood in all the splendour 
Of Its garments green and sellott 
Of Its tassels and its plumage 
And the maize cars full and shining 
Gleamed from bursting sheaths of 
aerdiirc 

Then Xokomis the old \ oman, 
Spake and said to Minnehaha 
Tis the moon when Ua es are 
falling 

All the Mild lace has been gathered, 

And the maize IS tipc and rctdi 

I,ct us gather in thehancsi 
^t us wrestle with Mondamin 
otnp him of his plumes and la 

S^raients green and \clIou ■ 
Laughing M ater 

airT •''= ' ■><T' mi 
\VithNokomis old and uTinU'-d 

? of the com fields 

To the husking of the maize^ar 
Gn the border of the forest 

Of th^ I Rtmesome labour 

f fc ^ ■'"d uomen 

'Ppshtcr and their sinmn- 

sssirfeKiSS 

N“hurao^sS^''°^''^ 

r""! tor .eau 

trees' “'-‘'wn the pme 

Fotd 'a maiden 

Found a maize ''“sL'ng 

Fl'Ehted milde^‘“ 

Jhen they liu^ misshap^ 

Crept and hmi^twt^^ 

Mimicked m t^r fields, 

|?me old man bem „‘i ^ E“turcs 

Slng.ng singly" 


agcaiin llie thief of corr fields! 
Painiosaid llie si ulUng robber ’’ 

Fill the com fields rang vtlth 
laiightc". 

Till from Hiawatha's aagfam 
Kah^ali cc the king of Ibatens, 
''Creamed and rjuivcred in Ins anger, 
\nd from nil the neighbouring tree 
, «0P5 [ders 

< a\ cd and croal cd ihe black marau- 
L-Vh 1 the old men all respond''d 
From the r ^eats bira''a'h the pine 
t'i>e 1 


! I’lClLFF-WRITING 
1' tho'c tlajs 'aid Hiawatha 
I o! how nil thinp' fade and pmsh 1 
Fro-n the memo v of the old incti 
fade nwa\ the great traditions, 

T1 e ndiictimcms of tlr \ amors. 
The ndicn urcs of th" hiinler' 

\I1 the wisdom of the Nfedns, 

All the craft of the Walvenos 
All the marrellotts dreams nnd visions 
Of thcjo'sakc^nls the Prophets I 
Great till n di- and arc forpatten, 
Mise men »i>cik the r a o'ds of 
ui'doni 

Pen h in tie cars thu hear tl cm, 

II reach thi pcni'rations 
, '"d asjtiunlxim arewaiting 
m thp great nnstenons dirknc'-s 
Uf tfe ^jieechlcss I’ais that shall he ! 

’ On the graic-ports of our f.alhcrs 
Arc no sirns no figures painted 
110 nre in those grateswe 1 now not, 
wnl) kno\ the\ arc our fathers 
"hat kith the) arc and kindred, 

I rom \vh*tt old nncc'^tnl Toicni. 

J^'iE-aglo Pear or line cr, 
ihcs descended this we 1 now not, 
'anlj Enow thev arc our fathers 
Face to face wc speal together, 
^ut wc cannot speak when absent, 
^annot send our \oices from us 
lothe fnends that dwell nfnrofiT. 

message. 

But the bearer learns our scotI 
ma} penert it ma) betras it, 

'inp reecal it unto others " 

Tn Hiawatha, walking 

in the solitary forest ^ 

‘fic forest, 

Lia the welfare of his people. 
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THE SONG OF HIAWATHA 


Trom Ills pouch he took his colours, 
Took his jnints of cIifTcrciit colours, 

On the smooth bark of n birch tree 
P.aintcU man\ shapes and figures. 
Wonderful and iii) Stic figures, 

And cich figure had n meaning. 

Each some u onl or thought suggested 
Gitclic Manito tiic Miglity, ! 

He the Master of Life, was painted 
As an egg, w ith points projecting ' 
To the four w inds of the hea\ ens 
Even w Iicre is the Great Spirit, 

Wits the meaning of this simbol j 
Mitche Manito the Migliti , ! 

He the dreadful Spirit ot E\il, 

\s a serpent w-is depicted 
As Kenabeck, the great serpent 
Verj crafij '•era cunning 
Is the creeping Spirit of L\il 
Was the meaning of this sjmbol 
I tfc and Death he drew as circles. 
Life a\as a lute, but Death was 
darkened , 

Sun and moon and stars ho pointed, j 
Man and beast and fish and reptile, 
Forests, mountains, lakes and riacrs 
For the earth he drew a straight 
line. 

For the sk) a bow abotc it , 

White the space beta cen for daa -lime. 
Filled a\ ith little St irs for nighl-linic , 
On the left a point for sunnsc. 

On the right a point for sunset. 

On the top a point for noontide. 

And for rain and cloud> weather 
Wa\ iiig lines descending from lU 
Footpnnis pointing towards a 
a\ igwnm 

Were a sign of inailalion. 

Were a sign of guests assembling , 
Bloody hands aviih palms uplifted 
Were a symbol of destniclion, I 

Were a hostile sign and symbol j 
All these things did Hiawatha | 
Show unto his wondering people. 

And interpreted their meaning, 

And he said " Behold, your graac | 
posts 

Haa e no mark no sign nor sy mbol 
Go and paint them all with figures 
Each one w ilh its household symbol, 
With its owTi ancestral Totem , 

So that those who follow after 
May distinguish them and knoav 
them [posts 

And they painted on the grave 
Of the graves yet unforgotten. 

Each his own ancestral Totem, 
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Each the symbol of his household , 
Figures of the Bear and Reindeer, 

Of the Turtle, Crane, and Beater, 
Each inaerted as a token 
That the oaaoicr was departed, 

That the chief w ho bore the sy mbol 
Lav beneath m dust and ashes 
And the Jossakecds, the prophets, 
The Wabenos the magicians 
And the medicine men the Medas, 
Painted upon bark and deer skin 
Figures for tlic songs they cliantcd, 
For each song a sepantc symbol, 
Figures mystical and awful. 

Figures strange and bnghtlv coloured , 
And each figure had its meaning. 
Each some magic song suggested 
The Great Spint, the Creator, 
Flashing light through all the heaven , 
The Great berpent, the Kenabeck, 
With Ills bloody crest erected, 
Creeping, looking into heaven , 

In the sky the sun that listens 
\nd the moon eclipsed and dving , 
Owl nnd eagle, crane and hen-hawk, 
And the cormorant, bird of magic 
Headless men that walk the licav ens. 
Bodies lying pierced with arrows, 
Bloody hands of death uplifted. 

Flags on graves, and great war- 
captains 

Grasping both the earth and heaven 1 
Such as these die shapes they 
painted 

On the birch-bark and the deer-skin , 
Songs of war and songs of hunting, 
Songs of medicine and of nngic, 

All were written m these figures, 

For each figure had its meaning, 

Each its separate song recorded 
Nor forgotten was the Love bong, 
The most subtle of all medicines. 

The most potent spell of magic 
Dangerous more than war or hunting 1 
Thus the Love Song was recorded, 
Symbol and interpretation 

I irst a human figure standing, 
Pninted in the onghtest scarlet , 

Tis the lover the musician. 

And the meaning IS, "My painting 
Makes me powerful over others 
Tlicn the figure seated, singing. 
Playing on a drum of magic, 

And the interpretation, "Listen! 

Tis my voice you hear, my singing ! " 

Then the same red figure seated 
In the shelter of a wigwam, 

And the meaning of the symbol, 


LONGFELLOIf^S POETICAL WORKS 


" I Mn come nnd si beside j ou Laughing shook his 

to the m)stery of m> passion! Anstvered c%er sssect '‘"d Aildl^c. 

Then two figures, man and nonian, ‘ Do not fear for ® . , 

Standing hand in hand togcilier and 

With their hands so clasped together On^ "I'f, ,pV\^Rin-Sea Water 
T'hnt thov «;wirned III one uniicd Roofed ^Mth icc tiic liig . 

Ind tlieTvXtto rcpLinted ’ When thesnow flakes, uhirhngdou-n 
Arc I see vour heart tniliin tou, "">td 

And your cheeks are red utth 


blushes I Clianged the pinc-trccs into u igwatns. 

Next the maiden on an island, Covered all the earth „ 

In the centre of an island , ^nned with arrows, shod with snow 

i^nd the song this shape suggested shoes, , , . .. 

Was ‘ Thought oil Were ntadisuancc, Heeding not his brother swammg, 
Were Upon some fir-off island, Fennng not the J-mI opinis 

Such a spell I cast upon you, I orth to hunt the deer with ant 

Such the magic power of passion. Ml alone went ChllnabM 

I could straightwav draw you tome I ’ Right across the P'S'bca-v> ate 

Tlien the figure of the maiden Sprang with speed the deer before ) 

Sleeping and the lovear near her. With the wand nnd snovv he follow ea. 

Whispering to her m her slumbers O cr the treacherous icc he followcu, 
Saying Though you were far from Wild with all the fierce coinniolion 
me And the r,aptnrc of the hunting 

In the land of Sleep and Silence But beneath, the Eval Spirits 

Sull the voice of love would reach Lay in ambush, waiting for him 

you 1 Broke the treacherous icc beneath him, 

And the last of all the figures Dragged lumdownward to Uic bottom, 

Was a heart widiin a circle Buned m the sand Ins body 

Drawn wathm a magic circle , Unktahcc, the god of w atcr. 

And the imago had this meamng He the god of the Dacotahs, 

* Naked lies your heart before mo, Drowned him in the deep abysses 

To your naked heart I whisper 1 ’ Of tlic lake of Gitche Gurnee. 

Thus it was that Hiawatha From the headlands Hinwalha 

In his wisdom taught the pco pic Sent forth such a wall of anguish, 

All the mysteries ol pamung Such a fearful lamentation, 

^1 the art of Picturc-Wnung, That the bison paused to listen. 

On the smooth bark of the birch tree. And the wolves howled front the 
On the white skin of the reindeer. 

On the grav c posts of the vaUagt 


HIAWA.TH'^S Lamentation Seven long weiis he sat lamw 
In tho.o days the Tvil Spirits still Ais moan of sor 

Feanng Hiaw atha s w isdom, 

And his lov e for Chibiabos He has gone horn us for cv cr, 

lealous of their r^ltur,u rJLy,A £3'^ moved a little nearer 

And their noble °f "tH music. 

Made at length a Icamie ntnmefth Master of all singing I 

To molest them an^es^v them^' ^ brother Chibiabos ! 

Hiawatha wue and w'^^ melancholy fir trees [him. 

Often said to Chibiabos ^ ’ Wavaid their dark green fans above 

'■ O my brother ' do not Ipav,* ms their purple cones above him, 

l^t the E\il Splnts harm -you 1" ’ console him, 

Chibiabos, joung and heed^c ^°Shng with his lamentation 

6 uuu neeoiess. Their complaimng, their lamenting 
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prairies 

And the thunder in the distance 
Woke and nnsw ered, “Baim wawal' 
T hen his face with black he pamted. 
With his robe liis head he covered. 

In his wagwam sat lamenting. 

Seven long weeks he sat lamenting, 
Uitcnng still this moan of sorrow — 
" He is dead, the sweet musician 1 
He the sweetest of all singers 1 
He has gone from us for cv cr. 

He has moved a little nearer 
To the Master of all music, 
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To the kingdom of Ponemili, 

To the hnd of the Hereafter 
From the \ilhgc of his childhood, 
From the homes of those \\ho knew 
him, 

Passmg silent through the forest 
Like a smoke wTeatli wafted sidc\\n)'s, 
Slowl) \'amshed Chibiabos 1 
Where he passed, the branches mo\cd 
not , 

Where he trod the grasses bent not, 
And the fallen lea\es of Last jear 
Made no sound beneath his footsteps 
Four whole dajs he joumc}cd on 
tvard 

Down the padiv."!^ of the dead men , 
On the dead man s straw berr) feasted, 
Crossed the melancholj n\er. 

On the swanging log he crossed it, 
Cams unto the Lake of Silver 
In the Stone Canoe was earned 
To the Islands of the Blessed 
To the land of ghosts and shadows 
On that joume} , movang slow ly, 
Many wearj spints saw he. 

Panting under heavy burdens. 

Laden wath war-clubs, bows and 
arrows, 

Ro^ of fur, and pou and kettles, 
Md wath food that fnends had given 
For that solitary joume) 

^ ‘‘Ahlwhydothelivang, saidthcj, 
Lay such heavy burdens on us ? 
Better were it to go naked, 

^tter were it to go fasting, 

^an to bear such heavy burdens 
and weaty journey ! 
Forth then issued Hiawatlia 
Wandered eastward, wandered west- 
ward, 

Twclnng men the use of simples 
^nd the antidotes for poisons 
^d the cure of all diseases, 

^ tte mvstert of Mcdamm, 

the sacred art of hcahng 


PAU PUK KLLW IS 

P‘"i-PukKecwis 

Stonn- 


And his flight from Hiawailia 
And his wondrous transmigrations, 
And the end of his adventures r 
On the shores of Gitche Gurnee, 

On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo, 

B> the shining Big bca- Water 
Stood the lodge of Pau Puk-Kcewas. 

It was he who in his frenry 
Wiiirlcd these drafting sands together, 
On the dunes of Nngow Wudjoo, 
WTicn, among tlic guests assembled. 
He so mcmlv and madly 
Danced at Hiawatlns wedding, 
Danced the Beggar s Dance to please 
them 

Now, in scarcli of new adventures, 
From his lodge w ent Pau-Puk-Kcewas, 
Came with speed into the village 
Found the young men nil assembled 
In the lodge of old Ingoo, 

Listenmg to his monstrous stories, 

To bis wonderful adventures 
He was telling them the story 
Of Ojecg the faummer-Mhker, 

How he made a hole m heaven, 

How he climbed up into heaven, 

And let out the Summer-weather, 

Tlic perpetual, pleasant Summer , 
How tlic Otter first essayed it , 

How the Beaver Lynx, and Badger 
Tncd in turn the great achievement, 
From the summit of the mountain 
Smote their fists against the heavens. 
Smote against the sky their foreheads. 
Cracked the sky, but could not 
break it , 

How the Wolvenne, uprising 
Made him ready for the encounter. 
Bent his knees dovvai, like a squirrel, 
Drew his arms back like a cnckeL 
" Once he leaped, said old lagoo, 
‘ Once he leaped, and lo I above him 
Bent the sky , as ice in nv ers 
^\^lcn the waters nsc breath it 
Twice he leaped, and lo 1 abova: him 
Cracked the sky as ice in nv ers 
^\^len the fresliet is at Iiighcst ' 

1 Tlince he leaped and lo I ahov e him 
I Broke the shattered sky asunder, 

I '^nd lie disappeared wathin it, 

And Ojeeg, tlie Fisher Weasel, 
vvith a bound went in behind him ' ” 
“Hark you* shouted Pau-Puk- 
Kcew IS 

As lie entered at the doorway , 

”1 am tired of all this talking. 

Tired of old lagoo s stones, 

Tired of Hiawatha s wisdom 
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Here 11 Mine lung lo iniurc >o\i, 
LtUtr t!nn tl!'> emilcii nlktng ‘ 

Then from oiii Ins pouch of wolf- 
'kjn 

Forth he tlrcv with so’emn rmnner, 
Ml the gome of Howl nnd Counters, 
with tliirtecn nieces. 

\\ hilc on ore ‘it*c s ere the) p-nnicd 
And ixmuiion on the other . 

Ino KemU-cks or grent serpents, 

1 tvo Jnincwug or wcilgc men, 

One p'cnl mr cluh I'ugimmigun, 
And one j itt’tlcr ii'.h the Kcego, 

F oil' niutnl (ucces Ornw rbccks 
And tlirce bhcrhcbmig or duel lings 
All were n ndc of bone nnd p iinlcd, 

Ml except the Omwabecks , 

These mere brtss, on one side bitr- 
nMicd 

And mxrc hhek upon the other 
In 1 mcod'n Iwwl he pheed them, 
Shook nnd jostled them together, 
Tlirew them on the ground licforc 
him. 

Thus txchiming nnd exphining 
* Red s dc up ire nil the pieces. 

And one great Kcnnbccl standing 
On the bnght side of n bms.s piece. 

On n bumisbed Oinwnbeck , 

Thlriren tens nnd eight arc counted ” 
Then ngim he shook die pieces, 
Shook nnd jostled them together 
Threm them on the gTOund before 
him. 

Stni csclalming nnd cxpkuning 
" While nrc both the great Kem- 
bccks. 

White the Inincnnig, the w edge-men. 
Red nrc nil the other pieces , 

Flic tens and nti eight nrc counted 
Thus he inught the gnme of hnrard, 
Thus disphjcd it nnd explained it. 
Running ilirough its larious chnnccs, 
Vanous clinngcs, \ nrious meanings , 
Tmcnti cunous ejesstnred nt him, 

Full of c.ngcmcss stared nt him 
“ kfnn) games, ' said old lagoo, 

” Man) games of skill and hazard 
Hnic I seen in different nations, 

Haic I plajed In different countries 
He VI ho plnjs with old lagoo 
Must have xern nimble fingers , 

Though )ou think ) ourself so suKul, 

I can bent )on, Pnu-Puk-Kccwfs, 

I can Cl cn gi\ e \ ou lessons 
In your game of Boil I nnd Counters ” 
So they sal and plai cd together, 

All the old men and the young men, 


Ph) cd for dresses, weapons, wampum, 
Ph)ed till midnight, plajed till morn 

Phicd until the Ycmdizic, 

T ill the cunning Piu Puk-Kccwis, 

Of their treasures bad despoiled them. 
Of the best of all their dresses. 

Shirts of deer skin, robes of ermine 
Dclti of wnmpuni, crests of feathers, 
Marlike wcijfons, pipes and pouches. 
Twent) Ljes glared wildly nt him, 

Lil c the eves of wolves glared nt 
him 

Said the lucky Piu-Puk-Kcowis, 

*' ]n 111) wigwam I nni lonely. 

In ru) w vndcnngs and adventures 
I have need of n companion, 

Fain would have n Mcsbinauvva, 

An attendant nnd pipe benrer 
I will icntnru all these winnings. 

All these garments heaped nhont me, 
All this wnmnum, all these feathers. 
On a single throw will venture 
All against the joung man jondcr J ’ 
’Twasajouth of sixteen summers, 
Twas a nephew of lagoo , 

Facc-in a-Mist, the people called him 
As the fire bums m a pipe head 
Duskv red beneath the ashes, 

So beneath his shaggy eyebrows 
Glowed the c)cs of old lagoo 
“ Ughl he answered, very fiercely 1 
*' Ugh 1 ’ they answered all and each 
one 

Seized the wooden howl the old man. 
Closely in his bony fingers 
Clutched the fat il bowl, Onagon, 
Shook it ficrccl) nnd with fur) , 

Made the pieces nng together 
he threw them down before him 
Red w ere both the great Kcnabecks, 
Red the Inincwaig, the wedge men. 

Red the Shcshcbwaig, the ducklings, 
Black the four brass Ozawabccks, 
White alone the fish, the Keego , 

Oi^ file the pieces counted I 
Then the smiling Pau Puk-Kcewas 
Shook the bowl nnd threw the pieces , 
Lightly in the air he tossed them, 
And'thcy fell about him scattered 
Dark and bright the Ozawabecks, 

Red and while the other pieces, 

And upnght among the others 
One Inincwaig wus standing, 

Even ns crafty Pau-Puk-Kcewis 
Stood alone among the plajers, 

Saying, "Five tens ! mine the game 
is!" 
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Twen’j C)es glared at him fiercel}, 
Like the e)es of wolves glared at him. 
As he turned and left the wagwam, 
Followed bv his Meshmauwa, 

B} the nephew of lagoo 
By the tall and graceful stnphng, 
Bamng m his arms the wmmngs. 
Shirts of deer skin robes of ermme 
Belts of wampum pipes and weapons 
Carrj them, said Pau-Puk- 
Kccwts 

Pointing wath his fan of feathers, 

' To m) wigwam far to eastward. 

On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo 1 ’ 
Hot and red wath smoke and gam- 
bling 

Were the ejes of Pau Puk-Kec\as 
As he came forth to the freshness 
Of the pleasant Summer morning 
All the birds w ere singing gaily, 

All the streamlets flowang swiftly 
And the heart of Pau Puk-Keewas 
Sang with pleasure as the birds sing. 
Beat with tnumph like tlie streamlets. 
As he wandered through the \alkige. 

In the earl) graj of morning 
With his fan of turke) feathers 
With his plumes and tufts of swan s 
down 

Till he reached the farthest wagwam. 
Reached the lodge of Hiawatha. 

Silent was it and deserted , 

No one met him at tlic doonray. 

No one came to bid him welcome , 
But the buds were singing round it 
In and out and round the doorway 
Hopping singing Huttenug feeding 
And aloft upon the ndgc-pole 
^ahgahgce the King of Ra\ ens 
Sat with hervc)es and screaming 
^^PP^hiswangsat Pau Puk Keewis 
jM! ore goncl the lodge is 
erapt) 1 

Pau ^ Keewis, 

in his heart rcsoUang mischief 

Gone IS wary Hiawatha 
^nc the silly Laughing Water, 
"Oman 

n IS left unguarded I ’ 

^“zed the raven 
1 n ^ U round him hkc a rattle 

an irjult to lu master ^ 
^..'V'funt to Hiawatha, 
''"hu'tealth) step he entered. 


Round the lodge in wild disorder 
Threw the household things about 
him, 

Piled together in confusion 
Bowls of wood and earthen kettles. 
Robes of buffalo and beaver. 

Skins of otter, l)nx, and ermine. 

As an insult to Nokomis 
As a taunt to Minnehaha 
Then departed Pau-Puk-Kcewas, 
Whistling, singing through the forest 
WTiistlmg gaily to the squirrels. 

Who from hollow boughs above him 
Dropped their acom-shells upon him. 
Singing gaily to the wood-birfs 
Who from out the leafy darkness 
Answered with a song as merry 
Then he climbed the rock) head- 
lands. 

Looking o er the Gitche Gurnee, 
Perched himself upon their summit. 
Waiting full of mirth and mischief 
The return of Hiavvathx 
Stretched upon his back he lay 
there , 

Far below him plashed the waters 
Plashed and washed the dreamy 
waters , 

Far above him swam the hcav ens. 
Swam the dirz) dre.aray heavens , 
Round him hovered, fluttered rustled, 
Hiawatha s mountain chickens. 
Flock-wise swept and wheeled about 
hun. 

Almost bnished him with their pinions 
And he killed them as he laj there. 
Slaughtered them by tens and tvv entics. 
Threw their bodies down the head- 
land. 

Threw them on the beach below him, 
Till at length Kavoshk the se.a-gul], 
Perched upon a crag above them, 
Routed ' It IS Pau-Puk-Kcewis I 
He is slaying us by hundreds 1 
^nd a message to our brother. 
Tidings send to Hiawatha 1 ' 


wn 

the HUNTING OF 
PAU-PUK-KEEWIS 
of WTath was Hiawatha 
When he came into the village. 
Found the people in confusion, 
^?trd of all the misdemeanours, 
AU the malice and the mischief 
Uf the cunning Pau-Puk-Keevvas 
170 
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n^rd 1 j lirciih cnnic through his 
JlO'’ ul . 

Thrcu::!) 1 is trtih he huied and mm- 
lurd 

WfinJs rtf mfe- ind resenttrent. 

Hot and ) iinmiir^ h! r* a hornet 
^'I uill 'u this I'm I’ulv kct-wi-', 
SJai this nii't-'iii ! iniknr ' said he 
“ N'ot 'O lot) ' nml witk the s\orld Is, 
Not ) ntdi and rr-U';!) tin. was is, 
n-ai nn vtmtli si til not .ittuin him, 
Tim ti)\ seamaucc skall not reach 
him * ' 

Tlwa in swatt tw utV departed 
lliawalha nnU the I unters 
On t’'t tra 1 of I’au Ihth-Kccuis. 
Thrcu-’i thv fo tst where he pas'cdjt, 
1 o tl c ’ cadhii is w In tv he re; ted 
lint this found no' I’m I’uh Kcvvsts, 
Otih lu the tritnpl^d grisjcs. 

In the w' o'“lrV rr\ bushss, 
hound tiic cmieh wiicre lie liad rested, 
ho nul the inipri-ss of Ins Itodv 

1 rema ths. lowlaudi far ticncath 
til ni 

1 rum tire Musholas the nivadoas , 
i‘au Pvl 'Kceasas, turning Irchward, 
Made a gcs'ure of tied ante, 

\tade a ve turc cf dension , 

And aloud CTieKl Hiawatha, 

From the tuiimni of the mountam 
• No, £0 long tnd wide the uorld is, 
Net to rude and rough the uaj is, 
Putina UTath shall oierial c aou, 

Ard ni) \cngeanc_ shall attain )on 
Oser TOci, nud oecr raacr, 

Ti orougli hush and brake and forest. 
Ran the cunning Pan Puk Kccwis 
1 ike an amelo,ae he boundca 
Till lie came unto n streamlet 
In the m ddle of the forest 
I o a strt inilet still nnd tranftiiil, 

That bad o crilos cil its margin, 

To a dam made b\ Ibe bcasers, 


To a taond of quiet n alcr, 

WUire knee-deep the ucosaserc skand- 


ing, , 

Wlicrc the ssatcr-hhes floated, 

Where the rushes ssased and sslns- 


On tlip'dam stood Pau-Puk Keewis, 
On the dam of trunks nnd branches 
Through whose chinks the water 

O cr wh^c summit flowed the stream- 


let. 


From the bottom rose a leaser, 
Looked w ith two great c>ls of wonder, 
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E)C5 that seemed to ask a question, 
At tlic stranger, Pati Puk-Kccwis 
On the dam stood Pan Puk-Kccwis, 

0 cr his anl Ics flowed the streamlet, 
Plowed the bright and siKcry water, 
\nd he spake unto the bcascr, 

With a smile he spake in this wise 

‘ 0 m) fnend, Ahmcck, the beater, 
Cool and pleas \ut is the water , 

Ivei me disc into the water, 

Let me rest there in tour lodges , 
Change me too into a beater ! " 

CautiousI) rcjihed the beater, 

With reserte he llius made answer 
‘ Let me first consult the others. 

Let me ask the other bc.avcrs " 

Down he lank into the water, 

Hc.it ilv sanl he as a stone sinks, 
Down among thelcatcsand branches, 
Browm anti milled at the bottom 
On the dam stood Pau Puk-Kcettas, 
Ocr his ankles flowed the streamlet, 
Sixmied through the chinks below 
bini, 

Dashed upon the stones bcncatli him. 
Spread serene and c.alm before him. 
And the sunsbmc and the shadows 
Fell in flecks and gleams upon him, 

1 ell in htllc sliimng patches 
Tlirough the watmg, rustling bran- 
ches 

From the bottom rose the beaters, 
Silently aljosc the surface 
Rose one head and then another, 
liU the pond seemed full of beaters, 
Fiill of black nnd shining faces 
J o the beat ers P ui-Puk-Kccw is 
Sp.akc cnirc-aiing, said in tins tt isc 
• Very pleasant is tour dt.clling, 

O mt friends t and safe from danger , 
Can } on not w ith nil ) our cunning, 

Ml vour wisdom and contritnnee 
Change me, too into a beaver? 

“ Yes replied Alimcck, the beater. 
He the King of all the beaters, 

“ Let youTscif slide down among us, 
Down into llio tranquil water " 

Dow n into the pond among them 
Silently sank Pau Puk Keettas , 

Black became his shirt of dccr-skin, 
Black his mocensons and leggings, 

In a broad black tail behind him 
Sprc.ad his fox-tails and his fringes , 
He was changed into a beaver 

"Make me large," said Pau-Puk- 
Kcctvis, 

" Make me large and make me larger. 
Larger than the other beaters 
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'•Yes,” the beaver chief responded, 
" When our lodge below >ou enter. 
In our iMgwam e ivill mahe ) ou 
Ten times larger than the others 
Thus into the clear brown w ater 
Silently sank Pau Puk-Keems 
Found the bottom coiercd over 


And It fluttered, strove, and 
struggled, 

Waving hither, waving thither, 

As the curtains of a vvigvv am 
Struggle with their thongs of deer-skin, 
When the wntry wind is blowing , 
Till It drew itself together, 


With the trunks of uees andbranches. Till it rose up from the body. 
Hoards of food against the wmter. Till it took the form and featu) 


id against the wmter. Till it took the form and features 

Piles and heaps against the famine Of the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis, 

Found the lodge wath arching doorway Vanishing into the forest 
spacious chambers. But the wary Hiawatha 

tie him large and larger Saw the figure ere it vanished. 
Best of the beavers. Saw the form of Pau-Puk-Keew is 


Leading into spacious chambers. 
Here they made him large and larger 
Made him largest of the beavers. 

Ten times larger than the otliers 
' You shall be our ruler said thej , 
" Chief and king of all the beavers. 

But not long had Pau-Puk-Keevvas 
Sat in state among the beavers 
When there came a voice of vv nming 
From the watchman at his station 
In the water flags and hlics 
Saying ' Here is Hiawatha ! 
Hiawatha wath his hunters ! 


Glide into the soft blue shadow 
Of the pine trees of the forest , 
Toward the squaresofvvhitebcyondit, 
Toward an opemng m the forest, 

Like a wind it rushed and panted, 
Bending all the boughs before it 
'Vnd behind it ns the ram comes, 
Came the steps of Hiawatha 
To a lake with many islands 
Came the breathless Pau Puk-Kccwis, 


Then they heard a cr> abovu them. Where among the water bTies 


Heard a shouting and a tramping Pishnekuh, the brant, was sailing , 

Heard a crashing and a rushing Through the tufts of rushes floating, 

And the water round and o er them Steering through the reedy islands. 
Sank and sucked away in eddies. Now their broad black beaks thej 
And they knew their dam was broken lift^ 

On the lodge s roof the hunters Now they plunged beneath the waiter, 
Leaped and broke it all asunder Now they darkened in the shadow, 
Streamed the sunshine through the Now thev brightened in the sunshine. 

creva^ ‘Pishnekuh I cnedPau-Puk Keew is, 

oprang the beavers through the door- "Pishnekuh, my brothers ! said he, 


Hid themselves in deeper water. 

In the channel of the streamlet 
But the mightv Pau Puk Keewas 
Qiuld not pass beneath the doonvav 
He was puffed wath pndeand feeding 
He was sw ollcn like a bladder 
Through the roof looked Hiawatha 
Cned aloud " O Pau Puk Keewis 1 
Vain are all )our craft and cunning 
V^jn vour manifoM H 


" Change me to a brant wath plumage. 
With a shining neck and feathers. 
Make me large and make me larger. 
Ten Umes larger than the others. ’ 
Straightway to a brant they changed 
him. 

With two huge and dusky pinions. 
With a bosom smooth and rounded. 
With a bill like two great paddles. 
Made him larger than the others, 

Ten times larger than the largest. 


Vain Vftiir J . ° mtit Iti Ui llic 

Well \ know \nn times larger than the largest, 

With iheir^ Just as shouting from tlie forest, 

bri^Sht^ On the shore stood Hiawatha. 

Beat to death n„,. ta. , ^ P rose with cry and clan 

Pounded him as maize is pouS,'"’ 


Beat to death n-,. n. i tose with cry and clamour. 

Poinded Mm of P>"'ons, 

Till his1wu^~^^^“"ded Rose up from the reedy isLds, 

Six tall hunters lithe an!t°iP’^^ From the water-flags and hlies 
Bore him home on poL and bmn^he. » r! I^u-Puk-Keevvis 


th branches, 

wre the body of the beav er , 


utc oeaver ^ dovvnivard, 

But the ghost the loehi h,,., good heed and look not dowm- 

Thought and felt ai Pau Pt^t v r [happen. 

Still lued on as Pau Puk strange mischance should 

rau m, Kecvvis. Lest some great mishap befall you 1 " 
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[happen, 
ice should 
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I- ait nnd fvr tlic\ fied to nortliwnrd, 
Fast and hr througli mist tndsunshine, 
1 cd 'imong the moors nnd fcnlands. 
Slept among the reeds and rushes 
On the morrem ns tliey joumejed 
Buoyed and lifted bj the South wind, 
Waftcrl onward lij the South wind, 
Blowing fresh and strong Itchind tlicm. 
Rase a sound of Iniinan \oict5, 

Rase ft clamour from beneath them. 
From the lodges of n tilbgo. 

From the people miles licncath them 
For tlk people of the Milage 
Saw the flock of bnnt with wonder, 
Saw the wangs of Pnu Ptik-kccwis 
Flapping far up in the ether, 

Broader than two doonvas curtains 
Ihu I*uk Kcewishcardlhcsliouung, 
Knew the voice of Hiawatha, 

Knew the oiiicrv of lagoo, 

And, forgetful of the warning, 

Drew hisneck in and looked dow nward. 
And the wand that blew behind bun 
Caught his mightv fan of feathers 
Sent him wheeling, whirling down- 
ward ' 

All in vain did Pau-Puk-Kcewis 
Struggle to regain his balance! 
Whirling round and round and down- 
ward, 

Ife beheld in turn the tallage 
And in turn the flock above him, 

Saw the village coming nearer. 

And the flock receding farther. 

Heard the voices growing louder. 
Heard the shouting and the laughter. 
Saw no more the flock above him, 
Onl) saw the earth beneath him , 

Dead out of the ernpt) heaven. 

Dead among the shouting people, 
With a heavy sound and sullen, 
hell the brant with broken pinions 
But his soul, his ghost Ins shadow. 
Still survaved as Pati-Puk-Kccvvas,^ 
Took again the form and fcatunj 
Of the nandsomc YcnadiHC, 

And again went rushing onward. 
Followed fast b> Hiaw-atlia, 

Crying "Not so wide the world Is, 
Not so long and rough the way ts. 

But my wTath shall overtake jou, ^ 
But mj vengeance shall attain you ! 

And so near he came, so near him, 
That his hand was stretched to seize 
him. 

His right hand to seize and hold him. 
When the cunning Pau-Puk-Kcewis 
\Vhlrlcd and spun about in circles, 
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Fnnncd the air into a whirlwind, 
Danced the dust and leaves about bun, 
And amid the whirling eddies 
Sprang into a hollow oik tree, 
Changed himself into a serpent, 
Gliding out through root and rubbish 
With Ills right hand Hiawatha 
Smote nmam the hollow oak tree 
Rent It into shreds and splinters, 

Left it Ij mg there in fragments 
But in vain for Pnu Puk-Kcewls, 
Once again in human figure, 

Fuli in sight rm on before him. 

Sped aw a) in gust and whirlwind, 

On the shores of Gitche Gurnee, 
Westward b> the Big Sea-Water, 
Came unto the rock) headlands. 

To the Pictured Rocks of sandstone. 
Looking over lake and landscape 

And the Old ^^an of the Mountain, 
He the Maniio of Mountains, 

Opened wide his roekj doorways, 
Opened wide his deep abysses, 

Giving Pau-Puk-Kcewas shelter 
In his caverns dark and drearj. 
Bidding Pau Puk-Kcewls welcome 
To his gloomj lodge of sandstone. 

Tlirrc without stood Hiawatha, 
Found the door\va> s closed against him, 
^^uh his mittens, Minjckahwun, 
Smote great caverns in the sandstone, 
Cned aloud in tones of thunder, 
"Open! I am Hiawatha I 
But the Old Man of the Mountain 
I Opened not, and made no answer 
From the silent crags of s.andstonc. 
From the gloomv rock ab>’sscs 

Then he raised his hands to heaven, 
Called imploring on the tenipicst. 
Called Wav w assimo, the lightning, 
And the thunder, Anncmcekee, 

And they camewith nightund darkness, 
Sweeping down the Big-Sea- Water 
From the distant Thunder Mountains 
And the trembling Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Heard the footsteps of the thunder, 
S.avv the red ejes of the lightning. 

Was afraid, und crouched and trem- 
bled 

Then Wajavassinio, the lightning. 
Smote the doorways of the caverns, 
With his war-club smote the doonvays, 
Smote the jutting crags of sandstone, 
And the thunder, Annemeekee, 

Shouted down into the caverns, 

Saying, " Where is Pau-Puk-Kee 
vvis? " 

And the crags fell, and btaicath them 
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Dead among the rocky ruins 
Lay the cunning Pau Puk-Keeuds, 
I^y the handsome Yenadizre 
Slain m his own human figure. 

Ended were his wild adienturcs, 
Ended were his tncks and gambols. 
Ended all his craft and cunning. 
Ended all his mischief making. 

All his gambhng and his dancing. 

All his wooing of the maidens 
Then the noble Hiawatha 
Took his soul, his ghost his shadow 
Spake and said, • O Pau Puk-Kec 
wis 1 

Never more m human figure 
ShaU you search for ne\\ adventures 
Never more with jest and laughter ’ 
Dance the dust and leaves m whirl- 
winds 

But above there in the heavens 
You shall soar and sail m circles 
1 vvfll change j ou to an eagle 
To Keneu the great War Eagle 
Chief of all the fowls with feathers, 
of Hiawatha s chickens 
-And the name of Pau Puk-Kccwis 
Lingers suit among the people, 
Ungers still among the singers. 

And among the storytellers . 

^"ow flakes 

1 ^ ^ ^ eddies round the lodges 
wnd in gusty tumult ' 

Keevl^is^,'^’ 

He IS dancing through the viUigc 
He IS gathenng m his harvest 7 


Will 

the death of kwasind 

s^'d the nations 

Sind Kvva- 

Th^t^ Little People 

PloUerl ^ ^^ties and the pigmies 

Rending touches 

'^‘>ing everything to pieces. 


Filling all the world with wonder, 

' What becomes of the Puk-Wndjies? 
A\Tio will care for the Puk-Wudjics ? 
He will tread us down like mushrooms, 
Dnve us all into the water, 

Give our bodies to be eaten 
By the wicked Ne-bi-naw baigs, 

Bj the Spints of the Water I 
So the angrv Little People 
-All conspired igninst the Strong Man, 
-All conspired to murder Kwnsmd, 
Yes, to nd the world of Kwnsmd, 

Tlic audacious overbeanng. 
Heartless, haughtj, dangerous Kwa^ 
Sind 

Now this wondrous strength of 
Kvvasind 

In his crown alone was seated , 

In his crown too, was his weakness , 
There alone could he be wounded, 
Nowhere eke could weapon pierce 
him. 

Nowhere else could w capon harm him 
Even there the only weapon 
That could wound him, that could slay 
him, 

Was the sccd-cone of the pine-tree, 

M as the blue cone of the fir-tree. 

This was Kwasind s fatal secret, 
Knovvn to no man among mortals , 
the cunning Little People 
The Puk-Wudjies knew the secret. 
Knew the only way to kill him 
So thev gathered cones together. 
Gathered seed-cones of the pine tree, 
^thered blue cones of the fir-tree. 

In the woods bj Taquamenaw, 
brought tliem to the nver s margin, 
H^ped them in great piles together, 

V here the red rocks from the margm 
WUng overhang the nver 

^cre thej lay in wait for Kwasind, 

1 tie malicious Little People 
Twas an afternoon m Summer 

V eiy hot and still the air was, 

\ cry smooth the gliding nver, 
MouonlcM the sleeping shadows 

nsects glistened in the sunshine, 
p ^Lited on the water 
wY.n drowsv air with buzzing, 

WUh a far-resounding war-crv 

«'’er came the Strong 

Kwasind, 

Qr slowly down the current 
I vLl Taquamenaw, 

^“Kuid wath the weather. 

Very sleepy with the sfience. 
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From the overhanging branches, 
From the tassels of the birch trees, 
Soft the Spirit of Sleep descended I 
By his airy hosts surrounded. 

His invisible attendants, 

, Came fheSpint of Sleep, Ncpahwin , 
Like the burnished Dash-k\vo ne she. 
Like a dragon-fly, he hoi cred 
O cr the droivsy head of Kivasind. 

To his ear there came a murmur 
As of waves upon a seashore 
As of far-off tumbling waters. 

As of winds among the pine trees , 
And he felt upon his forehead 
Blows of little airy ii ar-clubs. 
Wielded by the slumbrous legions 
Df the Spirit of Sleep, Nepahwin, 

As of some one breathing on him 
At the first blow of their war-clubs, 
bell a drowsiness on Kwasmd , 

At the second blow they smote him. 
Motionless his paddle rested , 

At the third, before his vision 
Reeled the landscape into darkness, 
Veo' sound asleep was Kwasmd 
So he floated dowm the nver. 

Like a blind man seated upnght. 
Floated dow n the Taquamonaw, 
Underneath the trembling birch-trocs. 
Underneath the wooded headlands. 
Underneath the war encampment 
Of the pigmies, the Puk-Wudjies 
Tliere the^ stood all armed and 
waiting, 

Hurled the pine-cones down upon him. 
Struck him on his brawny shoulders. 
On his crown defenceless struck him 
“ Death to Kwasmd 1 ' was the sudden 
Wnr-cry of the Little People 
And he sideways swajed and tum- 
bled, 

Sidewajs fell into the nver, 

Plunged beneath the sluggish water 
Headlong as an otter plunges , 

And the birch-canoe, abandoned. 
Drifted empty down the river. 

Bottom upward swerved and drifted 
Nothing more \vas seen of Kwasmd 
But the memory of the Strong Man 
Lingered long among the people, 

And whenever through the forest 
Raged and roared the wintry tempest. 
And the branches, tossed and troubled, 
Creaked and groaned and split 
asunder, 

"Kwasindl” cned they, “that is 
Kwasmd 1 

He IS gathenng in his fire-wood 1 ' 
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XIX. 

THE GHOSTS 

Nevtr stoops the soanng vulture 
On his quarry m the desert. 

On the sick or wounded bison. 

But another vulture, watching 
From his high aenal look-out. 

Sees the downward plunge, and foi 
lows , 

And a third pursues the second. 
Coming from the mwsible ether, 
first a speck, and then a \ailture. 

Till the air is dark w ith pinions 
So disasters come not singly , 

But as if they watched and waited. 
Scanning one another s motions. 
When the first descends, the others 
Follow, follow, gathenng flock-wasc 
Round their victim, sick and wounded. 
First a shadow then a sorrow'. 

Till the air is dark tvith anguish 
Now, oer all the dreary Northland, 
Mighty Peboan, the Winter, 

Breathing on the lakes and nvers. 

Into stone had changed their waters 
From liishairheshook the snow-flakes. 
Till the plains were strewn with 
whiteness, 

One uninterrupted level. 

As if, stooping, the Creator [over 
With his hand had smoothed them 
Through theforest,vvidc and wailing. 
Roamed the hunter on his snow-shoes. 
In the village worked the women, 
Pounded maize, or dressed the deer- 
skin , 

And the young men played together 
On the ice the noisy ball-play, 

On the plain the dance of snow-shoes 
One dark evening, after sun down. 

In her wigwam Laughing Water 
Sat with old Nokomis, waiting 
For the steps of Hiawatha 
Homeward from the hunt returning 
On their faces gleamed the fire-hglit. 
Painting them with streaks of crimson. 
In the eyes of old Nokomis 
Glimmered like the watery moonlight. 
In tile eyes of Laughing Water 
Glistened like the sun m water 
And behind them crouched their 
shadows 

In the comers of the wagwam, 

And the smoke in wreaths above them 
Oimbed and crowded through the 
smoke flue 
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Then the cumin of the doon n) 
From wihout ms slowl) lifted , 
Bnphtcr glowed the fire n moment 
And a moment s^ cned the jmol c- 
wTcalh, 

As two vomcn entered sofds. 

Fissed the doonniv tinmntcd, 
\Vuho\\Vv,ciTd of salvilatfon 
Without sign of recognition 
Sit down in the f\nhcsi comer 
Crouching low nmong ih- «hodows 
From their aspect and t'leir ( ar 
ments 

Strangers 'cenicd the\ in the iiUage 
\ era pale and 1 aggard \ ere thei 
As dies sat there sad and ••il'-rt 
Trembling coucnngwallitlu ha to is 
W'as it the wind abate tin smot- 
flue 

Nfuilenng down into ih'' w igt 'tm ’ 
W'as It the ot 1 the Kobo (.oho 
Hooting from the dismal fo'c t ? 

Sure a toicc said m the silcrce 
*' These arc corpses clad In garment i- 
These arc ghosts that come to liaun* 
sou 

From the (.ingdom of Ponencah 
From the land of the Hereafter t 
Howetvard now came liiawatlLa 
From his hunting m the forc-i 
Wfith the snow upon his trc'es 
And the red deer on his shoiilde^ 

At the feet of Laughing W atcr 
Dowm he threw his lifclcs burden 
Nobler Inndsomcr she thouglu liim 
Than when first he came to woo her 
First threw down the deer before he* 
As a toV.cn of bis wisbcs 
As a promise of the future. 

Then he turned and saw tin 
strangers 

Cowermg croucliing with the sin 
dows 

^d within himself, " WTio arc thev 
WTiat strwgcguestshasMinnchaha ? 
But he quesuoned not tlic 'tnngcn. 
Only spake to bid them welcome 
"'5 lodge, his food, his fireside 
Whm the ct cning meal was reads 
And the deer had been dinded 
^ih rtc p|dlid guests, the strangers 
bpnnpng from among the shadows, 
upon the choicest portions 
the white fat of the roebuck, 
Set a^ for laughing W^ater, 
^rAe,„feofHiawatlia 

“Wng Without thanking, 
Eagerly detoured the morsels. 


n tied ImcI amonj’ the shat'o « 

In the corner o' the win ’am 
Not n w-inl rp-rkc Hiawatln 
Not a mot on mad- Nol om t 
Not a gi-'tiirc l,iiiighlnr W'atcr , 

Not a change c.asiie o or their feature'. 
0"U Mlnrehal j fofily 
Wlu,'-*ej 'rttnf, "Thej n*!: 
fim ’ml 

I <"t t' I'm do t I at l>"‘t dtlmh's th^'n^ 
Let lie -1 eat fo- 1 ’ i-y arc fnm'shttl " 
Merit a dai’ gilt di n-il end di'L 
c—* I 

M-nt a n'pl i 'hook off tt--- ilavllr! I 
A' tl - f.nr il/ak'' rff llfC 'nnr flakes 
1 r mi lh»- nt <’ !rl ' of ll j I «• eh C' , 
Dit In <'at l! rt(i 'aitnirmn,, 

; It tl '■ c sV n' tn If e wi-tfam 
il’utbt t ’it ‘n ■‘tf'ni O' ■•’•fiiglt* 

1 on) tlct wees in'o i! f 
rintiping h.cwcsKl la ilie wigt nn, 
llnn^i", p r' con-s /o' llm I tlT’ng, 
Ml -tt t 'a 1 --d nlwat" * I'nL 
/trd wherettr Hwtftha 
Cam- from fn’i nt o- fr<*n hinimr, 
V,1 ra tin rrn rg ukuI was ready, 
\nd ll e fotH* liarl li'^en thv! 'ed 
(>I dnr from the!* iLirL'c-n- coTiej’, 
Can die pallid gi '“t th“ strangers, 
Viml i pon it e ctio crjt portions, 

'v-i ashle fo* Maiirh'rg \\ aie- 
And t itho t rrinite or qi >"1100 
Hut'a! 1 'cl amoac the shadows. 

Ne e-cn-e had HtawatSa 
a we'd or I xik rep owed th'rr , 
Never Dpte 1 ad chi Noknm’s 
Made a gcatii r c' irtifolif-ce 
Ne -cr o-ce lad l^niiriilng W n’Cr 
fcnown tr..-niment at the ojtrog' 
rtll 1 ad the) cni'urer* in tilence 
Hill the ni lit' of giicJt and stranfCT, 
Tint I’le virtue of fro- gitirg 
P) a look mipnt not be letstncd, 
lit a word miciit not be barken 
Orcc nt m'dnlght Iluat ailta, 

Lter V akeful, ever watchful, 

In the ttigw-n dimit Hr) ted 
Bt the bnnds that stul wcrrlnimlng, 
Bt the gliniminng, Dickering fire light 
Hca'd a s ghhg, oft repented, 

Heart! n sobbing ns of 'orrott 
From his couch rose Hiawntlia 
From his sbngrt bides of bron 
Pushed aside the deer «kin curtain 
Saw the itallid guests tlic shadows 
Sitting Upright on their couches, 
W’ccpmg in the silent midnight. 

And he said "OgucstsI whyJs It 
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Tint \our hearts arc so afnictccl 
^^lat \oti sob so tn the midnight? 

Has perchance the old No! onus, 
llasni) s\ifc, in\ Minnehaha 
Wronged or gnc\cd\oii by nnkindncss, 
Tailed in hospitable duties’ 
llien the shadows ceased from 
wee (ling, 

Ceased from sobbing and lamenting, 
And they <aid with gentle \oiccs 
We nre ghosts of the dc|jartcd, 
Souls of thosewho once Were with you 
From the realms of Ciiibiabos 
Hither )m\e we come to try you, 
Hither have we come to warn you 
“ Cnes of gnef and lamentation 
Reach us m Uic Blessed Islands , 

Cnes of anguish from the living 
Calling badv their friends departed. 
Sadden ns with useless sorrow 
Ihcn-forc have we come to try you , 
No one knows us, no one hi eds us. 
We arc but a burden to y ou. 

And we sec that the departed 
Have no place among the living 
" Think of this, O Hiawatha 1 
Speak of it to alt the people. 

Tint henceforward and for ever 
They no more with Jnmcntnt ons 
Sadden the souls of the departed 
In llie Islands of the Blessed 
“ Do not lay such heavy burdens 
In the graves of those you bury. 

Not siichwcight of furs and wampum. 
Not sucb weight of pots and kettles, 
For the spirits faint beneath them 
Only give them food to carry, 

Only giv c them fire to light them 
“ Four days is the spirit s journey 
To the land of ghosts and shadows, 
hour Its lonely night encampments , 
Four times must their fires be lighted 
Therefore, when the dead are buried, 
I^t a fire, as night approaches, 

Four limes on the grave be kindled, 
That the soul upon its journey 
May not lack the cheerful fire-light. 
May not grope about in darkness. 

" Farewell, noble Hiawatha 1 
We have put vou to the trial, 

To tlie proof nave put your patience, 

By the insult of our presence. 

By the outrage of our actions 
We have found you great and noble 
I ail not in tlie greater tnal, 

Faint not in the harder struggle.’ 

When they ceased, a sudden dark- 
ness 
a 7? 


TlH and filled tile silent wigwam 
Hiawatha he.ard a rustle 
‘\s of girnicnts trailing by Iiim, 
Hc.ard the curtain of the doorway 
Lifted by a hand he s.aw not, 

Telf the cold breath of the night air. 
For a moment saw the starlight , 

But he saw tlic ghosts no longer, 
S.avv no more the w andenng spirits 
; From the kingdom of Boneraali, 
From the land of the Hereafter 


\\ 

THE FAMINE 

O THE long and dreary Winter I 
O the cold and cruel Vvinler I 
Ever thicker thicker, tliiLkcr 
Froze the ice on lake and nver. 

Ever deeper, deeper, deeper 
Fell the snow o cr all the landscape 
Fell thecovenng snow and driftcci 
Through tlic forest, round the village 
Hardly from his buned wigwam 
Could the hunter force a passage , 

W ith his mittens and his snow slioi 
Vainlv walked lie through the forest 
Sought for bird or beast and found 
none 

Sav/ no track of deer or rabbit, 

In the snow beheld no footpnnts 
In the ghostly', gleaming forest 
Fell, and could not rise from weak- 
ness, > 

Penshed there from cold and hunger 
O the famine and the fever 1 
O the wasting of the famine I 
O the blasting of ihc fever I 
O the wailing of the children ! 

0 the anguish of the women I 

All the" earth was sick and famished, 
Hungry was the air around lliein, 
Hungiy was the sky above them, 

And the hungry stars in hcav cn 
Like the cy cs of vrolvcs glared at them I 
Into Hiawatha s wigwam 
Came two other gt.ests, as silent 
As the ghosts were, and as gloomy. 
Wailed not to be invited, 

Did not parley at the doorway, 

Sal there without word of welcome 
In the scat of Laughing Water 
Looked with haggard eyes and hollow 
At the face of Laughing Water 
And the foremost said, " Behold 
me I 

1 am Famine, Buckadawm I ’’ 
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And the other 'aid, " Behold me ' 

I am Fe^cr, Ahkoscwm ' 

And the lot el\ Alinnclnha 
Shuddered as thej looked upon her 
Shuddered at the words thej uttered, 
Lat down on her bed in silence. 

Hid her face but made no answer , 

Lay there trembling freezing burning 
At the looks they cast upon her 
At the fearful w ords thev uttered 
Forth into the emptj forest 
Rushed the maddened Hiawntha , 

In his heart wns deadlj sorrow. 

In his face a stony firmness , 

On his brow the sweat of anguish 
Started but it froze, and fell not 
Wrapped m furs and armed for 
hunung. 

With his mighty bow of ash tree. 

With his qui\er full of arrotvs, 

\Wth his mittens Mmjekahwain 
Into the vast and vacant forest 
On his snow shoes strode he fonvard 
‘ Gitche Mamto, the Mighty ! 

Cned he with his face uplifted 
In that bitter hour of anguish, 

" Give your children food, O father ' 
Give ns food or we must pensh 1 
Give me food for Minnehidia, 

For my dyang Minnehaha 1 
Through the far-resounding forest, 
plough the forest v-ast and vacant, 
Rang that cry of desolaUon, 

F^t there came no other answ er 
^an the echo of his cryang 
Tlian the echo of the woodlands 
'Minnehaha! Minnehaha! 

All day long roved Hiawatha 
in In'll rnelancholy forest 
Through the shadow of whose thickets 
la the pleasant days of Svummer. 

Uf that ncer-forgotten Summer, 

He had brought his y oung wafe home- 
M*nra 

And iV, ^ng in the thickets, 

M win Show “ 

Tnm/ i "'yl’usbandl 

WUh Nokomis 

itn those gloomy guests that 
rvatchedher 

TOth the Famine and the Fever 
the Beloved. ^ ’ 

She the dyang Mmnehalia 


“ Hark 1 ’ she said, " I hcaranish* ^ 
ing, 

Hear a roanng and a rushing, 

Hear the falls of Minnehaha 
Calling to me from a distance ' " 

"No, iny child 1 ’ said old Nokomis, 

" ITs the mght-wmd in the pme- 
irccs 

" Look ' she said " I sec my father 
Standing lonely at his doonvav, 
Beckoning to me from his wagvvam. 

In the land of the Dacotnhs 1 
"No my child 1 ‘ said old Nokomis, 

" Tis the smoko that waves and 
Leckons 1 [Pauguk 

" \h 1 she said, " the eyes of 
Glare upon me in the darkness , 

1 can feci his icy fingers 
Clasping mine amid the darkness 1 
Hiawatha! Hiawatha! 

And the desolate Hiawatha, 

Far away amid the forest, 

Miles away among the mountains. 
Heard that sudden cty of anMisli, 
Heard the voice of Minnehaha 
Calling to him in the darkness, 

" Hiawatha ! Hiawatha 1 ’ 

Over snow-fields waste and pathless, 
Under snow -encumbered branches, 
Homeward hurried Hiawatha, 
Empty-handed heavy-hearted, 

Heard Nokomis moaning, waibng, 

' Waliononiin 1 Walionomm ! 

Would that I had perished for y ou, 
Would that I were dead as you are I 
Wahonomin 1 Wahonomin ’ 

And he rushed into the wigwam, 

Saw the old Nokomis slowly 
Rocking to and fro and moaning. 

Saw his lovely Minnehaha 
Ly mg dead and cold before him , 

And Ills bursting heart within him 
Uttered such a cry of anguish 
That the forest moaned and shud- 
dered, 

That the very stars in heaven 
Shook and trembled with his anguish 
Then he sat dowai, still and speech 
less 

On the bed of Minnehaha, 

At the feet of Laughing Water, 

At those Willing feet that never 
More would lightly run to meet him, 
Never more w ould lightly follow 
With both hands his face he 
cov cred [there, 

&ven long days and nights he sat 
As if in a swoon lie sat there, 

I/S 
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Speechless, motionless, unconscious 
j Of the dn% light or the darkness, 
i Then thev buried Minnehaha 

i In the snou a gri\c they made her, 

' In the forest deep and darksome, 

Underneath the moaning hemlocks , 
Clothed her in her nehest garments. 
Wrapped her in her robes of ermine. 
Covert her uith snon , like ermine , 
Thus they buned Minnehaha 
And at night a fire was lighted 
On her gra\c four limes was kindled, 
I or her soul upon its journey 
To the Islands of the Blessed 
From Ills doom ay Hiawatha 
i Saw It burning in the forest, 

Lighting up the gloomy hemlocks , 

1 From his sleepless bed uprising, 

I From the bed of Minnehaha, 

' Stood and w atched it at the doorwtn , 

Tint It might not be extinguished, 
Might not lease her in the darkness 
•* rnrcwcll 1 said he, Minnehaha' 
; Farewell, O my Laughing Water i 
1 All my heart is buried with you, 

' All my thoughts go onward with you ! 
Come not back again to labour, 

Como not back again to sulTcr 
\\ 111 re the raniine and the Feter 
Wear the heart and waste the body 
Soon my task will be completed. 

Soon y our footsteps I shall follow 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 

To the kingdom of Poncmah ! 

To the Land of the Hereafter ' 

\\I 

IHE WHITE FOOT 

In his lodge beside a river, 

Close beside a frozen river, 

Sat an old man sad and lonely 
White his hair was as a snow-drift , 
Dull and low his fire was burning 
And the old min shook and trembled. 
Folded in his \Vaubewy on, 

In his tattered white skin wrapper. 
Hearing nothing but tlie tempest 
As It roared along the forest, 

Sccang nothing but the snow storm 
As it whirled and hissed and drifted 
Ail the coals were white with ashes, 
And the fire was slowly dying 
As a young man, walking lightly, 
i At the open doorway entered 
: Red wath blood of youth his ehccks 


were. 



Soft his eyes as stars in Spring-time , 
Bound his forehead was with grasses, 
Bound and plumed with scented 
grasses , 

On his lips a smile of beauty. 

Filling all the lodge with sunshine , 

In his hand a bunch of blossoms, 

1 ilhng all the lodge with sweetness 
" \h, my son F exclaimed the old 
man, 

“ Happy arc my eyes to see yoiu 
Sit here on the mat beside me, 

Sit here by the dying embers. 

Let us pass the night together 
Icll me of your strange adventures, 
Of the lands w here you hav c trav elled , 
I will tell \ou of iny prowess, 

Of my many deeds of wonder ’ 

From his pouch he drew his pcacc- 
pipc. 

Very old and strangely fashioned , 
i\fade of red stone was the pipe head, 
And the stem a reed with feathers , 
Filled the pijx: with bark of willow. 
Placed a burning coal upon it, 

Gave It to his guest, the stranger, 

And began to speak in this wise 
“ When I blow my breath about me. 
When I breathe upon the landscape. 
Motionless are all the rivers, 

Hard as stone becomes the water I ’ 
And the young roan answered, smil- 
ing 

"MTicn 1 blow niy’ breath about me. 
When I breathe upon the landscape, 
Flowers spnngupall o erthe meadows. 
Singing, onward rush the rivers 1 ' 

' When 1 shake my hoary tresses, ’ 
Said the old man, darkly frowaiing, 

' All the land with snow is covered , 
All the leaves from all the branches 
Fall and fade and die and wither. 

For I breathe, and lo 1 they arc not. 
From the waters and tlio marshes 
Rise the wald-goose and the heron. 

Fly away to distant regions, 

For I spicak, and lo 1 they arc not 
And where er my footsteps wander. 

All the wild beasts of the forest 
Hide themselves in holes and caverns. 
And the earth becomes as flintstone 1 
"When I shake my flowing ring- 
lets, ’ 

Said the young man, softly laughing, 
"Showers of rain fMl warm and wel- 
come. 

Plants lift up their heads rejoicing, 
Back unto tneir lakes and marshes 
N 2 
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de- 


Come the wild goose and the heron, 
HomcHird shoots die arrotw swallox 
bing the blue bird and the robin , 
And where er mx footsteps xx-ander, 
All the nieadoxx's xxnxe with blossoms 
All the xxoodlandi ring xxilh music. 

All the trees are dark xvith folugc ' " 
While thex spake the night ' 
paned . 

From the dbUnt realms of \\ abun 
From his shining lodge of silx-er 
Like a xxamor robed and painted 
Came the sun and said Behold me' 
Ghwzis the great sun behold me ! 
Ihen the old mans tongue xxas 
speechless 

And the air grcvx xvarm and pleasant 
^d upon he xxa^xx mi sxxeetk 
Sang t^he blue bird and the robin 
And the stream began to murmur 
anti i scent of growing gtuases 
ITirough the lodge xxas gently xx-ifted 
Xnd ^cgxvun the j outhful stranger 
More distinctly m the day light 
Saxx the iCT face before him 
It w-as Peboin, the Winter ' 

From his ex es the tears xx ere floxving 
melting lakes the streamlcu^ 

^ the'th,^^,' dxx-mdled 

■rtn mtf m a-'cendcd 

Gll into the air it faded 

And ['h'^ 'amshed 

On before him 

All lie ‘ blossoms 

-SSS-e? 

pinions ™ clangorous 


In the thickets and the meadows 
Piped the blue bird, the Oxx-tissa , 

On the summit of the lodges 
Sang the Opechcc the robin , 

In the coxert of the pine trees 
Cooed the Omemc, the pige-on , 

And the sorroxving Hiaxxatha, 
Speechless in Ins mfinue sorrow, 
Heard their xoiccs calling to him, 
Went forth from his gloomy doorxva). 
Stood and gazed into the heaxen 
Gazed upon tlic earth and xx-aters 
From his xxandenngs far to cast 
xxnrd 

From the region^ of the morning. 
From the shining land of Wabun, 
Homeward now returned lagoo 
Tlie great trax cHtr the great boaster, 
Full of nexx and straiigc adxrentuas 
Marx els manj and man} wonders 
\nd the people of the xallage 
Listened to him as be told them 
Of ins marvellous adventures 
Laughing answered him in this xnso 
Ugh 1 it IS indeed lagoo 
1 X 0 one else beholds such xvonders ' ’ 
He had seen he said, a xvater 
Bigger than the Big-Sca-Walcr. 
|Broader than the Gitchc Gurnee 
Bitter so tliat none could drink it 1 
At each other looked the xxnmors, 
^ked the women at each other, 
railed and said * It cannot be so ! 

1 thc} said It cannot be so' 

U er it said he o cr tins xxatcr 
Uamc a great canoe with pinions, 

A canoe xxith wings came filing 
iggcr than a groxe of pine trees 
taller than the tallest tree tops ! 

And the old men and thc women 
^oked and Uttered at each other 
La«’ they said, ‘we don t beltcx-c 

It ! 

From Its mouth, he said, to greet 
him, 

Wa}axassimo thc hghtnin-, 
wme the thunder, Anncnieekee 1 
V?,. ‘be xvynors and the women 
laughed aloud at poor lagoo 
‘xatt 1 said the}, ' what tales }ou 
tell us ! 

^ people 

c great canoe vvitli pinions 

“ hundred xx amors . 
AnH \'?“e were all their faces 
^d wth hair their chins w ere cox eredl 
the xwomen 
i^nghed and shouted m derision, 

iSo 
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IJkc the rucns on ihc tree-tops. 

Like tlie crows upon the hemlocks 
"Knw !' they siid, “ulnt lies \ou 
tell us 

Do not think tint we bcliete them 1 ” 
Onl) JInwniln Liiighcd not, 

But lie {;ri\el\ spake nnd nnswered 
To their jtcnng and their jesting 
" 1 nic IS all lagoo tells us , 

I ln\c seen It in a \ason 
Seen the great canoe uatli pinions, 
been the jacoplc with white faces 
been the coining of this bearded 
People of the wooden scssel 
From the regions of the morning. 
From the shininp I ind of Wabun 
‘ Gitthc Manito, the Might}, 

Tile Great Spint the Creator, 
bends them hither on his errand, 
bends them to us with his message. 
Wheresoecr thev mo\c, before them 
Swarms the stinging-fl} , the Ahmo, 

Sw irms the bee the hone} maker , 
W’hcresoc cr the} tread beneath them 
Springs a flower unknown among us 
Springs the White man s I oot in 
blossom 

*' Let usw cicomc, then, thestrangers, 
Ilail them as our fnends and brollicrs. 
And the heart s right hand of friendship 
One them when the} come to see us 
Gitclie Manito. the Might} , 

Said this to mo in m} \ision 
" I beheld, too, m that vision 
All llic secrets of the future. 

Of the distant da}s that shall be 
1 beheld the vvestward marches 
Of the iinknowai crowded nations 
All the land w as full of people. 
Restless, straggling, toiling, stnving 
bpcaking many tongues }ct feeling 
But one hcart-licat in their bosoms 
In the woodlands rang their axes 
Smoked their towns in all the vallejs, 
Over all the laics and nvers 
Rushed their great canoes of thunder 
“ Dien a darker, dreaner vision 
Passed before me, vague and cloud- 
likc 

I Iicheld our nations scattered. 

All forgetful of my counsels. 
Weakened, vmmng with each other , 
baw the remnants of our people 
Sweeping westward, wild andvvoful, 
Like the cloud rack of a tempest 
Like the withered leaves of Autumn 1 


HlkWATHA'S DEPARTURE 

Bv the shore of Gitclic Gurnee, 

By tiie shining Big-Va Water, 

At the doorway of his wigwam. 

In the pleasant Summer morning, 
Hiawatha stood and waited 
All the air was full of freshness 
All the earth was bright and jovous 
And before him through the sunshine. 
Westward toward the ncighbouimg 
forest. 

Passed 111 golden swarms the Ahmo 
Passed the bees the hone} -maki rs 
Burning, singing m the sunshine 
Bnght abov e him shone the hcav ens 
Level spread the lake Iicforc him 
I rom Its bosom leapt d the sturgeon, 
bparkling, flashing in the sunshine , 
On Its margin the great forest 
Stood reflected in tlic water 
Every tree top had its shadow 
Motionless beneath the w aicr 
From llic brow of Hiawatha 
Gone was every trace of sorrow, 

As a fog from off the vv ater 
As Uic mist from off the meadow 
With a smile of jo} and triumph. 

With a look of evultation 
As of one who in a vision 
Secs what is to be, but is not. 

Stood and waited Hiawatha 

Toward the sun his hands were 
lifted * 

Both the palms spread out against it. 
And between the parted fingers 
Fell the sunshine on his features, 
Flecked wath light Ins naked shoulders. 
As It falls and flecks an oak-tree 
"ITirough thenfted Icavcsandbrancho^ 
O cr the water floating, fl} ing, 
Something m the hazy distance, 
Something m the mists of morning, 
Loomed and lifted from the water 
Now seemed floating, now seemed 
fl}ang. 

Coming nearer, nearer, nearer 
Was It Shingcbis the diver? 

Was It the pelican the Shada? 

Or the heron, the Shuh-shuh gall ? 

Or the white goose, Wavv-lic wavva. 
With the water dnpping flashing 
From its gloss} neck and feathers? 

* In tins manner nnd with siicli salntntlons, 
was Fnlhcr Marqueltc i^civcd by the Illinois 
See his Vcyagtstl Dicixtvtrlcs, Seriion V 
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It \ns neither goose nor di\ cr, 
Neither pelican nor heron, 

O tr the irater floating flying, 

Through the shining mist of morning, 
But a birch canoe with paddles, 

Rising sinking on the water 
Dnpping flashing in the sunshine. 

And witliin it came a people I 

From the distant land of Wabun, 
From the farthest realms of morning 
Came the Black Robe chief, tin. 
Prophet 

He the Priest of Prayer the Pale face, 
With his guides and his companions 
And the noble Hiawatha 
With his h inds aloft extended, 

Hold aloft m sign of welcome 
Whiled full of cxailtation 
Till the birch canoe with paddles 
Grated on the shining pebbles 
Slrinded on the sand) margin 
Till the Black Robe chief the Pale- 
face 

With the cross upon his bosom 
Landed on the s,and) margin 
Then the joyous Hiawatha 
Cried aloud and spake in tliia w lao 
Beautiful is the sun O strangers 
WTien )ou come so far to see us 1 
All our town in peace awaits jou. 

All our doors stand open for you 
kou shall enter nil our wigwams 
For the hearts right hand we gne 

)0U. 

“Never bloomed the earth so gaih 
^ever shone the sun so bnghtl) 

*°^y they shine and blossom 
\Vhon ) ou come so far to sec us I 
N e\ er wais our lake so tranquil 
Nor so free from rocks and sand bars 
^or ) our birch canoe m passing 
Has remoied both rock and sand bar ! 

Never before had our tobacco 
bitch a sw eet and pleasant flax our 

^ fields^'^”'* ><^'05 of ourcom- 

Wem so beautiful to look on 
^ftey seem to us this morning 
Ana to see ui I ' 

answe®^^°^= 

onfamihar 

Hiawatha 

pSen ^ yoo onti > our people 
Then iVin undjo) of Mary!" 

ihen Ihc generous HiawaUia 


Jjid the strangers to his wigwam. 
Scaled them on skins of bison, 

Seated them on skins of ermine, 

And the careful old Nokomis 
Brought them food m bowls of bass- 
wood, 

kVaicr brought m birchen dippers, 
And the calumet, the peace pijw 
Filled and lighted for their smoking 
All the old men of the xillagc. 

Ml the warriors of the nauons. 

All the Jossakceds the prophets, 

Tlie magicians, the Wab.nos 
\nd the medicine men the MeUas 
Came to hicl the strangers welcome , 

It is well ' they said ' O brothers. 
That y ou come so far to c us 1 ' 

In a circle round the doon' ftj , 

W'lth iheir jujics they sat in silence, 

W aiting to behold the strangers, 
W'ailmg to receive their message , 

Fill the Black Robe chief, the Pale 
face 

F rom the w igw am cam c to greet them , 
Stammering m his speech a little, 
Spenking words yet unfamiliar 
It IS well, thc\ said ' O brother, 
That voii come so far to see its ! 

Then the Black-Robe chief, the 
Prophet, 

Told his message to the people 
Told the purport of his mission. 

Told them of the Virgin ^^ar) 

And her blc'scd Son, the Saviour 
How in distant lands nnd ages 
He had lived on earth ns v c do , 

Hov he fasted praved and laboured , 
How the lev -s the tnbe accursed 
Mocked him scourged him, crucified 
him , 

How he rose from where they laid 
him 

Walked again with his disciples 
And ascended into heaven 
,, chiefs made answer saving 

, listened to your message. 

Wo have heard your words of wisdom, 
\\ e V all think on w liat you tell us 
it IS well for us O brothers 
iijM you come so far to see us ! 
r departed 

if**'’] °ue homeward to his vv igvvam 
m "'ud the women 

1 ma the ston of the strangers 
'Vnom the Master of Life liad sent 
them 

Fr^ the shining land of Wabun 
Heavy with tlic heat and silence 
JS3 
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Grew the afternoon of Surnmer . 

With a drowsy sound the forest 
Whispered round Uic sultr) wigwoni, 

With a sound of 

Rlnoled on the beach below it 

From the com-ficlds shnll and ccase- 

Snng the^nsshopper. Pah-puk-kcena . 
And the guests of Hliuntha 
Weary with the heat of Summer, 
Slumbered in the sultry 

Slowly o er the simmering landscape 
Fell thc^evcning s dusk and coolness, 


And the long and let cl sunbeams 
Shot their spears into the forwt 
Breaking through its shields of shadow 
Rushed into cacii secret ambu^i, 
Searched cacli thieket, dingle, hollow 
sail the guests of Hiawatha 
Slumbered in the silent wigtvam 
From his place rose Hiawatha, 
Bade farewell to old Nokomls, 

Spake in whispers, spake in tlus twe, 
Did not wake the guests that slum 
bered 

" I am going, O Nokomis, 
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On a Ion" nnd distnnt joume> , 

To tlie portals of the Sunset 
To the regions of the home-wind 
Of the Northwest wind Keewatdin 
But these gu sts I lease behind me 
In >oiir watch and s\-ard I lease 
them 

Sec that never harm comes near them, 
Sec that neser fear molests them, 

Ncstr danger nor suspicion 
> csi-r ssnnt of food or shelter. 

In the lodge of Hnssatha ! 

Forth into the sillage ssent he 
Bade farewell to all the s\ amors 
Bade farewell to all tlie joiing men 
Spake persuading spake m this ssase 
' 1 am going O ni) people 
On a long and distant joumc} 

Mans moons and mans ssanters 
Will has-e come and stall has e soinished 
Lre I come again to see sou 
But ms guests I lease behind me , 
Listen to their ssorJs of ssasdom 
Listen to the tnith they tell you 
For the Master of Life has sent them 
From the land of light and morning ' 
On the shore stood Hiassottha, 
Turned and waved his hand at part- 

On uic clear and luminous water 
Launched his birch canoe for sailing 
From the pebbles of the margin 
Shosed It forth into the snter 
Whisp“rcd to it, ■ Westsvard 1 svest 
svard ' 

And ssath speed it darted forsvard. 

And the es cning sun descending 


Set the clouds on fire ssath redness, 
Burned the broad sLy, like a praine, 
Jjift upon tholes cl svater 
One long track and trnil of splendour 
Dosvoi sshosc stream, os dossoa a nser. 
Westward, sscstssard Hiassoitha 
Sailed into the fiery sunset 
Sailed into the purple vapours. 

Sailed into the dusk of csemng 
And the people from the margin 
W'atchcd him floating, nsing, sinking. 
Till the birch canoe seemed lifted 
High into that sea of splendour. 

Till It sank into the s-apours 
Like the new moon slossl}, slowly 
Sinking in the purple distance 
And tliey said ‘ rarcsvell for ever 1 ” 
Said, “Farewell, O Hiasvntlia ! 

And the forests, dark and lonely , 
Mosed through all their depths of 
darkness. 

Sighed, “Farewell, O Hiasvntha!" 
And the ss-ascs upon the margin 
Rising, nppling on the pebbles. 
Sobbed, ‘ Farewell O Hiawatha I ' 
And the heron, tlie Shuh-shuh gah, 
From her haunts among the fenlands 
Screamed “Farewell, O Hiawatha 1 ' 
Thus departed Hiawatha, 

Hiawatha the Beloied, 

In the glory of the sunset. 

In the purple mists of evening 
To the regions of the home-wand. 

Of the Northyvest wand Kcewaydtn, 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 

To the kingdom of Ponemah 
To the land of the Hereafter 1 
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Adjlda^ma /AufJi-uimt 

A '■'I'-dOT 

Ahmctk', Iht t a—r 
ApukMfa, a bu^rurK 

Datunda, ihc bull frit ^ 


Dushkwo-ne she, or Kwo*ne sbe, V't 

th 'xm ui^n yen, 

Fwa y^.ltdhiby 

GitcAc Gu'mee, the BtsySea^WateTf Lakt 

siupenor 

Gm'fic Manlto, the Great Sftnt, the Matter ef 

Gus^ewau , the dartmnv 
HWtha, iht Prothet the Teacher ten ej 
^tidjd:ecxu the Wat tf^nd.and U enonaa, 
.J^ChterofNohymxs ‘ 

ircoo, a £rtat h aster and sieryitVer 

184 


VOCAnUL^RY TO irTAWAJITA 


t^rn rr tn tkf Gjrrc <*/ 

/>/ T^r\ 4 \ 

\r**^ f 

UcV Cl Sk A»f,r%f 
\ \\ Aker \ t f'"<fhrt 
Krt‘j* A V. V. ' fir j\ 1 i ti tnJ 
V ;i.n ♦> f 

k il V. 4 ftr >i- rr 

I 

K"\t*trn,rr i-i-f i 
Knt t^e J ft/f 

jkr/- r ,t J^rii 
Krf\ >\ tuH thf 
'r*%nf 

Kenal a s*rfnit 

fk/ jfr/ 1/ 

1 r'r'i J'l t f\ i 
K«>)iu>“kra h» tkcc^f 
I *;n!i V),rA//» rj </ um t* n/f 
KvvAM-vi i^r Sir nc I'm 

KTf'’*^c -) * rr Lni' ftr Ijp ikfjtjji n 

<cr thrxvjn 

^irt>■'^ fi 

M ‘m --^ \ r /> ff i/tr' * h-a*^ 

'i-l ‘I n\ I r Wi n V 
■MaYrt^ f>rr x'f// 1/ 

^* 1 kfM iln ifif/il/ 

Mr<?a rt r^rji ttif irjn 
'frrnxtv \* />r f^w *rr»-r 

fA/ ^»r/»f /Vj*/ /'rifirr, a 
r- rtf/f^rVj i H /itth 
Mr+^ na 1 1' A •*/*/' /rar^r 
'‘ttnjfkx^ vru //« irrjfiA < r»jf//*»Tf 

In , U afrr ft ^ iterfiit t>H 
a ffrcjn run>iirc i»** (h* nttnfh 
tiiV'Kn J c*i Stxt’Un^and the Ftllt *f St 
An1l*nr 

Mn»'‘'-Ah , Wfl/rr trj/r rf 

, , 

Ml— vx^, 4//^ M»rf f iifti, Of rf/Ar trf«4 

IhfCrtttr tr 
MtOir Minn Mr Cr/^f 

»!f-l Mr yringVtciMty.tU Cla:t(enta 
> ir^iMirA. 

Mf»n a<nm /n^i irf C«*rrr 
^fooncT/ n;.h( Nt^hts 

Mfv n orjvT-axcA, \fjy 
'trrin of *lu-^btfr c yuffc 
Motnofilt- VjVifjj: I^a>c«« Srfifm^cr 
''I<‘<m of ^lioe»i ^ **vw*'rr 

Mudickcc«jr, tkf IfrsfUtrtJ father cf 

Mudvra) auih'kri trur’dcfvsrc^c^ arftrr 
MmliUAii a the yrmu ^ _ . 

Na;: V.odjoo, the Sand Dnrei cf Lakt 

S»/rri*r 

Nnl/mj, the tiur^^n 
h-th wa^utlu tkfff/jrmirtt 
Ncr ta bll'^ "uaUrf^rtU 
Nrntmeo «-h*i nrrrZ/rjrf. 

Scroll ^\jn lUtp . , 

NnLo*mtK,ax^jmfruMrr, ir^th<rcf\t ensnah 
>oaa, my father 


• Mall fnm, the stra c^trrv 
<lkxh»hwn thf fr<th jjaitr herrittr; 

Mmrmc, 

('nafj'ffi a l-tnrl 
Omwn'', n^ilr. 

Oivebre tJi/f ^iff 

Sm f /hr / xYni»f^ Star 
f'l ii> 1 th Mu Virf 
Ovkiri^rc *ajf 

a t uiuiifif'rnfhra s tr C'^f'Nr iu 
the itjtn I f the i 

l‘aJ> puk kre'^m, the fcrauhrff-‘r 
IntiLttk detOt 

r»u I uk Krcwjs thehaudie^tne \ en di^t the 
S rm t 'it 
1 c'lMnn II iu*er 

I cm i in me t of {he deer rluffalod ted and 

Pc^h kcc , the h*i n 

Pislmcknh the IrauL 

I "Jill m h hrrraf rr 

I’liH av'tretu^ 

lulWudjjc*: Pirk \N urtj In mcci, ///f/r ^dd 

fnett ef the j f'te.rn r 

Sah jK ^Mm raf-idf 
Sill vra (he k 
Sfnufy 

*>haih the ftUcan 
^hah!>o niln the herry 

Shoh'slnb, / rtc 
Slnu^^vla > n a rmt i d 
Shx\%pi«hec ihecrtv fsh 
J>ha>vonUa fvcti the Scuth If \nd 
Sfnu jhaw, M/nraf/iri 
She^hebuufj, du kt fiee/t %rt the Carte ef the 
Bnl 

ShneebU fAr tfrrrr rrfrrrir 
Shownlti neme fthln Htfme 
Shiih sliub iph, the ilue htrm 
Soan cc iX in, iiren^htarted^ 

Subb^n she, the if^tder 
fu-'j5:errvi the mesqutte 
lotcm famdj ceni-cf-arvtt, 

UcKprx 

Uf^thk “nh , the euH frh 
Ifnkiahcc , Mr God cf It eiter 
Wabas o, thero\i<i\ the herth 
^^ nbe no, a vin^idaH a juQfer 
Wnbcno-wu'ik ^arrezv 

\\\b\ixit the fiajt If'iud ^ ~ , 

Wn^un Annun^., Mr 5Mr cf the P ait, tht 

hfcTHtfij^Star 

ahono'mln, a ay cf lamentation 
Woh >^‘ah tn/Acc ihefrejly 

AVnube^'}''on, a white skin xerayfer 
Wnua, thfixild eocse 
AVaw^cck, a reek 

Wrtw bcwn\\3 the xhxfe {{case 
^^n^^oa^^nv^ (he vshtpfccnoiH 

\\a\ muk kwam, Mrrafr-///<ar 
Wenonah, the eldest daurhter Hiawathas 
vtetber daufhtercf f^okomis 

'Vcnidlxie, ort idler and gambler , an Indian 
dandy 
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dramatis TERSONiE 

Victomxn\ 

HVfOUTO ) , 

The Covsr or ease 1 

Dos Careos 1 

The ARaiBisHOp or Toeedo 

A Cardinal 

Beltran Cruzado 

liAPTOLOMii Romas 

The Padre Clra or Guadarrama, 

Pedro Crespo 

Pascho 

FRAsasco 

ClIlSPA 

Baltasar 

PREaOSA 

Angelica 

EjAirnSA 

Dolores 

Mttttciani, t'f 


StvScnUcfAUald. 
Centlmen p] Madrid. 


Conti oJlTn Gr/nfE 
A 

Alcaldt 

Al^anl 

Lnras SfT'^'ani 

; tctpnans Servant 
Imt^eptr 
A Gyf'Sy GtA 
AfoerCtri 

Tkt Padre Cura t I^lece 


ACT 1 


SCEEE I~r.4^COCNTOPLARAS rAGwi/« "* 

hu drtiitng govm, smoking, and conversing anth Dos CARLOS 


Lara You wens not at the play to night, Don Carlos , 
How happened it? 

Lon. C I had engagemcaits elsewhere. 

Pray who was there ? 

Lara ANdiy, all the toivn and court 

The house was crow ded , and the busy fans 
Among the gaily dressed and perfumed ladies 
buttered like butterflies among the flowers 
'There was the Countess of Medina Cell 
The Goblm Lad\ With her Phantom Loter, 

Her Lindo Don Diego , Dofla Sol 
And Doha Scrafina, rmd her cousins 
Lon C WTiat was the play ? 

Lara It was a dull affair I 

One of those comedies in which you see 
As Lope says the history of the world 
Brought down from Genesis to the day of judgment 
There were three duels fought in the first act, 

Three gentlemen rcceinng deadly w ounds 
Laying their hands upon their hearts and saying, 

" O I am dead ! a lot er in a closet. 

An old hidalgo nnd a gay Don Juan, 

A Dona Inez wath a black mantflla 


Followed at twilight by an unknown loier. 

Who looks intently where he knows she is not ! 
Lon C Of course, the Pteciosa danced to night? 
Lara And neier better Eiery footstep 'ell 
As lightly as a sunbeam on the water 
1 think the girl c-Tircmdy beautiful 
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Don C Almost beyond the pnvilese of ^voman ' 

I saw her in the Prado yesterday. 

Her step uas royal, — oueen-Iike, — and her face 
As beautiful as a saint s in Paradise 
Lara May not a saint fall from her Paradise, 

And be no more a saint ? 

Don C Why do y ou as! ? 

Lara Because I hate heard it said this anscl fell 
And though she is a targin outwardly, 

Within she is a sinner, hke those pands 
Of doors and altar pieces the old monks 
Painted in contents, with the Virgin Mary 
On the outside, and on the inside Venus ' 

Don C You do her WTong , indeed you do her WTong ! 
She is as virtuous as she is fair 
Lara How credulous you arc I MHiv lool y ou, fn nd, 
There s not a virtuous woman in Madrid, 

In this whole aty 1 And would you persuade me 
'Pint a mere dancing girl who shows herself. 

Nightly, half-naked, on the stage for money. 

And with voluptuous motions fires tiie blood 
Of inconsiderate youth, is to be held 
A model for her tirtuc ? 

Don C \ou forget 

She is a Gypsy girl 
Lara And therefore v on 

Tlie easier 

Don C Nay, not to be won at all ! 

Tlic only vutue that a Gypsy prizes 
Is chasuty That is her only tirlue 
Dearer than life she holds it I remember 
A Gypsy woman, a tile, shameless bawd, 

AVhosc craft was to betray the young and fair , 

And yet this woman was above alli bribes 
And when a noble lord, touched by her beauty. 

Tlie wild and wizard beamy of her race 
Offered her gold to lie what she made others 
She turned upon him with a lool of 'corn, 

And smote him in the face I 
I^ra And docs tliat prove 

Tliai Prcciosa is aliovc suspicion '> 

Don C It proves a nobleman may be repulsed 
When he thinks conquest easy I believe 
That woman, in her deepest degradation. 

Holds something sacred, something undcfilcd. 

Some pledge and keepsake of her liighcr nature. 

And like the diamond m the dark, retains 
Some quenchless gleam of the celestial light ! 

Lara Yet Prccio'a would have talcn the gold 
Don C (nsing) I do not thin! so 

I am sure of if 

Put why this haste’ Shay vet a little longer 
And fight the battles of vourDnlcmc-a. 

Don C Tis late. I must begone fo' if I s'ay 
You will not be persuaded 
Lara p-'ruarlc me 

Don C No one so deaf as he who w li not hear ' 

Lure ^o one so blind as he who will not see ' 


rn^Trr^ JJOJr^ rorTicAi 

Dor, C Ami sn roml ni, ht 1 w >A, ^ o,. 

I \mc ll\e f^' ^ *" 

\ iriomn !>- liiT lint r I IHimc 

1 Int I sli 'll l''^ «n lunrrov. nn 1 tlt'Ti amr 
Annilipr iml niimln r nml 'no In 
( tnvini t-Kl) oditr llirtw I' li r - -iIh*' 

As Inuni cln -c'- Nrir' 

{r, \r I k\ rtM ) '" -fA ' ) 

\\ rll I r'nu' 'fi 

\\ Ini »pc«l mill IVtC-o i? 

Jr n Nnnn fii If'il 

iilir tcmls 'ciir )r' els Uiil nm! !■ K iim tc 1 ' 
bin isnnllolh p irdn" .U.\ m. ir^oM 
/or, llir- i I mil in itii' oth - v i lo 'tm 1 r 
Vns il" I I'mu 1 no \ n-i>' nn' 

j\,,„ Nis 111) b'll 

] lu Imii 111'" )f n'lcr 1 in t' is 
/in W Int w n lit. ilomr il.t-rt ’ 

/, ,, 1 sv, h m 1 

A KoUlni rmn tint Iml n riiln h It 
Jjr, \N IS 111* (I nimilitr Ilk'* il ? 
j nn O'- '^lA'- It 

I could noi clioos- li* tmm Oitm 
/an II >' 

1 o inomTO momini; li inr llnl rin" to mn 

Uo not foTgri Net's In lit int lo ms Iki! [f xc n' 


Sre.r n — f J/w/ ,n lA/nA Dr' r ( f, - f /- t t,!i tint 

Vltth t /-i;/i/v C'rlf m ( >J t'Vr i ifi r ‘I 

Chtrp, Ab'muncio Si'ims I nnil n plnru' on nil 1 > t ' " *io rsn''>’’ 'll t it 

nt nit;lu drinlin" lln. t'Lmeni' insicn' <f W,i‘ni i,i n'ls n ihf r 1 <1 
Lscrj dc.id man to his c mctirs 'ay I I'-t! isrry If ir lo I it i irn.S' I'n 
Now 'hercs my iinsicr \ iciornn jcsti dis t\ cos 1 an' in I'ns ' 

gentleman ststerdny a i'lidcut and to tUs n lO cr nml I ttu ^t Ito » j' I'lc 

tinn the nighlint;nlc for as the nhlMt me' o nut t ih M'*i nn ti jc'iil 

God grant he mas soon lie mame 1 fo' vh-n .hall nU th nv tr 1 rt e-ni j* 

Ay marry 1 marry 1 marry ' ^IotIle' \ hat dcs'j mans inri i’ Jt nnii t> 

spin lo hear clnldr' n and to ss cep ins Aamlurr * nn 1 of n truth •’ rr n 

something more in mitnmony linn the tie Idin" run I/t '•> ) 

And noss gemlcmcn I’ax sohi com 1 as the nvs said to th' cihhaTn T'f n 
s\ oik this s'-is and don I hang do nyonrhend It h no I'l g-i " to ha's 
an old father nnd a ragged shirt ISiO'i look sou sou are rtahiii'"! uho 
lead the life of crickets you enjoy hunger liy das and no e hy nnh I 

beseech you for this once Isc not lond, but pathetic , for il 1 n 'rmadc to a 
damsel m bed and not to the Mm m ihe Moon \ou' o'lj cl i' not to artui. c 
nnd temfy but to soothe and bring hilling dreams Ibcrefo e r idi Ai ill not 
play upon his mstrumcnl ns if it ssirc the onls one in the uniscrv Inn p" rtls 
and with a certain modesty , according ssith llie others Prss . 1 oss in u 1 call 
thy name friend? 

r,rst Mus GcnSnimo Gil at vrmr seraicc 

C/aspa Escry tub smells of tlic ssme that is in it Pray . Gcrinimo is not 
Isalnrday an unpleasant day wtU thee? 

Dml Mus MTiy so? 

ISS 
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CJitspa Betnuse I ln\e lieird it s.iid tint 'Niturdi) is nn unpk-i'nnl {I^y 
with those who ha\c but one shirt Moreover, I hate seen tlioe at lilt lit cm 
nnd if thou canst run as fast as thou canst drink, I stiould like to hunt hares 
with tlice Wh It instrument is tliat? 

First Mils An Aragonese bagpipe 

Chisfa Pray, art tliou related to the ba^ipcr of Dujalance w ho asked a 
maravcdl for playing, and ten for leatang olT? 

Fust Mils No )our honour 

Chispa I am glad of It What other instniments hate ttc? 

Second and Thud Musicians We plat the banduma. 

Lhispa A pleasing instniment. And tliou? 

I'ourth Afus Tlie fife 

Lhispa I like it , it has a cliccrful, soul stirring sound, that 'oars up to mt 
lady s ttindotv like the song of a stvallotv And jou others? 

Other Mas We are the singers, please your honour 

Chtspa You are too many Do you think ttc are going to sing mass in tlii 
cathetlral of Cdrdova? Pour men can make but little use of one shoe, mil I 
see not host you can all sing in one song But follott me along the garden 
ttall lliat IS the way my master climbs to the hdt s ttmdott It is In tie 
Vicars skirts that the Detil climbs into the belfo Come folio \ me and 
make no noise \Lscurt 


Scene III — PkFCIOS \ S ihamba She stands at it e cptn utrdc ^ 


Ptcc How slowly through the lihc scented air 
Descends the tranquil moon I Like thistle down 
llie tapoury clouds float m the peaceful sky , 

And sweeth from yon hollow aaults of shade 
The nightingales breathe out their souls m song 
And hark ! what songs of love, what soul like sounds, 
Answer them from below 1 


scKi’Nvor. 

Stars f tlic nummcr n»Klit I 
in >i n o^ured cp^ 

'liJc hide >our golden Ji^lU t 

She ! 

hd> biceps I 

Sleeps I 

M<k*ii uf the Mimmer * 

hir rfrtwn jon sic ys, 

Sink *^Ink in siKxr ! 

she sleeps I 
Mj Hd> HrepsI 
Sleeps I 

'W in 1 of ihe 'summer n«"ht I 

Where wonder wou H me ert p, 
Fold fold lh> piniins l^hl 1 
She slrcps I 
lidv sleeps 1 
^ ceps I 

Dmmip of ummer I 
I ell her herloie 
W itrh I while In slumbers hit 
she Merps I 
Mj Hd> sVep I 
Sleeps* 


{Pi hr \lCTt)KIAN ?1 />> > ) 

/ Icf Poor httli ilove ' Ilioti tn mhle t Id e a Irafl 
/Vti* I 'itii rnt;)itcncJ ! *Tis for ihte I irc i*- cl 
I bate to have thee climb that wall by nirht 1 
Did no one see thee ? ... 

I'^^f Vonc tnv love but tlica 
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Pnc Tis \eri dangerous , and when thou art gone 

1 chide m\ self for letting thee come here 

Thus stealthil) In night \\'hcrc hist thou been ? 

Since \estcrdn) 1 h'i\c no nc\N5 from ^ncc 
Vul Since jestcrdiv I Im-c been m Alcalii 
Ere long the time ndll come, sweet Prcciosa, 

When that dull distance shill no more diude us. 

And I no more shall scale lh> h\ night 
To steal i kiss from thee, as 1 do now 
Pne An honest thief to steal but whit thou giscst. 

^nd we shill sit together unmolested, 

And words of true lose pass from tongue to tongue, 

As singing birds from one bough to mother 
Pnc’ ihit were a life to mike time cnsious 1 
I knew that thou ssouldst come to me to-nighU 
I saw thee it the plaj 

Fu/ Sweet diild of air 1 

Xever did I behold thee so iitircd 
And girmcntcd m beauty as to-night ' 

Whit hist thou done to mikc thee look so fiir? 

Pm Am ] not ilna)s fair? 

Ftci. A> , and so fiir 

That I am jealous of ill cscs that sec thee. 

And wish that the) were blind. 

Pru. I heed them not , 

When thou art present, I see none but thee I 

F/d There s nothin" fair nor beautiful but takes 
Something from thee that mikes it bcauiiful 
Pm And jci thou leascst me for those dusty books. 

Frr/ Thou comcat between me and those books too often 1 
I see th) face in cserj thing 1 see ! 

The paintings in the chapel weir lb> looks, 

The canticles ire chingcd to sarabands, 

And wath the learned doctors of the schools 
I see thee dance cachuchas 

In good sooth, 

1 dance with learned doctors of the schools 
ro-morrow morning 

And with whom I pra\ ’ 

Fm A grave and reverend Cardinal, mad his Grace 
The Archbishop oi Toledo 

Is^'? \\Tiat mid jest 

indeed it is not 
Pnihcc e-cpbin th>-sclf 

WTiy simplj thus. 

thou knovvest the Pope has sent here into Spam 
xo put a stop to dances on the stage. 

Fic/ I have heard It whispered 

aam r ^ No" ll'O Cirdmal, 

av.S u purpose comes, would fain behold 
vith his own ejes these dances , and the Archbishop 
Has sent for me— 

, That thou mav’st dance before them 1 

It wdl breathe 

Tv^ii iL°/u^ gray old men ' 

proudest conquMt ! 


Saving one. 
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\nd j ut 1 fear these dances \mI 1 be stopped, 

And Prcciosa be once more a beggar 

Vtct 1 ho sweetest beggar that c cr asked for alms , 

\\ ith such beseeching tycs, that when I saw thee 
1 gate nij licart away I 
PfKi Dost thou remember 

W hen first we met? 

^ K-f It was at Cdrdovn, 

In the cathedral garden Thou w ast sitting 
Under the orange-trees, beside a fountain 
Prec Fwas Lasicr-Sundaj Tlie full-blossomed trees 
I died all tlic airwitli fragrance and wath joj 
The pnests were singing, and the organ sounded. 

And tlicn anon the great catlicdral bell 
It was the elevation of the Host 
c both of us fell down ujxm our knees. 

Under the orange boughs and prajed together 
I never liad been happy till that moment 
Vtcl Thou blessed angel ! 

Prcc And when thou wast gone 

I felt an aching here. I did not speak 
1 o an\ one that day But from that day 
Bartolonid grew hateful unto me 

I >ct Rcnienibcr him no more. Let not his shadow 
Come between thee and me. Sweet Preciosa 1 
I loved thee even then, though I was silent 1 
Prec 1 thought I ne cr should see thy face again 
Tliy farewell had a sound of sorrow m it 

\>ict That was the first sound in the song of love 1 
Scarce more than silence is, and yet n sound 
Hands of invisible spirits touch the stnngs 
Of that mysterious instrument, the soul. 

And play the prelude of our fate We hear 
The \ oicc prophetic, and arc not alone 
Prcc That is my faitli Dost thou believe these warnings? 
I tci So far as this Our feelings and our thoughts 
Tend ever on, and rest not in the Present 
As drops of ram fall into some dark well. 

And from below conics n scarce audible sound. 

So fail our thouglits into tlic dark Hereafter, 

And their mystuaous echo reaches uS 

Prcc I have felt it so, but found no words to say it 1 
I cannot reason , I can only feel 1 
But thou hast language for all thoughts and feehngs 
Thou art a scholar , and sometimes I think 
We cannot walk together in this world 1 
Tlic distance that divadcs us is too great 1 
Henceforth thy pathway lies among the stars , 

I must not hold thee back. 

Vxet Tliou little sceptic 1 

Dost thou still doubt ? What I most prize in woman 
Is her affections not her intellect 1 
Tile intellect is finite , but the affections 
Arc infinite, and cannot be exhausted 
Compare me with the great men of the earth , 

What am If Why , a pigmy among giants 1 
But if thou lovest, — mark me 1 I say lovest, — 

The greatest of thv sex excels thee not 1 
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The ^\orld of the affections is th> wo'ld 
Not that of man s anibiuon In that stillness 
Winch most becomes a noman. calm anti bol> 

Thou sittcst bj the fireside of the heart, 

Feeding its flame Tlic element of fire 
Is pure. It cannot cliange nor hide its nature, 

But bums as bnghtlj in a Gj^ps} camp 
Jis in a palace hall Art thou comanced ? 

Pne \es, that I lote thee as the good love beaten , 

But not that I am ttorthj of that beaten 
How shall I more desert e it ? 

]~,ct Lotang more. 

PrtX I cannot lot e thee more mj heart is fulL 
ltd Thenletito\'.r(lots,and IttiUdnnl it. 

As m the summer-time the thirst) sands 
Dnnk the stvifi tvaicrs of the Manzanarcs, 

A.nd still do durst for more 
A II atchman (in Ihcslrtel) Ate Mana 
Punssima ! Tis midnight and serene 1 
/ td Hear st thou that cr) ? 

Pru It IS a hateful sound. 

To scare thee from me ! 

f td As the hunter s horn 

Doth scare the timid stag or bark of hounds 
The moor fowl from his mate. 

Pne Pra) do not go 1 

Vt^t I must awa> to AlcalA to-night. 

Think of mo when I am nwa) 

Pne Fear not ! 

I bate no thoughts that do not think of thee 

Vid {giJwg her a rin^) And to remind thee of 
m) lo\c lake this , 

A. serpent emblem of Eternity , 

A Tub\ — sa) , a drop of m) heart’s blood. 

Prec It IS an ancient sa)ang, that the ruby 
Brings gladness to the wearer and prcscncs 
The heart pure and if laid bcncatli the pillow, 

Driies awa) c\al dreams. But then, alasl 
It was a serpent tempted Eve to sin 

Vici WTiat convent of barefooted Carmdiles 
Taught thee so much theology ? 

Pru (laying hr hand nfon kts mouth) Hush I hush ’ 

Good night ! and ma) all holy angels guard thee ' 

Vid Good night 1 good night I Thou art m) guardian angel! 
1 hav e no other samt than thou to pray to 1 


[He descends by the balcony ) 

Prec Take care, and do not hurt thca Art thou safe ? 
ltd (from the gsrden) Safe as m\ love for thee ! But 
art thou ^fe ’ 

Others can chmb a balcony by moonlight 
^ wen ^ L Pra) shut th> window dose 
iM jealous of the perfumed air of mght 
ilm from this garden chrobs to kiss thj bps 
t-rcc (Ih^^tngdcrxn her handkerchief) Thou Silly 

It IS my Won 1 

And brings to mo 
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Sweet fngnnce from thy bps, -is the soft wind 
Wafts to the oiit*bound manner the breath 
Of the beloved land he leases belund 
Free Make not thj soyage long 
-Tict To morrow night 

Shall see me safe returned Thou art the star 
To guide me to an anclionge Good night 1 
Mj beauteous star 1 My star of love, good night 1 
Free Good night I 

If (iUhinau [at a distance) Ave Maria Punssima 1 


SCENB IV — An inn on the road to Alcald BaltASAR asleep on a bench 

Enter Chispa 

Chtspa And here we are, half-way to Alcald, betw cen cocks and midnight 
Bod> o me 1 what an inn this is ' Tlie lights out, and the landlord asleep 
Hold 1 ancient Baltasar 1 
Bat {waJting) Here 1 am 

Chts^ Yes, there \ou are, like a one-eyed Alcalde m a totvn without 
Inhabitants Bnng a fight, and let me ha\e supper 
Bat ^Vhere is j our master ? 

Chtspa. Do not trouble yourself about him We have stopped a moment 
to breathe our horses, and, if he chooses to walk up and down in the open 
air, looking into the sk> as one who hears it ram, that docs not satisfy my 
hunger, you know But be quick for I am in a hurry, and every man stretches 
his legs according to the len^h of his coverlet What have we here ? 

Bed (setting a light on the table) Stewed rabbit. 

Chtspa (eating) Conscience of Portalegre I Stewed kitten, you mean I 
Bat And a pitcher of Pedro Ximencs, with a roasted jjear in it 
Chtspa (drtnktn^ Ancient Baltasar, amigo I You know how to cry wine 
and sell vinegar I tell jou this is nothing but Vino Tinto of La Mancha, 
with a tang of the swine skin 

Bal I swear to you by Saint Simon and Judas, it is all as I say 
Chtspa And I swear to you by Saint Peter and Saint Paul, that it is no 
such thing Moreover, your supper is like the hidalgo s dinner, very httle 
meat and a great deal of tablecloth 
Bal Ha ! ha I ha I ■ 

Chtspa And more noise than nuts 

Bal Hal ha I ha ! You must have your joke. Master Chispa But shall 
I not ask Don Victorian in, to take a draught of the Pedro Ximenes? 

Chtspa No, you might as well say, "Don’t-you-want-some? " to a dead 
man 

Bal Why docs he go so often to Madrid ? 

Chispa For the same reason that he cats no supper He is in lo\e Were 
you ever in lo\o, Baltasar? 

Bal I was never out of it, good Chispa. It has been the torment of my 
hfe. 

Chtspa What I arc you on fire too, old haystack? Why, we shall never 
be able to put you out 
Ftet (withor/t) Chispa ! 

Chispa Go to bed Pero Grullo, for the cocks are crowing 
Vict Ea 1 Chispa 1 Chispa I 

Chtspa Ea 1 Seftor Come with me, ancient Baltasar, and bnng water for 
the horses I will pay for the supper to-morrow (Exeunt 
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Scene V ^Victorian s chambers at Alcald rOLixo asleep in an 

arm-ehatr He a-caies slmel} 

Hyp \ must ln\c been nsicep ! ay, sound asleep ! 

And ft uas all a dream O sleep, su cct sleep 1 
\\Tiate\cr form thou takest, thou art fair, 

Holdinp unto our lips th) poblct filled 
Out of Oblivion s ^scll, a healing draught ! 

The candles ha\ e burned low it must be Late. 

Wlierc can Victorian be? Like Fray Canllo, 

The only place in uhich one cannot find him 
Is his own cell Here s his guitar, that seldom 

Feels the caresses of its master s band 
Open th\ silent lips sweet instrument 1 
And make dull midnight merry \t ith a song 

(He plays and sings ) 

Padre Franatco! 

Padre ^fanclscol 

^Vhat do \*ou w-»nt of Padre Iranciico? 

Here IS a >*otinr maid-n 

\N'ho warns to confess ncr sins! 

Open the door nn I let her coire In, 

I will shni.c her from c\cr> sm 

(Enfer Victopian ) 

Viet Padre Hypolito 1 Padre Hypolilo ! 

Hyp kVhat do y ou want of Padre Hy polito ? 

Kjf/ Come shnae me straight , for if love be n sin, 

I am the greatest sinner that doth In-e. 

I will confess the sweetest of all crimes, 

A maiden wooed and won 

The same old talc 

Onhe om woman in the chimnea -comer 

rai t°ii",il*''^ boils, says Come here, my child, 

^ ^ story of m\ wedding-day 

Nay listen, for my heart is fuU , so full 
That I must speak 

yKhii o , ^ Alas 1 that heart of thine 

in P’-'J • ‘he curtain 

toes to solemn music, and lo 1 enter 

virpos of Cologne 1 

Those thafrmifn!!^ * '°‘'*'’’es thou shoiildst say , 

But £ mmy nine together 

^°"’ahs in the maSet place? 

Thou meanest Preaosa. ^ 

'Thou knowest how her the same. 

Long after we reinmoa haunted me 

^?ct 1 known 

. Hyp And therefnrp tn 1 m in lote 

In -Ucaki adrtd when thou shouldst be 


194 


THE SPANISH STUDENT 


Viet O pardon me, my fnend. 

If I so long have kept this secret from thee , 

But silence is the charm that guards such treasures, 
And, if a word be spoken ere the time, , 

They sink again, they were not meant for us 
Hvp Alas 1 alas 1 I see thou art in love. 

Love keeps the cold out better than a cloak. 

It serves for food and raiment Give a Spaniard 
His mass, his oUa, and his Doha Luisa — 

Thou knowest the proverb But pray tell me lover. 
How speeds thy w ooing ? Is the maiden coy ? 

Write her a song, beginning with an Ave, 

Sing as the monk sang to the Virgin Mary— 

Avet ettnu eaUtm dart 
Net cenunnt commendart 

SetreC Serafh studio/ 


Viet Pray do not jest ' This is no time for it 1 
I am m earnest I 

Hyp Senously enamoured ? 

What, ho ! The Primus of great Alcali 
Enamoured of a G>'psy? Tell me frankly. 

How meanest thou? 

Vtct I mean it honestly 

Hyp Surely thou wilt not many her ' 

V%ct Why not ? 

Hyp She was betrothed to one Bartolom6, 

If I remember nghtly, a young Gypsy 
Who danced wth her at Cdrdova, 


But in truth 


Who danced wth her at Cdrdova, 

Vtct They quarrelled. 

And so the matter ended 
Hyp But in truth 

Thou wilt not marry her 

Viet In truth I will 

The angels sang in heaven when she was bom ' 

She IS a precious jewel I have found 
Among the filth and rubbish of the world 
I'll stoop for it , but when I wear it here 
Set on my forehead like the morning star. 

The world may wonder, but it wTl not laugh 

Hyp If thou wcarst nothing else upon thy forehead, 
'TiviU be indeed a wonder 

Vtct Out upon thee 

With thy unseasonable jests I Pray tell me. 

Is there no virtue m the world? 

Hyp Not much 

What, think'st thou, is she doing at this moment , 

Now, while we speak of her ? 

Vtct She lies asleep. 

And from her parted lips her gentle breath 
Comes like the fragrance from the lips of flowers 
Her tender limbs are still, and on her breast 
The cross she prayed to, ere she fell asleep. 

Rises and falls wath the soft tide of dreams. 

Like a light barge safe moored 
ffyp Which means, in prose, 

She s sleeping tvifh her mouth a little open ! 
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Vut O, would I had the old mapcnn s glass 
To sec her as she lies, fn childlike sleep ' 

Hsji And uouldst thou tcnturc^ 

Vtci A}, indeed 1 wTiuld! 

Hyp Thou art coiingcous Hast thou c cr reflected 
How much lies hidden In that one word, nmol 
Vtct Yes , nil the aw Ail mj stcr> of Life 1 
1 oft have thought, mj dear H)polito, 

That could we hj some spell of magic change 
The world and its inhabitants to stone. 

In the same aiuiudes thc> now arc in, 

What fearful glances downward might we cast 
Into the hollow chasms of human life S 
What groups should wc behold about the death bed, 
Putting to shame the group of Niobc ! 

\Vhat joyful welcomes, and wliat sad forewcllsl 
\\fliat stony tears in those congealed eyes ! 

What visible joy or anguish in those chccl^! 

What bnda! pomps and what funereal shows! 

fcies. hke gladiators, fierce and struggling 1 
ufliat loiers with their marble lips together ! 

.^iP, ^1' there it is! and, if 1 were in lota:. 

That is the very point I most should dread 
^is mape glass, these magic spells of thine. 

Might tell a talc were better left untold 

T tifEht show us thy fair cousin, 

ri(-? Violantc bathed in tears 
Ot lovc and anger, hie the mud of Colchis, 
morn thou, another faithless Argonaut, 

Tr" ® ^ovc, 

iJ«ettest for this Glauct 

r Hold thy peace I 

^ another, 

AchfUcs m the Elys, an ndds. 
sboSd4"‘^”’®°°‘^”’sht' Good morning. 1 

{C/oci sfnkes three ) 

gf ' ^ 

ShalU?oH°^lo“fb^ci^*^ m-jpcian. Sleep 

In^Jicrlovdiness.^(^‘;i^,^=e>-. 

But not to bed . for I must read a whUe°°‘’ 

^ 't* revene and watch 


I yc are gone. 
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juices of those immortal plants tint bloom 
Upon Olympus, nnking- us inmiortil? 

Or teach mi. where that wondrous mandrake grow 
\\ host, magic root, tom from the earth with groans, 
At midnight hour, can scare the fiends a\\a), 

And make the mind prolific m its fancies? 

I hate the wish, but want the will, to net! 

Jxmls of great men departed I Ye whose words 
Have come to light from the swift riser ofTlmt, 
Like Roman swords found in the Tagus’ bed, 
WHicrc is the strength to wield the arms 3c bom? 
From the barred sasor of Antiquity 
Reflected shines the eternal llglii of Truth, 

As from a mirror 1 All the means of action — 

Tlic shapeless masses, the malcn ils — 

Lie csciyasherc about us. Wiatwcnccd 
Is the celestial fire to change the flint 
Into transparent ci^stal bnght and clear 
'lint fire IS genius 1 The rude peasant sits 
At cicning in his sniok) cot, and draws 
With cliarcoal uncouth figures on the wall 
Tlic son of genius conics, foot-sore with traiLl, 

And begs a shelter from the inclement night 
He Lakes the charcoal from the peasants hand, 

And by the magic of his touch at once 
Transfigured, all its hidden \irtues shine. 

And, in the eves of the astonished clown. 

It gleams a diamond! Lven thus transformed, 

Rude popular traditions and old talcs 

Shine as immortal poems, at the touch 

Of some poor houseless, liomclcss, wandering bard, 

VVho had but a night s lodging for his pains 

Rut there arc brighter dreams than those of Fame, 

Wiicli arc the dreams of Ixiva: ! Out of the heart 

Rises the bnght ideal of these dreams. 

As from some w oodland fount a spint rises 
And sinks again into its silent deeps, 

Ere the enamoured knight can touch her robe 1 
"Hs this ideal that the soul of man, 

Like the enamoured knight beside the fountain. 
Waits for upon the margin of Life s stream , 

Waits to behold her nse from the dark waters. 

Clad m a mortal sliapc J Alas I hoW" man) 

Must wait m vain ! ^ic stream flows evermore. 

But from its silent deeps no spirit rises 1 
\cl I, bom under a propitious star, 

Have found the bngnt ideal of my dreams. 

Yes' slic IS ever witii me I can feel, 

Here, as I sit at midnight and alone, 

Her gentle breathing i on my breast can feel 
Tlic pressure of her head 1 God s bonison 
Rest ever on it ' Close those beauteous 0305, 

Sweet Sleep , and all the flowers that bloom at night 
\V ith balni) lips breathe m her cars m3 name I 
[Giadtially sinks asleep ) 
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\CT II 

Scene I — Precios \ s chamkr Mon ///j Preciosa and Angelica. 

Free Wh\ will 3 ou go so soon ? Suiy yclaw hilc. 

The poor too often turn awt)’ unheard 
From hearts that shut against them with a sound 
That will be heard in heaten. Pn> tell me more 
Of your adversities Keep nothing from me. 

Wlnt IS your landlord s name? 

Tlic Count of l.nra. 

Free The Count of Lara? O, beware that man ! 

Mistrust his pity —hold no pvley with him ! 

^d rather die an outcast in the streets 
Than touch his gold 

You know him, then I 

^ much 

any oman nia) , and yet be pure. 

^ you woidd keep your runic without a blcuush, 

Beware of him ' 

Mas I what can I do? 

Each word of kindness. 

<-omo whenre it may, is welcome to the poor 

u T ■A prl so J oung and fair 

^u d have no friends but those of licr oven sex 
wnat IS your name’ 

■'Migdicm 

tI^^'v^ I’o^^ongd '' 

maae ner home Paradise you were licr nnccL 

E; W ' She^ieedsTlnrsm.ir 

mom ^ haiTO you I I am a poor girk 

I have no public sirccb. 

That U thr» than mine own \iriuc. 

Here on my ^ “ 

ThankU by fewdnE u'*”' 

^M^m^lrr^if^ ^‘“vemJc'lf^^r^ro’Ly 

Prfc Some other umT ^ ^arc not leave he/ 

You must not go away vn^vv or'i^Xnc 

(Gives her a furse ) 
me^his Would It were more 

Prcc Nothantc m I thank you lady 

I dance to-night — uerh^n*”? “Rain 
Bat ^^hat I ‘Be last Umc 

H that cL IlJe 3 oats 

O mv dMr ^ ^ Lara. 

For so much ^ Be grateful 
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Tree I deserve no thanks, 

Tliank Hea\en, not me. 

Ang Both Heaven and you 

/"mr Tarewell 

Remember that you come again to morrow 
A/tg I ■wall And may the blessed Virgin guard j ou 

n/1 oil rrrtnri 


And all good angels 

May they guard thee too, 
And all the poor , for they liavc need of angels 
Now bnng me, dear Dolores, mv basquifia, 

My richest maja dress, — my dancing dress. 

And my most precious jewels I Make me look 
Fairer than night c er saw me 1 I ve a pnre 
To wan this day, worthy of Preeiosa 1 

(Enter Beltran CRti7ADO ) 


[Ext I 


Crus Ave Mana 1 

Prec O God 1 my evil genius 1 

What seekest thou here to day ? 

Crus Tliyself, — my child 

Tree What is thy wall with me ? 

Crus Gold I gold ! 

Tree I gate thee yesterday , I ha^e no more 
Cr7/s The gold of tlic Busnd, — give me his gold 1 
Free c the last in chanty to-day 
Cruz Tnat is a foolish he 
Free It is the truth 

Crus Curses upon thee 1 Tliou art not my child 1 
Hast thou given gold away, and not to me ? 

Not to thy father? To whom, then ? 

Free To one 

Who needs it more 

Crtts No one can need it more 

Free Thou art not poor 

Crtts ^Vhat, I, who lurk about 

In dismal suburbs and unwholesome lanes , 

I, who am housed worse than the galley slave , 

I, who am fed w orse than the kennelled hound , 

I, who am clothed in rags, — Beltran Crurado, — 

Not poor ' 

Free Thou hast a stout heart and strong hands 
Thou const supply thy wants , what wouldst thou more? 
Crus The gold of the Busnd ! Give me his gold 1 
Free Beltran Cruzado I hear me once for all 
I speak the truth. So long as I had gold, 

I gave It to thee freely, at all times. 

Never denied thee never had a w ish 
But to fulfil thine own Now go in peace I 
Be merciful, be patient, and ere long 
Thou shalt have more 

Crus And if I have it not. 

Thou shalt no longer dwell here in nch chambers. 

Wear silken dresses, feed on dainty food. 

And hve in idleness , but go with me, 

Dance the Romalis in the public streets. 

And tvander wld again o er field and fell 
For here we stay not long 
Free. What ! march again ? 

IQO 
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C;«- A), \Mili ill speed I liate tlic cro« ded town I 
I cannot breathe shut up ithin its gates 1 

\,r, I want air nnd sunshine, and l)luc skj, 

The feehng of the breeze upon niy face, 

The feehng of the turf beneath m) feet, 

And no ualls but the far off mountain lops. 

Then I am free and strong — once more m) self, 

Beltran Cruzado, Count of the Calds ! 

Free God speed tliec on th\ march '—I cannot go 
C)vz Remember who I n.m, nnd who tliou art I 
Be silent and ol>cy 1 \ct one thing more. 

Bartolome Romin — 

Pru {-vith emotion) O, 1 beseech thee, 

If m) obedience and blameless life 
If my humility and meek submission 
in all things hitherto, can mose in thee 
One feeling of compassion , if thou an 
Indeed mj father and canst trace in me 
One look of her who bore me, or one tone 
That doth remind thee of her kt it p]e,ad 
In m\ behalf, who am a feeble girl 
Too feeble to resist, nnd do not force me 
To wed that man 1 I am afraid of him ' 

I do not lose him! On m> knees I beg thee 
To use no \aolcncc, nor do m haste 
What cannot be undone 1 

Cm: O child, child child 1 

Thou hast betray cd th> secret as a bird 
Betraj-s her nest, b) strning to conceal it 
I wall not Icas-c thee here in the great cit\ 

To be a grandee s mistress Make thee read) 

To go w ith us and until then remember 
A watchful eye is on thee \rxit 

Free Woe is me 1 

I has e a strange misgising m mj heart 1 
But that one deed of chant} 1 11 do, 

Befall sshat mav , the} cannot take that from me 

SCEJtE II —A room in itic AKaiBisnops Palace The \RCHUisiiOP a> A a 
Cardinau seated 

Knowing how near it touched the public morals, 

And that our age is grown corrupt and rotten 
By such excesses we have sent to Rome, 

Beseeching that his Holiness would aid 
In cunng the gross surfeit of the fime 
% seiuon^le slop put here in Spam 

in Tin ''^"d dances on the stage 

All this you know 

Know nnd approia; 

And further, 

^at by a mandate from his Holiness, 
i.t« tirst ha\e been suppressed 

Tt ^ itusi 

it ivas a cruel sport. 

r 1 . , , barbarous pastime, 

^ and Christian. 

” Yet the people 
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Murmur at this , and if the public dances 
Should be condemned upon too slight occasion, 

Worse ills might follow than tlic ills ^vc cure 
As Panem ct Ctreenses rvas the cry 
Among the Roman populace of old, 

So Party Toros is the cry m Spam 
Hence 1 would act advisedly herein , 

And therefore ha\e induced your Grace to see 
These national dances, ere we interdict them 
(En/er a Servant ) 

Serv The dancmg-girl, and with her the musicians 
Your Grace was pleased to order, wait without. 

Are/i Bid them come in Now shall your eyes behold 
In what angehc, yet voluptuous shape 
1 he Devil came to tempt Saint Anthony 
{Enter PRECIOSA, soit/i a mantle thrown over her head She advances slowly, 
in modest, half-timsd attitude ) 

Card [aside) O, what a fair and ministering angel 
Was lost to heaten when this sweet woman feU ! 

Prec [kneeling before the Archbishop) I have obeyed the 
order of your Grace. 

If I intrude upon your better hours, 

I proffer this e.xcusc, and here beseech 
Your holy benediction 
Arch May God bless thee. 

And lead thee to a better life Anse. 

Card {aside) Her acts are modest, and her words discreet ! 

I did not look for this ! Come hither, child 
Is thy name Preaosa? 

Prec Thus I am called 

Card That is a Gypsy name Who is thy father? 

Prec Beltran Cruzado, Count of the Caldi 
Arclu I have a dim remembrance of that man , 

He was a bold and reckless character, 

A sun burnt Ishmacl 1 

Card Dost thou remember 

Thy earlier days ? 

Prec Yes , by the Darro's side 

My childhood piassed I can remember still 
The nver, and the mountains capped with snow , 

The villages, where, yet a litOc child, 

I told the traveller s fortune in the street , 

The smuggler s horse, the bngand and the shepherd , 

The march across the moor , the halt at noon , 

The red fire of tlie evening camp, that lighted 
The forest where we slept , and, further back. 

As in a dream or in some former life. 

Gardens and palace ivalls 
Arch "Hs the Alhambra, 

Under whose towers the Gypsy camp ivas pitched 
But the time wears , and we would see thee dance 
Prcc Your Grace shall be obeyed 

{She lays aside her mantilla The music of the cachucha ts flayed, and the 
dance begins The Archbishop and the Cardinal look on with gravity 
and an occasional frown , then make signs to each other , and, as the dance cm- 

tinues, become more and more pleased and excited, and at length rise from their 

seats, throw their caps in the asr, and applaud vehemently as the scene closes ) 
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Scene III 
Atocha, 
Evening, 


— The Prado A long aieitne of trees leading to the gate of 
On the right the dome and spires of a convent A fountain 
Don Carlos and H^polito meeting 

Don C HolA ! good evening Don HjTwlito 
Jlyp And a good evening to my fnend, Don Carlos. 

Some lnck> star has led my steps this way 
I was m search of you. 

Don C Command me alvv ays. 

Hyp Do jou remember in Quevedo s Dreams, 

The miser, who, upon the Daj of Judgment, 

Asks if his monej-bags would rise ? 

Don C I do. 

But what of that? 

Hyp I am that vTCtehed man 

Don C You mean to tell me yours have risen empty ? 

Hyp And amen 1 said mv Cid the Campeador 
Don C Praj how much need > ou ? 

Some half dozen ounces, 

vaTiich with due interest— 

Done {giving his purse) Wliat, am I a Jew? 

To put m> monc) s out at usury ? 

Here is my purse 

Thank JOU A pretty purse 
Made by the hand of some fair Madrilefia 
Perhaps a keepsake 

usal jour scrvacc. 

Lie there good Chrj sostom. 

And wath thy golden mouth remind me often, 

I am the debtor of nij fnend 
Don C But tell me. 

Come you to-day from Alcalu? 

r- . . This moment 

7? * T ‘lie brave Victorian » 

tpp Indifferent well that is to sav, not well 
\ damsel ^ ensnared him with the glances 

A ’’crdsmcn catcli 

A steer of Andalusia wath a lazo 
rlc IS in lo\c, 

To^^inSove? « 

he IS in love vvhh Scar'”"'' 

A a ^ echo of his heart 
^ T" ‘Noughts I 

TtaSig ff ™ » 


But U JOU fromthe^^‘o'fh"s~' 

He bangs forth precious jewels to adorn her. 
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A% pious pncsis (idom some favourite saint 
With gems nnd gold, until nt lengtli she gleams 
Onu blare of glor^ Without these, >ou Kiow, 


And the pnests benediction, 'tisa doll 
Av/ t Well , w cl 1 1 vv ho IS tins doll ? 

, Wi)', uhodojouthink? 

Don C His cousin Violantc 
H\p Guess again 

To case his labouring heart In the last stonii 
He threw her overboard, vvath nil her ingots 
Den C T cannot guess , so tell me who it is 
//>/ Xot I 

Dor C WMiv not ? 

Ihp {mytenously) Why? Because Man franca 
Was mamed four leagues out of Salamanca 1 
Don C Jesting aside, who is It? 

H\p Prcciosa 

Don C Impossible I Tlic Count of I^ara tells me 
Slie is not virtuous 

//>/ Did I say she was ? 

The Roman I mpicror Claudius Jiad a wife 
\\Tiosc name was Messahnn, as I think , 

Valeria Mcssalina was her nama 
But lust 1 I see liim )ondcr through the trees, 

Walking as in a dream 
Dor C He conics this way 

EjP It has been tnilv said b) some wise man, 

That monc), grief, nnd love cannot be hidden 

(£/ ter Victorian tn front ) 

I let Wlicrc'cr thv step has passed is holy ground 1 
These groves arc sacred ! I behold thee walking 
Under these shadow) trees, vvhcrc we have walked 
At evening, and I feel thy presence now , 

Feel tint the place has taken a charm from thee. 

And IS for ever hallowed 

Mark him well 1 

See how he stndcs nwa) with lordly air, 

Like that odd guest of stone that grim Commander 
WTo comes to sup with fuan m the play 
Don C What ho ! Victorian 1 

/fyp Wilt thou sup with us? 

Vtcl Hold 1 Amigos 1 Faith, I did not se*e you 
How fares Don Cailos? 

Don C At V our service ever 

Viet How IS tint )Oung nnd green-eyed Gaditana 
That you both wot of? 

Don C \y. softi emerald eyes I 

She has gone back to Cadiz 

fhp Avdemil 

Viet You arc much to blame for letting her go back 
A pretty girl , and in her tender eyes 
lust that soft shadoof green we sometimes see 


In evening skies 

Arcfl^inc green? 
Vtct 
Hyp 


But, speaking of green eyes, 
Not a whit Why so? 


I think 
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The slightest shade of green would be becoming, 

For thou art jedous 

Vtct No, I am not jealous. 

Hyi Thoushouldst be. 
iNct Why? 

jjy p Because thou art m lot c 

And they who are m lote are nltvaj'S jealous 
Therefore thou shouldst be 

Vtct Many, is that all? 

Farewell , I am in haste. Farewell, Don Carlos. 

Thou sayest 1 should be jealous? 

Hyp Ay, m truth, 

I fear there is reason. Be upon thy guard 
I hear it whispered that the Count of Lara 
Lays siege to the same citadel 

Vtct Indeed 1 

Then he will hat e his labour for his pains 
Hyp He does not think so, and Don Carlos tells me 
He boasts of his success 

f7rt How's this, Don Carlos? 

Don C Some hints of it I heard from his own lips 
He spoke but hghtly of the lady’s tartue. 

As a gay man might speak 

Ktct Death and damnation 1 

111 cut his lying tongue out of his mouth, 

And throw it to mj dog I But no, no, no 1 
This cannot be. You jest, indeed you jest. 

Tnfle with me no more. For othentnsc 
We are no longer fnends And so, farewell 1 \Extt 

Hyp Now what a coil is here 1 The At cnging Child 
Hunting the traitor Quadros to his death, 

And the great Moor Calaynos, when he rode 
To Pans for the ears of Ohter, 

Were nothmg to him ! O hot-headed youth 1 
mt come , we will not follow Let us join 
ne crowd that pours into the Prado There 
We shall find memer company , I see 
Tpie Manalonzos and the Almavivas 
And fifty fans that beckon me alreadj 

Scene IV — Preciosa s chamber She ts stUtng, totih a booh tn her hand, 

t 1 arejlcrwers A bird staging tn its cage The COUNT 

OF Lara enters behind tmperemed 

Free (reads) 

tI’ weaiy heart 1 

foOvi, thou onlj Blcqpiesa art I 

Heigho ' I wish Victorian were here. 

I know not what it is makes me so restless I 
(The bird stags ) 

mu htUe prisoner wth thy motley coat, 

lake » W T ^ dungeon slngest, 

T ^ and, like thee, 

I haieagentlejailer Lacka-day! 

w »Ieepfe« art ! 

“11 thii achlnc, 

^^he^inMnwhrealinE 
Thinketh ever of Us smml^ 
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Tliou si»nkcst tnil) , poet I and metlimks 
More hearts arc breaking in tills world of ours 
pian one would say In distant Milages 

solitudes remote wlierc winds !mM 2 wafted 
The barbed seeds of lo\c» or birds of passage 
Scattered them m their fiiglit, do they take root, 

And grow m silence* and in silence pcnsli 
Wio hears the falling of the forest leaf? 

Or who takes note of ever) flower that dies? 

Heigho I I wish Victonan would come 
Dolores 1 

(7 ' ums to lay d<nti her took, and petmves the COUNT ) 

Ha! 

iMra Sonora, pardon me ' 

Pne How s ihis^ Dolores * 

1-nra Pardon me — 

Prec Dolores I 

I^ra Be not alarmed , I found no one m waiting. 

If I hare boon too bold — 

Free [f am ins; her tack upon him) Vbu arc too bold ! 

Retire ! retire, and leave me 1 
Lara. M> dear lady, 

First hear me 1 I bescccli you, let me speak 1 
‘Tis for V our good I conic 
Free \tum\n^tcrtiardhimviith indimation) Begone 1 begone 1 
You are the Count of Lara, but your deeds 
Would make the statues of your ancestors 
Blush on their tombs 1 Is it Castilian honour, 

Is It Castilian pndc, to steal in here 
Upon afncndlcss girl, to do her wrong? 

0 shame ! shame I shame I that you, a nobleman, 

Should be so little noble in your tliouglils 
As to send jewels here to win my love, 

And think to buy my honour with y our gold 1 

1 have no words to tell you how I scorn you I 
Begone I The sight of you is hateful to me I 
Begone, I say I 

f^ra Be calm , I will not harm you 

Free Because you dare not 
r^ra I dm-c anything 1 

Tliereforc beware 1 You arc deceived in me 
In this false world, vve do not nlweys know 
\Nhio are our fnends and who our enemies 
We all have enemies, and all need friends 
Even you, fair Prcciosa, here at court 
Have foes, who seek to wrong you. 

Prec If to this 

I owe the honour of the present visit. 

You might have spared the coming Having spoken. 

Once more I beg you, leave me to myself 
Lara I thought it but a friendly part to tell you 
What strange reports are current here in town 
Por my own self, I do not credit them , 

But there arc many who, not knowing you, 

Will lend a readier car 
Prec There was no need 
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O speak not m that tone ! 

It wounds we deeply n - 

*T\vas not meant to flatter 

Pm Too well thou knowest the presence of that man 
Is hateful to me 1 

Yet I saw thee stand 
And listen to him when he told his love 
Pm I did not heed his words 

Indeed thou didst, 

And answeredst them with love 

Hadst thou heard all— 

Vut I heard enough 

p^cc Be not so angry with me 

\^tct 1 am not an^ , 1 am very calm 
Pm If thou will let me speak — 

Yict Nay, say no more 

I know too much already Thou art false 1 
I do not like these Gyps) marriages 1 
\Vhere is the ring I gave thee ? 

Pm In my casket 

V^ct There let it rest ! I would not have thee wear it 
I thought thee spotless, and thou art polluted 1 
Pm 1 call the Heavens to witness — 

Vut Nay, nay, nay 1 

Take not the name of Heaven upon thy lips 1 
They are forsworn ! 

Pm Victonan 1 dear Victorian 1 

Vut I gave up all for thee , myself, my fame. 

My hopes of fortune, ay my very soul 1 
And thou hast been my rum I Now, go on ! 

Laugh at my foUy with thy paramour. 

And, sitting on the Count of Lara s knee, 

Say what a poor, fond fool Victonan was 1 

\He casts her from him and rushes out ) 

Pm And this from thee ! 

{Scene closes ) 


Scene V — The Count of Lara's rooms Enter the Count 
Lara There s nothing m this world so sweet as love, 

And next to love the sweetest thing is hate ! 

1 VC learned to hate, and therefore am revenged 
A siUy girl to play the prude with me I 
The fire that 1 have kindled— 

{Enter Francisco ) 

un, . » j ^ Francisco, 

what tidings from Don Juan ? 

V, Good, my lord , 

He will be present. 

vvr Lermos ? 

Tran Was not at home. 

How with the rest ? 

P'S "’^'1 ^«cd They win eh be there ^ 

And at the given signal raise a whirlwind 
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Of such discordint noises, that the dance 
Must cease for lack of music 
Lam ' Bnttly done 

Ah 1 little dost thou dream, succt Prcciosa, 

WTtal lies in \sail for thee Sleep shall not close 
Thine e)cs this night ' Gne me my cloak and sword 

\_Exeuni 

SCESD VI — A rthred spot toyond Ike eity gales Cnler Victorian and 

Ht por iTo 

I tci O shame 1 O shame ! Why do I walk abroad 
B> da) light, when the \cr> sunshine mocks me, 

And \ Dices, and familiar sights and sounds, 

Crj, ' Hide th)sclf 1 O what a thin partition 

Doth shut out from the curious world the knowledge 
Of cul deeds that havi. been done m darkness 1 
Disgrace has many tongues Mv fears arc wandows, 

Through which all ejes seem gazing E\ cry face 

Laprcsscs some suspicion of my shame, 

And m dension seems to smile at me ! 

Did 1 not caution thee? Did I not tell thee 
1 was but half persuaded of her wrtuc? 

Vscl And )ct, Hypohto, we may be wrong, 

We may be o\er-hasty in condemning 1 
The Count of Lara is a cursed villain 
Hif And therefore Is she cursed, loving him 
Viel She docs not love him I ’Tis for gold ' for gold 1 
Hyp A) , but remember. In the public streets 
He s( lows a golden ring the G)'p5y gave him, 

A serpent with a ruby in its mouili 

Viet She had tint ring from me 1 God ! she is false 1 
But I will be revenged I The hour is passed 
Where sta)s the coward ? 

Hyp N a), he is no coward , 

A valLain if thou w ilt but not a coward 
1 VC seen him pla) with swords , it is ids pastime. 

And therefore be not over-confident. 

He 11 task thy skill anon Look, here he comes 

[Enter Lak \,foU(rved by Francisco ) 

Lara Good evening, gentlemen 
HP Good evening. Count 

Lara I trust I have not kept >ou long in waiting 
I 'id Not long, and >« too long Arc ) ou prepared ? 

Lata I am 

H}p It grieves me much to see this quarrel 

Between jou, gentlemen Is there no wny 
Left open to accord this difference. 

But JOU must make one with your swords? 

Vid No I none I 

I do entreat thee, dear Hjpolito, 

Stand not between me and my foe Too long 
Our tongues have spoken lit these tongues of steel 
Lnd our debate Upon your guard, Sir Count ! 

[They fight Victorian disarms the Count ) 

Vour life is mine , and what shall now withhold me 
From sending j oiir vile soul to its account ? 
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Lira Strike ! slnkc 1 

Viet You arc disarmed lull not kill )ou 

I will not murder you Take up )our sword 

(Francisco hands the Count hts saoord, and H\ polito interposes ) 

Hyp Enough I Let it end here ! Tlic Count of Lara 
Has shown himself a brave man, and kHctonan 
A generous one as e\er Now be friends 
Put up your swords for, to speak frankly to you. 

Your cause of quarrel is too slight a thing 
To mote )ou to extremes 
Lara I am content. 

I sought no quarrel \ few hasty words. 

Spoken m the heat of blood, hate led to this 
Viet \ay something more than that 
Lara I understand jou 

Therein I did not mean to cross your path 
To me the door stood open, as to others 
But, had I know n the girl belonged to j ou. 

Never would I have sought to wan her from you 
The truth stands now retcaled , she has been false 
To both of us 

krei' A>, false as hell itself ! 

Lara In truth, I did not seek her , she sought me , 

■Vnd told me how to win her, telling me 
The hours when she was oftenest left alone 
Fir/ Say, can you prove this to me? O pluck out 
Tnese awful doubts that goad me into madness ! 

I..et me know all 1 all 1 all 1 

You shall know all 

Here is my page, who was the messenger 
Between us Question him Was it not so, 

Francisco ? 

Fran Ay, my lord 

1 T 1 t. further proof 

Is needful I have here a ring she gate me 

Viet Pray let mo see that ring 1 It is the same 1 

{Thrmos it upon the ground, and tramples upon it ) 

"ho once wore that nng 1 
^us do I spiuai her from me , do Uius tramblc 
Her memory in the dust 1 O Count of Lara ^ 

K; ,o‘u” ted I 

“'1 frankness 

Yet iUias cured r^hf °Ii * Eavc mo pain, 

^ FarcwXsiSnt ’ 

Lara SFxeuni Victorian and H\ polito 

Thus have I clrarpri Firewcll I farctveU 1 farewell 1 


Thus have I cleared the fi m Farewell I farew 


\£xtt with Francisco 
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Scene VII — A lane in the suburbs Night Enter Cruzado and 

BARTOLOMt 

Cruz And so, Bartolomd, the cxpediuon failed. But where wast thou for 
the most part? 

Dart In the Guadarrama mountains, near San Ildcfonso 

Cruz And thou bnngcst nothing back with thee? Didst thou rob no one ? 

Bart There was no one to rob, save a party of students from Segovia, who 
looked as if they would rob us , and a jolly httlc fnar, who had nothing In his 
pockets but a missal and a loaf of bread 

Cruz Pray, then, what bnngs thee back to Madnd ? 

Bart First tell me what keeps thee here? 

Cruz Prcciosa. 

Dart And she bnngs me back Hast thou forgotten thy promise ? 

Cruz The two jears are not passed yet Wait patiently The girl shall 
bo thine 

Bart I hear she has a Busnd loicr 

Cruz That is nothing 

Dart I do not like it, I hate him, — the son of a Busnd harlot Ho goes 
In and out, and speaks with her alone, and I must stand aside, and wait his 
pleasure. 

Cruz Be pauent, I say Thou shall have thy revenge When the time 
comes, thou shall waylay him 

Bart Meanwhile, show me her house 

Cruz Come this way But thou wilt not find her She dances at the 
play to-night 

Bart No matter Show me the house. [Exeunt 


ScFNE VIII — The Theatre The orchestra plays the cachueka Sound of 
castanets behind the scenes The curtain rises, and discovers Preciosa in 
the attitude of commencing the dance The cachucha Tumult, huses , 
cries of " Brava T and ''AfueraT' She falters and pauses The music 
stops General confusion Preciosa faints 

Scene IX — The Count of Lara's chambers Lara and his friends 

at supper 

Lara So, Caballeros, once more many thanks 1 
You lia\e stood by me braiely in this matter 
Pray fill your glasses 

Don y Did you mark, Don Luis, 

How pale she looked, when first the noise began. 

And then stood still, with her large eyes dilated 1 i 

Her nostrils spread 1 her lips apart 1 her bosom 
Tumultuous as the sea • 

Don L I pitied her 

Lara Her pride is humbled , and this very night 
I mean to \isit her 

Don y Will you serenade her? 

Lara No music 1 no more music 1 

DonL. Why not music? 

It softens many hearts 
Lara Not In the humour 

She now is In Music would madden her 
Don y Try golden cymbals 
Don L Yes, try Don Dinero , 

A mighty wooer is your Don Dinero 

P 2 
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Lara To tell the truth then, 1 ln\c bribed her maid. 
But, Caballeros, jou dislike this wine. 

A bumper and nun) , for the night u cars 
A health to Prcciosa 1 ' 

\Thty me and dnnk ) 

All Prcciosa I 

Lara [twldim; vp his ^lasj) Thou bright and flaming 
minister of Level 

Thou wonderful magician ! who hast stolen 
My secret from me and mid sighs of passion 
&ught from m) hps with red and ficr) tongue. 

Her precious name ! O nevermore henceforth 
Shall mortal hps press thine ' and nevermore 
A mortal name be whispered in thine car 
Go ! keep my secret 1 

(Ortnis and dashes the t^ollel dervn ) 

7 ltd missa cst ! 


{Scene closes ) 

Scene \.—S/rcel and garden scall Sight Enter CRUZADO aid 
BartolomE 

win^w jondcr, is her hoUsti. The 

™dovv m which thou seest the light is her window ’Sut wo vviKt go m 

Bari \\Ti) not? 

“Ot at home. 

ffMe « Bolted 

her lover wfth his mfenial serenade" !'•^ftrkT^ ^ ^ 

‘ beloved I 

"> w«ehoeri!ici-l 

Ail"?'' bv near ihec. 

Alone |j peace for me. 


\\hJlr r bclcncd, 

bile I count the wear) hourv 

Si 

“"F vnbKhien 
?}* lad) love 1 

Bart w tv. ''‘‘“‘^''‘’“ff'^nuThten' 

dcj arc passing down the Street 

&ng to each other 

I. Austent 

rau 1 puA^p';" '}'«> "‘th the partridge I 
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i Bati Follow thu ! follow tint ! Come with me Puss ! puss 1 

I (Exeuftf On ilte cpIostU stde enter the Count of Lara and ruitlmen 

't/M Francisco ) ' 

Ijirt The fratt is fist 0\cr the wrll Fnncisco, 

And dnw the bolt There, so, nnd so nnd o\er 
Now, gentlemen come m, nnd help me scale 
Yon bnlcon> How now ? Her light still bums 
Mo\e wnril) Make fast the gate, 1 mncisco 

{T xenrt Re-entet CRU7ADO and BARTOLOMr ) 

Bart T]ie\ went in at the gate. Hark ! 1 hear them in the garden ITnet 
j the gate) Bolted agmn ! VncCnstol hollow me otcr the wall ) 

{The\ cltmi the ivall ) 

SCFsr XI — Prfciosa’s hedehamher jtfidmght She is sleeping m an 
am-ehatr, in an undress Doiokes reatching her 

Do! She sleeps at last 1 

[Opens the window, and listens) 

All silent in the streets, 

And in the garden Hark 1 

Free {in her sleep) I must go hence I Give me my cloak ! 

Dol He comes ! 1 hear his footsteps 

Free Go tell them tliat I cannot dance to-night , 

I am too ill ! Ixiokatmol Sccthcfctcr 
That bums upon mv check ' I must go hence 
I am too w cak to dance 

(Signal from the garden ) 

Do! (from the ‘etndcra) Wlio’s there? 

Voiee (from telcrv) A friend 

Dol I will undo the door Wmt till I come 
Prc' I must go hence I pra) you do not harm me 1 
Shame 1 sliame 1 to treat a feeble woman thus ! 

^ >ou hut kind, 1 will do all things for jou 
I m read) now — give me m> castanets 
WTierc is N^ctorian ? Oh, those hateful lamps 1 
Tlicy glare upon me like an c\il eye. 

1 cannot sta) Hark 1 how they mock at me 1 
Thej hiss at me like serpents 1 Saic me ! Save me I 

I (SAc ~vakes ) 

How late is it, Dolores ? 
jjol It IS midnight 

Free Wc must be patient Smooth this pillow for me 

(She sleeps again Noise from the garden, and voices ) 

Voice Mucra I 

Another Voice O villains 1 vallains 1 

Para -o 1 have at you ' 

Voice Take that 1 

Lara O, I am wounded 1 

Dol (shutting the window) Jesu Mana 1 
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ACT III 

SCEVE I —A cross road through a aoood In the background a distant village 
spire Victorian and Hipolito, as travelling students, with guitars, 
sitting under she trees H\ polito plays and sings 


sosc 

Ahl Lo\cl 

Pequred, false treacherous Love I 
Enem> 

Of all tuOt mankind may not rue I 
Most untrue 

To him vho keeps most faith vsnth thee, 
\\ oe is me 1 

The fa con has the q cs of the dove. 

Ah Lot el 

Perjured, false, treacherous Level 


Wict Yes, Lo■^e is ever busy with his shuttle. 

Is ever weaving into hfe s dull w irp 
Bright, gorgeous flowers, and scenes Arcadian , 
Han^g our gloomy prison house about 
V ith tapestries that make its walls dilate 
In never-ending vistas of delight 

l^lntang to walk in those Arcadian pastures. 
Thou hast run thy noble head against the walk 

SONG (cOMltmitd), 

Th> deceits 

Oive us dearK to comprehend, 

.... , hither tend 

All thy pleasures, all thy streets I 
u 1 cheits, 

1 noma belo\s and flow ers above 
_ , ^ Lot e I 

Perjured, false, treacherous Lo\e I 


I thank thee for it 


bjcl A very pretty song 
^ It suits thy case. 

mS^wise man wrote it ? ^ “ does. 

In truth, a pretty 

I hope thou wilt profit bv it “• 

Pressed in myh^^ fl recoUections 

Shall be 

I will forget her !* Rut the winds ' 

measll sM LJS“L^^®P® hereafter, 

A voice within her 'vorld. 

And she will sav .. name 

O would I were a I^^nd ' 

TJat the loud^^cf 

shattenng bla« of drums, 

pre din of arms the laass-throated trumpet. 

a swift^th die storm ^ 

To Ae upbraidin^^fihiS 'Pldeaf for ever 
Then let iL. r , foolish heart 1 

love, one nwd no more 

Viet Yet Food 1° conquer 

^hrow into ObhviM^?^*°i,^^ vain 

riiat piercJ: r " dio sword 


That pie^k me 
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Wth gemmed and flashing hilt, it ■mil not sink 
There nses from below a hand that grasps It 
And waves it in the air , and naihng voices 
Arc heard along the shore 
Hyp And yet at last 

Dow n sank E\calibar to nse no more. 

This IS not well In truth, it a exes me 
Instead of whistling to the steeds of Time 
To make them jog on memly wath life s burden, 

IJke a dead weight thou hangest on the w heels 
Thou an too young, too full of lusty health 
To talk of dying 

Vict Yet I fain would die 1 

To go through life, unloiang and unloi ed , 

To fed tliat thirst and hunger of the soul 
We cannot still , that longing, that wild impulse, 

And struggle after something we hare not 
And cannot ha\e , the eflbn to be strong , 

And, like the Spartan boj to smile, and smile, 

While secret wounds do bleed beneath our cloaks , 

All this the dead feel not — the dead alone ' 

Would I were wth them ! 

Hy p We shall all be soon 

Vul It cannot be too soon , for I am wear) 

Of the bcwildenng masquerade of Life, 

Where strangers walk as fnends and fnends as strangers , 
Whore whispers overheard betray false hearts , 

And through the mazes of the crowd we chase 
Some form of loveliness that smiles and beckons, 

And cheats us^with fair words, only to leaie us 
A mockery anti a jest , maddened — confused, — 

Not knowing fnend from foe 
Hyp Wily seek to know ? 

Enjoy the merry shrove-tide of thy youth I 
Take each fair mask for what it gii es itself. 

Nor stnie to look beneath it 

Vxet I confess. 

That were the wiser part But Hope no longer 
Comforts my souk I am a wretdied man. 

Much hke a poor and shipwrecked manner, 

Who, struggling to climb up into the boat. 

Has both his bruised and bleeding hands cut off, 

And sinks again into the weltcnng sea, 

Helpless and hopeless ! 

Hyp Yet thou slialt not pensh 

The strength of thine own arm is thy salvation 
Above thy head through nfted clouds there shines 
A glonous star Be patient Trust thy star 1 

\Scnind of a milage bell in Ihe disfance ) 

Vict Ave Mana > I hear the saenstan 
Ringing the Chimes from yonder village belfrv ! 

A solemn sound, that echoes far and wide 
Over the red roofs of the cottages 
And bids the labounng hind a-field, the shepherd 
Guarding his flock, the lonely muleteer. 

And all the crowd m village streets, stand still. 

And breathe a prayer unto the Blessed \^igin ' 
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H)f Amen ' nnicn ' Not half a league from licncc 
The ^ niage hes 

Jut This path will lead us to Jt 

Over the wheat fields, where the shadows sail 
Across the running sea now green, now blue. 

And like an idle manner on the mam, 

WTiistles the quail Come, let us hasten on {Exeunt 

Scene II — Public square ir the village of Guadarrama The Ave hfana 
still tolling A ertred of - 1 Hagers, -oith their hats in their hands, as if in 
fraycr In front a group of hypsies The bell rings a memer teal A 
Gypsv dance jEn/irr Panciio follmced by Pedro OrESPO 

Pancho Make room ) e vagabonds and Gyps\ thieves 1 
Make room for the Alcalde and for me I 
Pedro C Keep silence all ' I have an edict here 
From our most gracious lord, the King of Spam, 

Icrusalcm and the Canary Islands 
MTiich I shall publish in the market place 
Open jour ears and listen ' 

{Enter the Padre C ura at the door of his cottage ) 

_ , , Padre Cura, 

edict read 

pliZr God bcvvith vou I Praj , what Is it I 

fedro C An act of banishment against the Gypsies 1 

{Agitation and murmurs in the erenvd ) 

Pancho Silence ' 

""‘J command, 

^ WhU fmm'^’h henceforth 

^ DMished from the realm as vainbonds 

Anv after sev cm v^ajs, 

Thlv^haU r "■■*‘\°“rj,mgdom s bounds. 

Or bu^ri^fas^b^’^l'iS ’ak^ Ihem, 

D^ToJd.^^ ^akeTou a'llt 

ypiesgooiit in effear and discontent 

^^^ee C A nghieous law i a 
P r^>ou sit down. ^ ^ nghteous law 1 

Pedro C r .w i 

( They seat them h ^ heartily 

Soimd of guitars 

A very righteous 1 a ^ ^”S the dialogue -ohich foHonvs) 
es and vagrants Sir Alcalde, 
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As the Simonncs from Simon Mngus 
And, look )ou ns Fuij Jajmc Blcdn sa>-s, 

There nrc n hundred mirks lo prore -i Moor 
Is not n Chastnn, so t!s nilli the G>psiej 
Thm ncrer mim nc\er go to miss, 

Nc\cr iMPtire their cliildrcn, nor keep Ijcnt, 

Nor sec tlic inside of i church — nor — nor — 

/Vfnj C Gootl reasons, good, substintLil rcisons all 1 
No mittcr for the other ninctj fiic 
Tlics should be burnt, 1 sec u phin enough, 
nic) should be burnt 

(Enter VICTORIAN and H\ VOhno placing ) 

Padre C And pri), whom lii\c uc here? 

Pedro C More \ngmnts ! Hj Saint Lnrarus, more \agrants 1 
//)/ Good CMining, gentlemen ' Is this Guadarrama? 

Padre C ^cs, Guidirrami ind good evening to you 
Ihp Wc seek the Padre Cura of the villigc , 

And, judging from voitr dress and rev trend mien. 

You must be he 

Pa ire C I am Priy, what s j our pleasure? 

Iht \\ c arc poor students, travelling in vacation 
You know this mirk ^ 

{ Touehtng the 'vcoden spoon in his hatband ) 

Padre C (jcn/nHs) A), know it, and have worn it 
Pedro C (aside) Soup-citcrs ! bj the mass I The worst of vagrants 1 
And there s no law against them Sir, jour sen ant (Exit 

Padre C Your sonant, Pedro Crespo 
H)P Padre Cura, 

From the first moment I beheld >our face, 

I said within mjself, " This is the man ! ' 

There is a certain something in jour looks, 

A certain seho ar-lil c and studious something, — 

You understand, — which cannot be mistaken , — 

VTiich marks jou as a very learned man, 

In fine ns one of us 

llct (aside) What impudence I 

H\p As we approached, I said to my companion, 

“ Tnai IS the Padre Cura mark my words I ' 

Meaning j our Grace. “The other man,' said I 
“ '\\^o sits so nwkwardlj upon the bench, 

Must be the sacristan 
Padre C Ah ' said you so? 

WTiv , that vvas Pedro Crespo, the alcalde 1 
Hyp Indeed 1 you much astonish me 1 His air 
Was not so full of dignity and grace 
As an alcalde s should be 

Padre C Tint is true. 

He s out of humour with some vagrant Gypsies, 

Who have their camp here in the neighbourhood 
TTiere s nothing so undignified ns anger 
Hy p Tlie Padre Cura wail excuse our boldness. 

If, from his well known hospitality, 

We crave a lodging for the night 
Padre C 1 pray you ' 

You do me honour I 1 am but loo happj 
To have such guests beneath m> liumble roof 
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It IS not often that I hate occasion 
To speak wth scholars , and Emolhl vtom, 

Nec simt esse feros, Cicero sa)s 
H}p Tis Ond, is it not ? 

Padre C No, Cicero 

H'sp Your Grace is right You nrc the better scholar 
Now what a dunce was 1 to think it Oiid i 
But hang me if it is not ! {^Aside ) 

Padre C Pass this way 

He was a \ cry great man, was Cicero ' 

Pray you, go in, go in ' no ccrcnioni [Exeiwf 


Scene III — A room tn the Padre Cura s house 
ard Ht rOLITO ' 


Enter the PADRE 


i 

L 


Padre C So then, Seflor, jou come from Alcahk 
I am glad to hear it It was there I studied 
Hyp And left behind an honoured name, no doubt 
How mn> I call your Grace ? 

Padre C GenSnimo 

De Santillana, at your Honour s sen, ice 
H\p Descended from the Marquis Santillana? 

From the distinguished pioet? 

Prom the Marquis, 

Not from the pock 

- N)p fltcy were the same 

^t me embrace )ou 1 O some luck) star 
Has brought me hither I Yet once more I once more I 
Yow name is rn-cr green in Alca]\ 
wm when we nrc unnil). 

Will shake his hoary head, and say, " Alas I 
It was not so in Santillana’s time ' 

fil'^ remembered there. 

u . it IS idohred 

^dre C Of what professor speak ) ou ? 

‘'a t remember an) TimoncdI™°"''‘^‘^ 

"J’osc beetling brow 
his speech 

P^ r Tn ^.1 Hat c a ou forgotten ? 

Those college d^ ! 1 n'^ n v d'rys. 

T huried then so many fnends 1 

Are tvrlnUed liU^v ^ ^ companions 
Do^r^eilifey^j-a-^niore 

P^^re C Fool that T nm Cueva? 

You’re a mere boy and I^m before your time. 

& c’’°Ven"wel^ Butfa^F"^ 

Martina 1 ho 1 Martina ! Tis Me«2°“ 

[Enter Martina ) 

I vdi I had^Ie^^^^^ ?/ ?“'=h as that 

mecc. Emolhl mores [Aside ) 
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He \\ns -wery j;rent mm, was Cicero 1 
'^oiir sm-ant, fair Martina 

Senmt, sir 

Pndrf C Tins gcnltcmm is hungry See thou to it 
ixt us ln\c supper 

'TviUl be read> soon 

P,7Jr<r C And bring a bottle of my Vat de-Peltas 
Out of the cclLir Stay , I II go myself 
Pn> jou, Scilor, excuse me f/,, 

Uyp Hist ! Martina ! 

One word with you Bless me I what handsome eyes ! 

Torbay theri. ha\c been Gypsies in the rilligc, 

Is It not so? 

Mart There Iia\c been Gypsies here 
Hvp Yes, and base told your ibrtunc. 

^^art {embtrraised) Told my fortune? 

H}f Yes, \cs , I know they did Gi\e me your hand 
1 II tell sou what they said Ihey said, — they said, 

llio shepherd boy tliat loved you was a clown. 

And Iiim y ou should not marry Was it not ? 

Mart. (st/rtnseJ) How know you tint? 

II) f O, 1 Knov, more than that 
What a soft little hand 1 And then they said, 

A cat alter from court, handsome, nnd toll. 

And rich, should come one day to marry you 
And y ou sliould be n lady was it not ? 

He has amted, llic hancisome cavalier 

(Tnes to hss Lcr She ntus of Lnto ViCTOitlAN, with a letter ) 

Viet Tlic muleteer has come 

II \p So soon? 

Vtct I found him 

Sitting at supper by the tat cm door. 

And, ITom a pitcher that he held aloft 
His whole arm s length, drinking the blood red wine 
H) p Wliat new s from Court ? 

Vtct He brought this letter only 

[Reads ) 

O cursed perfidy I Why did I let 
Tint lying tongue dcccitc me I I’rcclosa, 

Sweet Preciosa I how art thou atenged! 

II)p Wmt news Is this, that makes thy check turn pale. 

And thy liand tremble? 

Viet O, most infamous 1 

The Count of Lara Is a worthless taliain I 
Hyp lliat is no news, forsootli 
Vtct He strove in vain 

To steal from me the jewel of my soul, 

Tlie love of Preciosa Not succeeding. 

He swore to be revenged , nnd set on foot 
A plot to rum her, which has succeeded 
Slic has been hissed and hooted from the stage, 

Her reputation stained by slanderous lies 
Too foul to speak of , and, once more a beggar, 

She roams a wanderer over Gods green earth, 

Housing with Gypsies 1 
H)p To renew again 
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The ■\ge of Gold and make the «;hepherd sw“uns 
Despcntc wth love, like Gasper Gil s Diana 
Re'^tt et Mrro! 

IIP Dear Hypohto 

How have I wronged that mecJ confiding heart I 
I will go seek for her and with nu tears 
Wash out the wrong 1 vc done her ' 

Hi/ O beware' 

Act not that foll\ o cr again 

ffr/ A\ foil) 

Delusion madness call it what thou wilt 
I wall confess mt waakness,— I sull 1o\l her ! 

Sun fondh lotc her ' 


{ErUr tre PADRr CUPA ) 

Tell Ua Pid-c Cura 

Who are these Gvpsics m the rcighbourhood ' 

Padre C Beltran Cmiado and his cn.w 

Kind Heaven, 

I thank thee ' She is found I is found ngain ' 

/fr/ And have thev with them a pale beautiful girl 
Called Prcciosa? 

P^dre C \\ , a p-ettt girk 

The gentleman seems moved 

\cs moved with hunger, 
famished with this loag dav s joumcv 
Padre C Then prav vou come this wav ITie supper waits 

[Aaron/ 

Sesy-ia, rc'farfnm the-iUaxe cf 
a Enter ChiSp \, er^ektt g c c'd Jirifjrf the caekuiJhs 

POOT Odst^w'^i! fa" FiA^o 1 Ia:t us have ho-ses, and quickly Alas, 
master \T^nnn ,1“ ihou lead ' I thought wheal left m 3 old 
man tha t j tog »v,Qnij'?“j }3 tuastcrllon Carlos the gcntle- 

and get UD hie. “ gentleman should go to bed earlv , 

W? Bufin l-oii «pect of the 

Here I am m hot r>ia«^T^' 'bonder 1 have run into the lightning 

I IS OS he said \rbo was hanged oa Mondaj morninf 


(Ertcr Don C\RL0S ) 


vvithm 
erd 




rT E ‘be horses reads vct> 

,^'’“re! 'Horis°“ho!^ ho^Kt^ ‘be ht^cr seems to be asleep Ho' vv 

' I^y what s the^nSv^ dancing 

'berc are none 

your aunt? 'bat bone to another dog Do I look like 

she has a beard. 

G°'°'-EOto' 


_ A -- — w • WQ I 

^Gdnd 5 


Gel us horses. 
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Chtspa the latest ne«s is, that I am going to set up a coach, and I 

na\-e already bought the whip 

(S/r/^ him round fhc legs ) 

Mosq Oh I oh ! you hurt me 1 

Don C Enough of this folly Let us Iia\c horses (Gives money io Mos- 
quito ) It IS almost dark , and we are in haste But tell me, has a band of 
Oypsics passed thfs way of hie? 

^lou ^^cs , and they are still m tlie neighbourhood 
Don C And where? 

Mosq Across the fields yonder, m the woods near Guadarrama (Exit 
Don C Now tins is lucky We will visit the Gypsy camp 
Chtspa Arc you not alraid of the enl eye? Hav’c you a stair’s horn 
tmh>ou? 

Don C Fear not We will pass the night at the \alligc 
Chtspa And sleep hke the Squires of Heman Daza, nine under one 
blanket 

Don C 1 hope we miy find the Prcciosa among them 
Chtspa Among the Squires ? 

Don C No , among the Gypsies, blockhead 1 

Chtspa I hope we may , for w'C arc giving ourselves trouble enough on her 
account Don't jou think so? However, 5iere is no catching trout wthout 
wetting one's trousers Yonder come the horses (Exeunt 


Scene V — The Gypsy camp tn the forest Night Gipsies working at a 
forge Others playing cards by the firelight 

Gypstes (at the forge stag) 

On the top of a mountain 1 stand; 

With A crown of red roM In my hand, 

Wild floors come trooping over the Jea, 

O how from their fury shall I flee, flee, flee ? 

O how from their fury shall I flee ? 

First Gypsy (flaying) Down with your John-Dorados, my pigeon Doivn 
with your John-Dorados, and let us make an end 
Gypstes (at the forgcisttig) 

Loud sanff the Spanish cav’alicr 
And thus his ditty ran , 

God send the G\T)5y lassie hcic, 

And not the Gypsy man. 


First Gypsy (pi 
Second Gypsy 
Cura's nCw moon 


And not the Gypsy man. 

'tng) There you arc in your morocco ) 
ne more game The Alcaides doves 


The Alcaides doves against the Padre 


First Gypsy Ha\c at you, Chirclm 

Gypstes (at the forge sing] 

At midnight, when the moon began 
To show her silver flame. 

There enme to him no Gj psy man, 

The GjTJsy lassie came. 

(Enter Beltran Cruzado ) 

Cruz Come hither, Murcigallcros imd Rastiileros, leave work, leave play, 
listen to your orders for the night (Speaking to the right ) You will get you 
to the viUage, mark you, by the stone cross 

Cntz%o the left ) And you, by the pole with the hermits bead upon it 

§^?*As^oon as you sec tlic planets arc out, m with jou and be busy with 
the Icn commandments, under the sly, and Saint Afartin asleep Dye hear? 
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Gypsies Ay ! 

Cruz Keep your lanterns open, and, if you sec a goblin or a papngayo, 
tal^e to your trampers Vineyards and Dancing John is the itord. Atn I 
comprehended? 

Gipsies Ayl ayl 
Cruz Airay, thenl 


[Exeunt severally Cruzaek) walks up the stage, and disappears amon’r the 
trees Enter Preciosa ) 

Free How strangely gleams through the gigantic trees 
The red hght of the forge I Wild, beckoning shadows 
Stalk through the forest, eier and anon 
Rising and bending wnth the flickering flame. 

Then flitting into darkness 1 So wnthin me 

Strange hopes and fears do beckon to each other, , 

My bnghtest hopes giving dark fears a being 

As the hght does the shadow Woe is me 1 

How still It is about me, and how lonely 1 


(Bartolome rushes in ) 

Bart Ho 1 Preaosa I 

O Bartolomd I 

Thou here? 

Bart Lo ! I am here 

_ , Whence comest thou? 

aart From the rough ndges of the wild Sierra, 
Froni caier^ m the rocks from hunger, thirst, 
foyer 1 Like a wild wolf to the sheepfold 
C.^nie I for thee, my lamb 

. f r ® "Of ! 

^c Count of ^ra s blood is on thy hands 1 
^e t^unt of Lara s curse is on thy soul ! 

hmnnrr *1, ^ Wandered long 

^ong the mountains . and for many days 

The wi^Tnri^'*i'^i? rough swnneherd S 

I shout^ m eSmpamons 

Betray thee? f betray 
fhee! for thee I thus braie dS^tU°^’ ' 

Bari * rv « . 

When ^\e \\prp nh;]A • lime 

Mow we gr^J^np^ oiethlr T together, 

Our hear^^to'UTm^; P^'Shted 

fulfil thy prom°5rfor°fe homh« 

1 m hunted from the ,i?us come. 

Fulfil thy promTst^ luugdom, like a wolf 1 
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Tuts my father s promise. 
Not mine 1 never gave my heart to thee, 

Nor promised thee my hand I 

False tongue of woman ' 

And hean more false ! 

P^ Nay, listen unto me. 

I wll speak frankly I have never loved thee , 

I cannot lo\c thee This is not my fault, 

It is my destiny Thou art a man 

Restless and violent What wouldst thou with me, 

A feeble girl, who ha\c not long to live. 

Whose heart is broken ? Seek another wife, 

Better than I, and fairer , and let not 

Thy rash and headlong moods estrange her from thee 

Thou art unhappy in this hopeless passion 

I never sought thy lo\e , never did aught 

To make thee love me Yet I pity tliee. 

And most of all I pity thy wild heart. 

That humes thee to enmes and deeds of blood 
Beware, beware of that 
Bart For thy dear sake 

I will be gentle Thou shall teach me patience. 

Prec Then take this farewell, and dqjart in pcaca 
Thou must not linger here. 

Bart Come, come with me. 

Prec Hark 1 I hear footsteps 

Bart I entreat thee, come ! 

Prec Away 1 It is in sain 

Bart Wilt thou not come ? 

Prec Never I 
Bart 


Bart Then woe, eicmal woe, upon thee I 

Thou shall not be another s Thou shall die. \Exil 

Prec All holy angels keep me in this hour 1 
Spirit other who bore me, look upon me I 
Mother of God, the glorified, protect me 1 
Christ and the saints, be merciful unto me ! 

Yet why should I fear death ? What is it to die? 

To lea\c all disappointment, care, and sorrow, 

To leave all falsehood, treacherj, and unkindncss. 

All ignominy, suffenng, and despair. 

And be at rest for ever 1 O dull heart. 

Be of good cheer 1 Ydien thou shalt cease to beat. 

Then shall thou cease to suffer and complain ! 

{Enter Victorian and H\roi.no hhtnd) 

Vict 'Tis she ( Behold, how beautiful she stands 
Under the tent-hhe trees ' 

Hyp A woodland njTnph ! 

Vut I pray thee, stand aside Leave me 
Hyp Dc war) 

Do not betray th) self too soon 

l^ct {disntinn^ hzs tsnee) Hist'G)psy! 

Prec {aside, with anotion) Ihat toicc 1 th it \o ce from 
heaven 1 O speak again i 
Who is it calls? 

Viet A friend 

Prec {aside) lisht! Tis he ' 
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I thank thee Heaton, that thou hast heard my prajer, 

And sent me this protector I Now be strong', 

Be strong, my heart 1 I must dissemble here 
False fnend or true? 

Vtct A true fnend to the true , 

Fear not , come hither So , can you tell fortunes? 

Free Not in the dark Come nearer to the fire 
Gi\c me your hand It is not crossed, I sec 
Vtct {putting a piece of gold into her hand) There is the 
cross 

Free 1st silt or? 

Viet No, 'tisgold 

Free There's a fair lady at the Court, who loves joti. 

And for j ourself alone 

Fie I the old story 1 
Tell me a better fortune for mj mono) , 

Not this old woman s talc 1 

You arc passionate , 

And this same passionate humour in ) our blood 
marred ) our fortune Yes , I sec it now , 

The line of life is crossed bj many marks 

Shame I shame ! O you hate wronged the maidwho lovddjoul 

How could )ou doit? 

p ,, , I nc\er loted a maid , 

r or she I loved was then a maid no more. 

How know ) ou that ? 

j .L ^ bmi in the air 

Whispered the secret 

take back jour gold ! 
wurhandis wld, like a deceit ers hand 1 
^ blessing m its chanty ! 

Make her your wife for jou hate been abused . 

I irt w^d jour fortunes, mending hers 

{ de] How like an angels speiks the tongue of 
1 1 ^^omaUj 

cause her otvn ' 

Free X - \Trtes to take the niig) 

Shall that bo taken '■ 

‘>5 but a ring 

Praj . let^e haAe 

1 will not part with ' "ever 1 

B«t bid mfWp fJa' I die 

"Pbat It maj not fall fingers thus, 

Of a belov^”S ^IT Tis a token 

Viet ""o « no more. 

Yes . dma How ? dead? 

He IS estranged 1 ffinn dead 

^ And jet I keep this nng 
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I mil nsc mill it from my grave liercaftcr, 
To pro\e to him that I was never false 
Vtct {aside) still, my swelling heart 1 
\\'Ti) . 'tis the follj of a love-sick girl 
Come, giv c it me or 1 wall say 'tis mine, 

And tint j oii stole it 

Pfee O. j on wall not dare 

To titter such a falsehood 1 
T‘ct I not dare? 

Look m mv face, and say if there Is aught 
I have not dared, I would not dare for thee ! 


one moment, still 1 


[She rushes irto hts arms ) 

Free Tis thou ! tis thou 1 Yes . j cs , my ^ 1001 ! s elected 1 
My dearest-dear Victorian 1 ray soul's heaven ! 

Where hast thou been so long ? Why didst thou leave me? 

Vict Ask me not now , my dearest Prcciosn 
Let mo forget we ever have been parted ' 

Free Hadst tliou not come — 

ISct I pray thee do not chide me I 

Free I should have picnshcd here among these Gypsies. 

Vici Forgive me, sweet I for what I made thee sulTcr 
Think St thou this heart could feel a moment’s jo), 

Tliou being absent? Oh, believe it not 1 
Indeed, since that sad hour I have not slept. 

For thinking of the wrong I did to thee 1 

Dost thou forgive me? bay, wait thou forgive me? 

Fttc 1 have forgiven thee Ere tlioso words of anger 
Were m the book of Heaven wait down against thee, 

I had forgiven thee 

Vtct I’m the venest fool 

That walks the earth, to have believed thee false 
It was the Count of Lara — 

Free Tliat bad man 

Has worked me harm enough Hast thou not heard — 

Vtct I have heard all And >ct speak on, speak on I 
Let me but hear thy v olce, and I am happj , 

For every tone, like some sweet incantaUon, 

Calls up the buned past to plead for ma 
Sp^, my beloved, speak into my heart, 

■UTiaicvcr fills and agitates thine own 

( They walk aside ) 

Hyf All gentle quarrels in the pastoral poets. 

All passionate love scenes m the best romances. 

All chaste embraces on the public stage. 

All soft adventures, vv Inch the liberal suus 
Have wanked at, as tlie natural course of things. 

Have been surpassed here by mv fnend, the student, 

And this sweet Gypsy lass, fair Prcciosa 1 
Free Senor Hypolito 1 1 kiss your hand 
Pray, shall I tell your fortune ? 

Hyp Not to-night , 

For should you treat me as you did Victonan, 

And send me back to marry maids forlorn. 

My wedding-day vvpnJd last from now till Chnstmas 
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Cktspa (loitJnn) What ho I the Gypsies, ho ! Beltran Cruzado ! 
Halloo ! halloo [ halloo ' halloo ! 

(Enter looted, with a whip and lantern ) 

Vtci What now ? 

WTiy such a fearful dm ? Hast thou been robbed ? 

Chispa Aj, robbed and murdered , and good cvenmg to you, 
My worthy masters 

Viet Speak , what bnngs thee here? 

Chtspaj^ Preciosa) Good news from Court , good news 1 
Beltran Cruzado 

The Count of the Cal6s, is not your father. 

But your true father has returned to Spam 
Laden with wealth You are no more a Gypsy 
Viet Strange as a Moorish tale 1 
Chupa And we have all 

Been dnnkmg at the tavern to your health, 

As wells dnnk m November, when it tarns 
Viet Where is the gentleman ? 

Chispa As the old song says. 

His bod) Is In Scco%na, 

His sool IS In iladni 

Prcc Is Ais a dream ? Oh, if it be a dream, 

Let me sleep on and do not wake me yet 1 
Repeat thy story ' Say 1 m not deceived , 

Say that 1 do not dream 1 I am awake , 

This IS the Gypsy camp , this is Victonan, 

Md this his friend Hypolito I Sp^ ! speak 1 
Let me not woke and find it all a dream 1 

A « ^ ^ • a vvakmg dream, 

A blissful certainty a vision bright 
Of that tare happiness, which even on earth 
Heaven gives to those it loves Now art thou nch, 
thou wast e\ er beauUful and good 
And 1 am now tlie beggar ’ 

Free (giving him her hand) I have Still 
A hand to give 

T ^ t'Yo to take,l 

To grandmother say that Heaven gives almonds 

o That s nuts to Sack. 

I find almonds? 

Chispa^^ strange story ? 

Your friend rion Nothing more 

^fne proofs of what I tell vou. v 

The student s wandering hfe a ' 
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To you, ndiant visions of Tomincc, 

Wntten m books, but here surpassed by truth, 
Tlic Bachelor Hypolito returns. 

And leases the Gypsy with the Spanish Student 


ScFNF VI — A pass xn ihe Guadarrama vioniitaixis Early morning A 
muleteer crosses ihe stage, sitting sideways on his mule, and lighting a paper 
cigar xuith Jltnt and steel 

SOSO 

If thou art Glccpfnjj, tnafdcn, 

A\N^kc and open th> door, 

T in the break of da\, nnd xcc must ansTiy 
O cr meadow , ana mount, nnd moor 

^Vrut not to find thy slippers, 

But come with thy naked feet, 

\\ e shall ha\ e to pass throuf^h the de^vl prassi 
And waters wide and fleet 

{Disappears dciun the pass Drier a Afonk A Shepherd appears on ihe rocks 

above ) 

Monk Ave Mana, gratia plenx Old I good man I 
Shep Old 

Monk Is this the road to Segoila? 

Shep It is, your rc\ercncc. 

Monk How far is it ? 

Shep I do not knou 

Monk What is that jonder in the \-alley? 

Shep San Ildefonso 

Afonk A long way to breakfast 

Shep Ay, many 

Afonk Are there robbers in these mountains ? 

Shep Yes and u orsc than that 
Afonk What? 

Shep WoUcs 

Afonk Santa Mana 1 Como with me to San Ildefonso, and thou shall be 
well rewarded 

Shep What wit thou give me ? 

Afonk. An Agnus Dei and my benediction 

( Thty disappear A mounted Contrabandista passes, wrapped xn his cloak, 
and a gun at his saddle boiv He goes down ihe pass singing ) 

SONG 

Worn with speed is cood steed, 

And I march me Iiumcd, womed I 
Onward, cabillito mio. 

With the white star in thy forehead I 
Onw*ard, for here comes the Ronda, 

And I hear their nfles crick 

Ay, 4 aldoI A\ a>,jaldo I 

A> , jaldo 1 They cross our trade. 

(Song dies away Enter PJtECrosA on horseback, attended by VICTORIAN, 
Ht POLiTO, Don Carlos and Chispa, on foot and armed ) 

Viet This is the highest point Here let us rest 
Sec, Preciosa, see how all about us 
Kneeling like hooded friars, the misty mountains 
Receive the benediction of the sun 1 
O glonous sight 1 

Free Most beautiful indeed ' 

Hyp Most wonderful 1 

Ytct And in the ^,alc bcloiv, 
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^^^3ere)onde^ steeples flash like lifted halberds, 

San Ildefonso from its noisy belfnes, 

Sends up a salutation to the mom 
As if an army smote their braicn shields, 

And shouted \actorj ' 

■f’rcr And nhieh waj lies 

Sego\aa ? 

Ftct At a great distanee j onder 
Dost thou not see it ? 

Free No I do not sec it 

Vict The merest flaw that dents the horizon’s edge. 

There ^ onder I 

'Tis a notable old tow n, 

BoasUng an ancient Roman aqueduct. 

And an AlcAzar buildcd by the Moors, 

AVherein jou may remember, poor Gil Bias 
Was fed on Pan del Rex O, many a time 
Out of Its grated wandows ha\e I looked 
Hundreds of feet plumb down to the Dresma, 

^at like a serpent through the taxlley creeping 
Glides at its foot 

O jes I I see it now 

Vet rather with my heart than with mine eyes, 
f^‘nt It IS. And all my thoughts sail thither, 

1 reightcd wath prayers and hopes, and forward urged 
till stress of acadent, ns in 

against the wand and tide 

Magnetic Mountains. 

And there ivcre wrecked, and penshed m the sea. 

didsf^T^Ld 

of fate ! 

sunshine that falls on thee 
Mdts thee to tears I O let thy weary heart 

^r shall faint ho more, 

Each sonnd^ofT^'hp*^^ "indow, and now watching 

yt g. Hark I she comes I ” O father 1 fatlicr ' 

{Thev descend Ike pass Ch.spa iehxnd ) 

Poor w^ 1 bom and poor^do ^ i^cad one Alas and nlack-a day ! 

tough the world, halfrte time on 3 neither wan nor lose Thus I wag 

fli tn the^meht”'^ '“dalwa^ 

ox. Who knows wViai * And so we plough along, as the 
1 I am not yet so bald tint happen ? Patience, and shuffle 
, go m ^ niybmms, And perhaps, 

aenedicitel to ‘o Rome and come back Saint Petw 

»“ '"■yl I h«.r ,h„ ho«s hoot. I 
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\ oiukr I see tlicm ' Come, sweet caramillQ 
Tins scremde slnll be the Gypsy's last 1 

(Piles down the pass ) 

IKl In! Well whistled, mv sweet carimillo 1 
Well whistled ! — 1 ln\c missed her 1—0 my God ! 

(The sho' IS nturned Bartolom^ falls ) 


limits Ulacraljitus. 

1872 


ACT I 

The Citadel of Antiochiis at Jerusalem 
ScENF I — ANTtoaius , Jason 


Antioehus O Antioch, mj An- 
tioch ni) cit) ! 

Queen of die East 1 my solace, mj 
delight ! 

Tlio dowr) of m> sister Cleopatra 
When she was wed to Piolcmj, and 
now 

Won back and made mon. wonderful 
by me I 

I love thee and I long to be once more 
Among the platers and the dancing 
women 

Widiin thy gates, and Intlic m the 
Orontes, 

Tiiy river and mine O Jason, my 
High Priest, [art mine. 

For I have made thee so and thou 
Hast thou seen Antiocli the Beautiful ’ 
Jason Never, my lord 
hit Then hast thou never seen 
Tlic wonder of the world This city 
of Davad 

ComparcdwithAntioch is butavillagc, 
And Us inhabitants compared with 
Greeks 

Arc mannerless boors 
Jason They arc barbanans. 

And mannerless 

Ant They must be civilized 

They must be made to have more gods 
than one , 

And goddesses besides 
Jason They shall have more 

Ant They must have hinpodroracs, 
and games, and batfis, 
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Stage pliivs and festivals, and most of 
All 

Tile Dionysia. 

Jason They shall have them all 
Ant By Heracles ! but I should 
like to SCO [arrayed 

These Hebrews crow ned with ivy, and 
1 In skins of fawns, with drums and 
flutes and thyasi 

Revel and not tlirough the solemn 
streets 

Of tlicir old towns Ha, ha! It 
makes me merry [laugh 

Only to til ink of it ' — Thou dost not 
Jason Ye-a, I laugh inwardly 
Ant The new Greek leav cn 

Works slow ly m this Israclitish dough 1 
Have 1 not sacked the Temple, and 
on the altar 

bet up the statue of Olympian Zeus 
To Hellcnizo it? 

Jason Thou hast done all this 
Ant As thou wast Joshua once and 
now art [ason, 

And from a Hebrew host become a 
Greek, 

So shall this Hebrew nation be trans- 
lated, [changed. 

Their very natures and their names be 
\nd all be Hcllcnizcd 
Jason It shall be done. 

Ant Their manners and their laws 
and ways of living 

Shall all bo Greek. They shall unlearn 
their language. 
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Andleam thelo\cl) speech of Antioch 
Where hast thou been to-<Jiy? Thou 
comest Lite. 

Jason Playinff it discus uith the 
other pnesls 
In the Gymnasium 
Art Thou hast done wcH 

There s nothing better for )ou hr) 
pnests [people. 

Thandiscus-phvmg with the common 
Now tell me Jason, what these 
Hebrews call me 

When they con\crsc together at their 
games 

Jason Antiochus Epiphanes, mj 
lord 

Antiochus the lllustnous 
Ant O, not that. 

That is the public ciy I mean the 
name 

The) giTC me when they talk among 
themscUes 

And think that no one listens , what is 
that’ 

Jason Antiochus Epimancs ni\ 
lord' 

Ant Antiochus the Mad ' \) that 

IS It 

And who hath said it’ ViTio has set 
in mouon 
That sorry jest’ 

Jason The Se\ca Sons insane 
Of a weird woman hke themsclwcs 
insane. 

Ant 1 like their courage, but it 
shall not sa\c them. 

They shall be made to cat the flesh of 
swine 

Or they shall die. MTi^rc arc thej ? 

Jason In the dungeons 

Beneath this tower 

Ant There let them sta) and Stan c 

1 111 1 am ready to moke Greeks of 
them 

After my fashion 

Ja^n -^ey shaU sta) and stan-c — 
a. ’Ambassadors of Samana 

thy pleasure. 

Amw ^ j displeasure’ 

Ambassadors are tedious ftie\ are 
men ^ 

Who work for their own ends, and 
not for mine , 

There a no furtherance m them 
them go 

To Apollonius my governor 


Jason Onl) the roj-al sancuoii 
Togivc anamc unto an-amdess temple 
Lipon Mount Genzim 

■int Then bid them enter 

This pleases me and furthers my 
designs 

The occasion IS auspicious Bid them 

enter 


ScENF II — Antiochus, Jason, th 
Samaritan Ambassadors. 

Atsf jVpproach Conic foniard , 
stand not at the door 
Wagging! oiirlongbcards, but demean 
\ourseI\cs 

iVs dotli become Ambassadors. WTiat 
seek tc’ 

An Amt’ossador An audience from 
the Kmg 

Ant Speak, and be bncf 

Waste not the time in useless rhetonc. 
Words arc not things 

Ain’’asssdor {reading) " To King 
Antiochus, 

The God, Lpiphanes , a Mcmonol 
From the Sidomans, who litc at 
Sichem 

Ant Sidomans’ 

Ambassador A\, my lord. 

4 nt Go on go on! 

And do not tiro thj'sclf and me tnth 
bowing ! 

Airbass-dor [retdsrg] “We arc a 
colony of Mtdes and Persians. 

Art No )c arc Jews from one of 
the Ten Tribes 

AVhctlicr Sidomans or Samontans 
Or Jews of Icwt) matters not to me , 
A'e arc all rsrachtes, j c arc all Jews 
A\hcn the Jews prosper jc claim 
knndrcd witli them , 

When the lews suffer, ye tire Medes 
and Persians 

I know that in the da)S of Alexander 
A’c claimed exemption from the annual 
tnbutc 

In the Sabbatic Year because, ve said 
Your fields had not been planted in 
that year 

Ainbassador(rcadtn^) ' Ourfathers, 
upon certain frequent plagues 
And foUowang an anaent 'uperstition 
'Acre long accustomed to observe that 
da) 

AATiich by the Israchtes is called the 
Sabbath 

And m a temple on Mount Gcnzim 
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Without a name, they offered sacri- 
fice 

Now We, who arc Sidonians, beseech 
thee, 

Who art our benefactor and our 
saviour. 

Not to confound us with these wcked 
Jews, 

But to give royal order and injunction 
To Apollonius m Samaria, 
Thygotemor, and likewiseto Nicanor, 
Thj procurator, no more to molest us , 
And let our nameless temple now be 
named 

The Temple of Jupiter Hellenius " 
Ant This shall be done Full well 
it pleaseth me 

Ye are not Jews, or arc no longer Jews, 
But Greeks , if not by birth, yet 
Greeks by custom. 

Your nameless temple shall receive the 
name 

Of Jupiter Hellenius Ye may go ! 

Scene III — Antiochus , Jason 

Ant My task is easier than I 
dreamed These people 
Meet me half-way Jason, didst thou 
take note 

How these Samaritans of Sichem said 
They were not Jews? that they were 
Medes and Persians, 

Tlicy wem Sidonians, anythmg but 


Jews? 

'Tis of good augury The rest will 
follow 

Till the whole land is Hellcnized 
Jason My lord, 

'fhese are Samaritans The tnbe of 
Judah 

Is of a different temper, and the task 

Will be more difficult 
Ant Dost thou gainsay me ? 

Jason 1 know the stubborn nature 
of the Jew 

Yesterday, Eleazer, an old man, 

Being fourscore years and ton, chose 
rather death 

By torture than to eat the flesh of 
swine I 

Ant Tlic life is in the blood, and I 
the whole nation 

bhall bleed to death, or it shall change 
its faith I 

Jason Hundreds hn\ e fled already 
to the mountains ' 

Of Ephraim, where Judas Maccabceus 
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Hath raised the standard of revolt 
against tlicc. 

Ant I will bum down their city, and 
will make it 

Waste as a wilderness Its thorough- 
fares 

Shall be but furrows in a field of ashes. 
It shall be sown with salt as Sodom is 1 
This hundred and fiftj -third Olj mpiad 
Shall have a broad and blood-red seal 
upon It, 

Stamped with the awful letters of my 
name. 

Antiochus the God, Epiphane^ 1 — 
Where are those Seven Sons? 

Jason My lord, they wait 

Thy royal pleasure 

Ant They shall wait no longer 1 


ACT II 

TAc Dungeons m the Citadel 

Scene I —The Mother of the 
Seven SoNSn/onc, listening 
The Mother Be strong, mv heart 1 
Break not till they are dead, 

All, all my Seven Sons , then burst 
asunder, 

And let this tortured and tormented 
soul 

Leap and rush out like water through 
the shards 

Of earthen vessels broken at a well 

0 my dear children, mine in life and 

death, 

1 knownot how ye came into my womb 

I neither rave you breath nor gave 
you life. 

And neither was it I that formed the 

' members 

Of every one of you But the Creator, 

Wlio made the world, and made the 
heavens above us. 

Who formed the generation of man- 
kind, 

And found out the beginning of all 
things 

He gave jou breath and life, and will 
again 

Of his own mercy, as ye now regard 

Not your owu selves, but his eternal 
law 

I do not murmur, nay, I thank thee, 
God, [unworthy 

That 1 and mine have not been deemed 
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To suffer for thy sake and for thv law. 
And for the manj sms of Israel 
Hark ! I cah hear wathm the sound of 
scourges ' 

f feel them more than jl do, O inj 
sons' 

But cannot come to ) ou I, who was 
wont 

To wake at night at the least cr\ \c 
made, 

To whom je ran at c\cr\ sbghtest 
hurt — 

I cannot take jou now into m\ lap 
knd soothe jour pam but 6od wall 
take j ou all 

Into his pitjang arms and comfort 

JOU 

\nd gi\ e % OU rest 

A lout (uit/iiii) Wint wouldst 
thou ask of Us ’ 

Heady are we to die but wc wall never 
Transgress the law and customs of 
our fathers 

TAe Mother It is the \oice of my 
first bom 1 O brave 
noble boj 1 Thou hast the pnta 
legev 

Of djang first as thou w ast bom the 
first 

The same X'otu {toithitt) God 
looKcih on us, and hath com 
fort m us , 

^ Moses in his song of old declared 
He in his servants shall be comforted 

The Mother I knew thou wouldst 

Hn speaks no more, 

He IS bevond all pam 1 

Ant Uithin] If thou cat not 
Thou sMt be tortured throughout all 
the members 

'^>lt thou cat 
loiee {'ojthin} \o 
tremble for him 

^ waS 

Mid swift to change. genUe and yield 
„ mgal^vays ytcia 

Be steadSist O my son I 
Takestf^^fto,^ this present hfe, but 

mo r^« the world, shall raise us up 

''f*; e\u-lasung 

The Mother raj,,] t ,, , 

'^u I thank thee 


Tliat thou hast breathed into that 
timid heart 

Courage to die for thee. O my 
Adaiah, 

Witness of God' if thou for whom 1 
feared 

Ctnsl thus encounter death 1 need 
not fear , 

Tlic others will not shrank. 

Third I'oice (•withtn) Behold tliesc 
hands 

Held out to thee O King Antiochus, 
Not to implore thj merev but to show 
Tliat I despise them lie who gave 
them to me 

W ill p\c them back again. 

Tie Mother O Avilan 

It IS thj voice For the last time I 
hear it , 

For the Last time on earth, but not 
the last. 

To death it bids defiance and to tor- 
ture 

It sounds to me as from another world, 
And makes the petty miseries of this 
Seem unto me as nought, and less 
than nought 

Farewell, niy Avilan , naj, I should 
s.a\. 

Welcome my \vilan , for I am dead 
Before thee I am vvaiung for the 
others. 

kVliy do they linger? 

Fourth Voice {urithiii) It IS good, O 
King 

Being put to death by man, to look 
for hope j^him. 

From God, to bo raised up again by 
But thou — no resurrection shalt thou 
have 

To hfe hircafter 

The Mother Four ' already four I 
Three arc still living , nay, they all arc 
living 

Half here, half there. Make haste, 
Antiochus, 

To reunite us , for the sword that 
clcav es 

]^ese miserable bodies makes a door 
tnrough which our souls, impatient 
of release 

Rush to each other s arms 

Fifth Voice {iBithin) Thou hast the 
T- power [while, 

i"°odoest what thou wilt Abide a 
And thou shalt see the power of God, 
and how 

He will torment thee and thy seed. 
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The Mother O hnsten I 

Wiy dost thou piuse? Thou who 
bast shm already 

So many Hebrew women, and hast 
hung 

Tlieir niuiScred infants round their 
necks, sla) mo. 

For I too am awonian, and these boys 
Arc mine Make haste to slay us all, 
knd hang my lifeless babes about my 
neck. 

Sixth Voice [■tmthin) Think not, 
Autiochus, that takest in hand 
To stme against tlic God of Israel, 
riiou shall escape unpunished, for his 
wrath 

SluiU oiertakc thee and thy blood} 
house. 

The Mother One more mySinon, 
and then all is ended 
Having put all to bed, then in my turn 
I will he down and sleep as sound as 
they 

My Sinon, my } oungest, best beloved 1 
And those bright golden locks, that I 
so oft 

Hase curled about these fingers, even 
now 

Are foul with blood and dust, hkea 
lamb s fleece 

Slain in the shambles — Hot a sound I 
hear 

This silence is more terrible to me 
Than any sound, than anv cry of pain, 
That might escape the lips of one who 
dies 

Doth his heart fail him? Doth he fall 
away 

In the last hour from God ? O Sinon, 
Sinon, 

Art thou afraid? I do not hear thy 
voice 

Die as thy brothers died Thou must 
not live ! 


Scene H —The Mother , Antio 
CHUS , StRION 

The Mother Are tliey all dead ? 
Ant Of all thy Seven Sons 

One only hves Behold them where 
they lie 

How dost thou like this picture? 

The Mother God m heaven 1 

Can a man do such deeds, and yet 
not die 

By the recoil of his own wickedness ? 


Ye murdered, bleeding, muulated 
bodies 

That were my children once, and still 
ore mine, 

I cannot watch oer you as Rispah 
watched 

In sackcloth o er the sev en sons of 
Saul, 

Till water drop upon you out of 
heaven 

And wash this blood away I I cannot 
mourn 

*\s she, the daughter of Aiah, mourned 
the dead. 

From the beginning of the barley- 
harvest 

Until the autumn rains, and suffered 
not 

Tlie birds of au to rest on tlicm by 
day, 

Nor the wild beasts by mght For ye 
have died 

I A better death, a death so full of life 

That I ought rather to rejoice than 
mourn — 

WHiereforc art thou not dead, O 
Sinon ? 

Wherefore art thou the only hving 
thing 

Among thy brothers dead ? Art thou 
afraid? 

Ant O woman, I have spared him 
for thy sake. 

For he is fair to look upon and 
comely , 

And I have sworn to him by all the 
gods 

That I would crow n his life with joy 
and honour 

Heap treasures on him, limines, de- 
lights, 

Make him my fnend and keeper of my 
secrets, 

If he would turn from your Mosaic 
I-aw (listen 

And be as we are , but he will not 
The Mother My noble Sinon 1 
/Int Therefore I 

beseech thee. 

Who art his mother, thou wouldst 
speak with him 

And wouldst persuade him I am sick 
of blood 

The Mother Yea, I wall speak w ith 
him and wall persuade him 

O Sinon, my son 1 have pity on me. 

On me that bare thee, and that gave 
thee suck. 
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And fed and nounshcd thee, and Go to thj bed of torture in yon 


brought thee up 


clnHibca", 


With the dear trouble of a mothers \\'hcrc he so many sleepers, heartless 


care mother ! 

Unto this age Look on the hcasens Thy footsteps wall not wake them, nor 
above thee thy voice, 

\ndontheearthandaUthatisthcrcin Nor wilt thou hear amid thy troubled 
Consider that God made them out of dreams, 

things Thy children crying for tliee in the 

That were not , and that likewise in night ' 

this manner TheMo'her 0 Death that 'trctchcst 

Mankind was made. Then fear not thy white hands to me 

this tormentor , 1 1 fear them not, but press them to my 

^t, being worthy of thy brethren, take iips. 


Thy death as tliey did, that I mav That are as white as thine , for I am 


receive thee Death 

Again m merev with them Nay am the Motlicr of Death seeing 

I am mocked, these sons 

Ye^ I am laughed to scorn Arc lying lifeless — Kiss me, Sinon 

Stnon Whom wait ye for? 

NeverwiH lobev the Kings command- 

ment 

But the commandment of the anaent . ,,, 

Law act III 

^here The Battle f eld of Peih horon 

And thou O godless man that of all Scene I —Judas MtccAnrus in 


ACT in 

The Battle field of Beth heron 


others 

^ the most wicked be not lifted up 
Nor puffed up with uncertain hopes, 
uplifung 

Thy hand against the servants of the 
Lord 


armour before his tatt 
Judas The trumpets sound , the 
echoes of the mountains 
Answer them as the Sabbath morning 
breaks 

Over Beth boron and its battle field. 


TT/af ♦v. K j>cui uurun anu uaiiiL: ituiui 

ou bast not escaped the Where the great captain of the hosts 
nr.w ' ofG^ 

^ brought up m the bnck-ficlds 

"^"^him^not"'’ . I fear I O crcamc^th?’ Amontes There was 

Like that before or after It, nor shall be. 

^-■i^^^^t^tht^Ciehus shalt 

The punishment of nnHp t ^rr harness , and the cap- 

w^dd^s^piSa^^';';^^ Then- fct upon the necks of 

by AsIwiIU^nthinc, Xnuochus, 
“=^yest 

That he alone is God. Strikes on the golden letters of my 

Ant VpVirMU t. „ . banner 

By torments worse than anv in P“^h Be Elohim Yehoroah ' Who is like 

orse than any that j our To thee O Lord, among the gods ?- 

Here or hereafter halt, , Alas' 

The Mother Mj Sinon. I -im ^ ^ Joshua, I cannot say 

of thee 1 "h proud Sun stand thou still on Gibcon, and 


Be silent ' 


thou hloon 

I In Ajalon I Nor am I one who wastes 
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'flic fTtcfiiJ tmiciii u‘:t Ic-« hnicniition, 
UiU one who bears Ins lift, upon his 
kind 

T o loio jt O' to eavc il as nnv best 
beta: the deiigii* of Hint who eisctU 

life 

?ci M II ~-Jt,n\S M\ccabi Ub, 

Ji wi^ii itrnivtb 
J it T Whonntl what are jc, that, 
with furiue steps ’ [ 

btcal in atnong our tents? 

J site'll a O Maccaba.us, 

Outtasts arc wc, and fu},iti\es ns thoti 
art 

Jew s of J ent'alcni that hat e escaped 
from the polluted alt, and from 
death 

/; None can csc.a])c from death 


baj tkai t e conic 

To die for Israel and t c arc ttatlcome 
WTiai ttdinjjb bang \c’ 
r u^ftr er 1 idings of despair 

Tlic temple is laid waste , the precious 
te'Sels 

Censers of gold, tials and teds and 
crowns. 

And golden oniaincnts, and hidden 
treasures 

Ilatx nil breai taken from it and the 
Gentiles 

With retelling and with not fill its 
courts. 

And dnll) with harlots in the holy 
places 

Judat All this I knew Ixiforc. 

/ us^H'^’a Upon the altar 

\rc things profane, things by the law 
forbidden 

N’or can we keep our Sabbaths or our 
I casts, 

flat on the fcslit-ds of Dion>sus 
Must walk in their processions, beanng 

To crown a dninkcn god 
Jtuiits j Ins too I know 

But tell me of the Jetts How fare 
the Jews? 

1 ugilti,cs The coming of this mis- 
chief hath been sore 
And griet ous to the people All the 
land 

Is full of lamentation and of mourning 
TIic Pnnccs and the Elders weep and 
wail , 

Tlic young men and the maidens arc 
made feeble , 
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The beauty of the women hath been 
changed 

Judas And are there none to die 
for Israel ? 

‘Tis not enough to mourn Breast- 
plate and harness 

Arc better things than sackcloth Let 
the women 

Lament for Israel , the men should die 
I'tfi^i/ii.es Both men and women 
die , old men and j oung , 

Old Llcarcr died and Mdhala 
Whtli all her Seten Sons 
Judas Antiochus, 

\t cectj step thou takest iliere is left 
A bloody footpnnt in the street, by 
winch 

The aiengmg siTath of God will track 
thee out I 

It is enough Go to the sutler s tents 
lliosc of you who arc men, put on 
such armour 

\s )e may find , tlioso of jou who arc 
women, 

Buckie that armour on , and for a 
watchword 

WHiisper, or cry aloud, " Tlie Help of 
God" 

ScKAb III —Judas MAccAn,->us , 
Nicanor 

Jiicanor Had Judas Maccabarus ' 
Judas Had ! — Who art thou 

Hiat comest here in this mjstcnous 
guise 

I Into our camp unheralded ? 
j A ic A herald 

Sent from Nicanor 
Judas Heralds come not thus 

Armed with thy shirt of mad from 
head to heel, 

Thou glidcst like a serpent silently 
Into my presence Wherefore dost 
thou turn 

Til) face from me ? A herald speaks 
his errand, 

Whth forehead unabashed Thou art 
a spy 

Sent by Nicanor 

Ntc No disguise avnils 1 

Behold my face ! I am Nicanor s self 
Judas Thou art indeed Nicanor I 
salute thee 

WHiat bnngs thee hither to this hostile 
camp 

Tlius unattended ’ 

Ntc C onfidcnce in tliec. 
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Thou hast the nobler Mrtues of th} \tr FarcvcU 

ncc ^ irtucs bnve foe I 

Without the failings that attend those /ti-fjf Ho, there, my captains ! 
Thou canst be strong and jet not Hate safe conduct pis-cn 

tjaannous Unto Nicanors hcnld through the 

Canst righteous be and not intolerant camp, [veil, MciatiT! 

Let there be peace bctivrtn us \nd come jciur*ehcs to me.— Fare 

/iidas Wliat is peace ’ 

Is It to bow in silence to our victors * 

Is it to sec our ciucs sached and pil 

lagcd, [flecinf' hersr IV— JunAS 'lAfTsprcs, 

Our people slain, or sold ns slaves or C SIT SINS AND hot-DiFiy; 

At night time b> the bLa..e of burning 

towns , Judi 1 The hour is conic. Gather 

Jerusalem Laid waste the HoU Temple the host together 

Polluted with strange gods? Are I or Inttlc Lo with Inimpcis and 
these thmgs neaev. ’ with songa 

Nic These arc the dire ncccsvmcs Tlicamu ofMcanorcomcsagalnsttis. 
that wait [gincrv t-i .) forth to meet them, pravlng In your 


retne hersr IV— Judas ' fArxMtrcs, 
a or C SITVINS AND f>Ot,DtFn.S 

nmg 

Jitdi 1 The hour is conic. Gather 
mplc the host together 

Arc I or Inttlc Lo with Inimpcis and 
with songa 


On war whose loud and blooJv cn- 
1 seek to slay Let tlicrc be peace 
between 

AnUochus and thee 
ludas Antiocliiu > 


hearts, 

And firliting v.ltb your hands 
Cr/tiJtns Loo! forth and sec ' 
Tlic morning sun is shining on their 
shields 


ViTiat IS Antiochus, that he should Of go’d nd hnsa the raountains 


prate f Ih ten V ith them, 

ur peace to mo who am a fugitive? Vnd shmi. like lamps, \nd wu who 
1 to-morrow arc so few (with fasting 

snail not Ik found, because he is re And poorlj armed and readv tof'int 
Tin.„wit^ . , , How slualf VC fight against this mil 

mo his dust , his thought lia.s come tiiiidc? [sLandtlli not 

Them 1 ^ \actor>' of a battle 

Unlit ih.., between us, nor In inuliitiidL' but m the Strength tint 

Of mii w?" comeih ftliat I 

Air n From heaven above Tlic Lonl fodnd 

And then 1 ^^'aten th.at atv Should do this thing and (Icc away 
iumthM^herches a waving wall of fromtlu.au [die, 

Held bv a Vin« ''a), if our hour Ik: come tlicn kt us 

A^dhoL^ii^^nvnn m'^^^' I-cius hot stain our honour 

iSTaJiu ‘--’N Tis the Sabbath 

To bring agunst all thec-i " *' 5 ’" babballi, Mac- 

/udas Tim rJ,, f ^ . calixus ’ 

^Vhose breath shall sratmr ''' • ^ the battles 

tents abrc^ '''^>°""‘’'*<= , of the laird [others, 

“^s flakes of snow ' j ^* 5 ^^ them on his <la\ ns on all 

Michtv Onn .« t, conain fadiUts 

WU not do bailie on iTmiicd once to these lulls and hid 

It^hisdayofresL themsclva.s 

Go^toThjtcnU ^““'“■blasphemer "”''^^,“T'tlmm 

7 , ‘das ‘b^^-^'tntliDa), andch-anenged 

Thu Su/u'b' '“tts ''ndhowttiLv answered not, nor cast 

Ihe ^’--VSicplaecswherctbeylai 

BWnS„“^\r« »S,T?4w.„h 

and children, 
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Miuu 

To bnng agunst all thes-' ’ 
“^s flakes of snow 
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E%cn to the number of a thousand 
souls 

We \\ho nre fighting for our laws and 
lives 

\M11 not so pensh 

Capiants I^d us to the battle 1 

Jitdai And let our watchword be, 
'■ The Help of God I ’ 

I^t night I dreamed a dream , and 
in mj vision 

Beheld Onias, our High Pnest of old, 
Who holding up his hands prayed for 
the Jews, 

Thw done, in the like manner there 
appeared 

An old man, and exceeding glorious. 
With haaiT hair, and of a wonderful 
And excellent majestj And Onins 
said [prayeth 

"This IS the lover of the Jews, who 
Much for the people and the Holy 
City, — 

God’s prophet Jcrcmias ” And the 
prophet 

Held forth his nght hand and gave 
unto me 

A sword of gold , and givang it he said 
“Take thou this holy sword, a gift 
from God, 

And with It thou shalt wound tliinc 
adversaries ' 

Captains The Lord is with us ! 

Judas Hark 1 

I hear the trumpets 
Sound from Beth-horon , from the 
battle field 

Of Joshua, where he smote tlic 
Amontes, 

Smote tlie Five Kings of Eglon and of 
Jarmuth, 

Of Hebron, Lachlsb, and Jerusalem, 

As we to day will smite Nicanor s hosts 
And leave a memory of great deeds 
behmd us. 

Captains and Soldiers Tlie help of 
God ! 

Judas Be Elohim Yehovah / 

Lord, thou didst send thine Angel in j 
the time 

Of Esekias, King of Israel, 

And in the armies of Sennachenb 
Didst slay a hundred fourscore and 
five thousand 

Wherefore, O Lord of heaven, now 
also send 

Before us a good angel for a fear, 

And through the might of thy nght 
arm let those 
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Be stneken with terror that have come 
this day 

Against thy holy jicople to blaspheme 1 


ACT IV 

The outer Courts of the Temple at 
Jerusalem 

ScFNE I — Judas Maccab/fus , 
Captains , Jews 

Judas Bfiiold, our enemies are 
discomfited 
Jcnisalem is fallen , and our banners 
Float from her battlements, and o'er 
her gates 

Nicanor s severed head, a sign of 
terror. 

Blackens in wand and sun 

Captains O Maccabanis, 

The dladcl of Antiochiis, wherein 
Tlie Mother with her Seven Sons was 
murdered. 

Is sull defiant 
Judas Wait 

Captains Its hateful aspect 

Insults us with the bitter memones 
Of other days 

Judas Wmt , it shall disappear 

And vanish as a cloud First let us 
cleanse 

The Sanctuary See, it is become 
W’'astc like a wilderness Its golden 
gates 

Wrenched from their hinges and con- 
sumed by fire , 

Shrubs growang in its courts as m a 
forest , 

Upon Its altars hideous and strange 
idols , 

And strewn about its pavement at my 
feet 

Its Sacred Books, half burned and 
painted ocr 

With images of heathen gods 
Jews Woe I woe ! 

Our beauty and our glory are laid 
waste ! 

The Gentiles haVe profaned our holy 
places I 

(Lamentation and alarm of trumpets ) 

Judas Tlie sound of trumpets, and 
this lamentation, 

The heart cry of a people tovvarvl the 
heavens, 
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Stir me to wrath and vengeance Go, 
my captains , 

I hold you back no longer Batter 
down 

The citadel of ^ntiochus while here 
We sweep away his altars and his 
god. 

Scene II — Jcdas Maccabeus , 
Jason , Jews 

Jaus Lurking among the ruins of 
the Temple, 

Deep m its inner courts, ue found 
this man 

Clad as High-Pncst 
Judas I ask not tiho thou art 
I know thy face wnt o\cr with deceit 
As are these tattered volumes of the 
Law 

With heathen images A pnest of 
God 

Wast thou m other da)s, but thou art 
now 

A pnest of Satan Traitor thou art 
Jason 

Jason I am thy prisoner, Judas 
Maccabreus, 

And it would ill become me to conceal 
My name or office, 
y^das Over j onder gate 

There hangs the head of one who was 
a Greek, 

What should prevent me now, thou 
man of sin 

From hanging at its side the head of 
one 

Who bom a Jew hath made himself a 
Greek? 

Jason JusUce prevents thee, 
vtMw Thou art stained 

Thunders ivith all its thunder 

Jason jr „ ‘ T 

ThenMerey,herhandiiL,denJ“^"“=- 

shown 
done what King 

Commajided. me. 

u True, thou hast 

With which he stmek , but hast been 
a weapon, ““‘Men 
So flexible, so fitted to his hand, 


It tempted him to stnkc. So thou 
hast ui^ed him 

To double wickedness, thine owai anc 
his 

Where is this King ? Is he in Antioch 
Vmong his women still, and from hu 
windows 

Thrownng down gold by handfuls, foi 
the rabble 
To scramble for? 

Jason Na) , he is gone from there, 
Gone with nn armj into the far East 
Judas And w hcrefore gone ? 

Jason I know not For 

the space 

Of forty days almost were horsemen 
seen 

Running in air, in cloth of gold, and 
armed 

With lances like a band of soldiery , 
It was a sign of tnumph 
Judas Or of death. 

WTicrcforc art thou not walh him ? 

Jason I was left 

For service in the Temple. 

Judas To pollute it. 

And to corrupt the Jews , for there 
are men 

Whose presence is corruption , to be 
with them [we do 

Degrades us and deforms the things 
Jason I never made a boast, ns 
some men do. 

Of my supenor vartue, nor denied 
The weakness of mv nature, that hath 
made me 

Subsenaent to the wall of other men 
Judas Upon this da), the five and- 
twenUeth day 

Of the month Caslan, was the Temple 
here 

Profaned bv strangers — by Antiochus 
and thee his instrument Upon this 
day 

Shall It be cleansed. Thou who didst 
lend th)self 

Unto this profanabon, const not be 
A^vatness of these solemn senaces 
There can be nothing clean where 
thou art present 

people put to death Callisthcnes 
Who burned the Temple gates , and 
- if they find thee [life 

WU surely slay thee. I will spare thy 
to punish tliee the longer Thou 
Shalt wander 

■^^ong strange nations Thou, that 
hast cast out 
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So man> tnm tbcir mine hnd, sh-ilt 
pcnsh 

In a stnngc hnd Tliou, tint hast 
left so imnj 

Unbuncd, sliolt ln\e none to mourn 
for thee, 

Nor nnj solemn funerals at all. 

Nor sepulchre with thj fathers.— Get 
thee hence 1 

{Music Ptoccsston of Pnests and 
fcoile, with nt/tems, Itat-ps, and 
o wbah J t D AS MACCAD/T- us puts 
ininscif at their herd, and they go 
into the inner courts ) 

SCF\B III —Jason, atone 

Jasor Through the Gate Beautiful 
I sec them come 

W ith branches and green boughs and 
lca\ cs of pwlm, 

And pass into the inner courts Alas 1 

I should be «ath them, should be one 
of them, [ness, 

But m an c\al hour, an hour of wcak- 

That cometh unto all, I fell awaj 

From the old faith, and did not dutch . 
the new , 

Onl} an outward semblance of belief, 

For the new faith I cannot make mine 


Creeps o\er me again I— A childish 
fancy 1 — 

And hark 1 they sing with citherns 
and with cymbals, 

And all the people fall upon their faces, 
Praving and worshipping !— I will 
away 

Into the East, to meet Antioohus 
Upon his homeward journey, crowned 
with tnumph 

Alas 1 to-day I would give eveiything 
To sec a fnend s face, or to hear a voice 
Tliat had the slightest tone of comfort 
in It 1 


ACT V 

The Mountains of Echaiana 
Scene I — Antiochus , Philip , 


Attendants 


Not being bom to it It hath no root 
Within me. I am neither Jew nor 
Greek, 

But stand between them both, a 
renegade [faith 

To each in turn , Iiavang no longer 
In gods or men Then what myste- 
rious charm, 

WTiat fascination is it chains my feet. 
And keeps me gazing like a curious 
child 

Into the holy places, where the pnests 
Have raised their altar ?— Striking 
stones together. 

They take fire out of them, and light 
the lamps 

In the great candlesUck. They spread 
the veils. 

And set the loaves of shewbread on 
the table 

The incense bums , the well rcmem 
bered odour [back 

Comes wafted unto mo, and takes me 
To other days 1 see myself among 
them 

As I was then , and the old super- 
stition 


Ant Here let us rest awhile. 
Wierc are we, Philip ? 

What place is this? 

Philip Ecbatana, my lord , 

And yonder mountain range is the 
Orontes 

Ant The Orontes is my nver at 
Antioch 

Why did 1 leave It! Why have I 
been tempted 

By covenngs of gold and shields and 
breastplates 

To plunder Elymais, and be dnven 
I From out its gates, as by a fiery blast 
I Out of a furnace ? 

Philip These are fortunes changes. 
Ant What n defeat is was 1 The 
Persian horsemen 

CnmC’ like a mighty wind, the wand 
Khamaseen, 

And melted us away, and scattered us 
As if vve were dead leaves, or desert 
sand. 

Philip Be comforted, my lord , for 
thomhast lost 
But what thou hadst not. 

Ant I, who made the Jews 

Skip like the grasshoppers, am made 
myself 

To sldp among these stones 
Philip Be not discouraged. 

Thy rcidm of Syria remains to thee , 
That IS not lost nor marred. 

Ant O, where are now 

The splendours of my court, my baths 
and banquets ? 
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\Vhcnnrem\ pln)CTsnnd m> dnncinf' 
V omen ? 

Where an. nn sweet nuisicttns with 
their pipes 

Tliat made me mem m the olden 
time’ [hrutr, 

I am a laui;hmg stock to min am! 
The very camels with their tigh (acts, 
Mock me and laugh at me 
PhtUp Alas ! in\ lord, 

It 15 not so If thou would jt skip a 
while 

All would be well 

Ant Sleep from m) eves is gone 
And mj heart faileth me for veiy cart 
Dost thoit remember I'hilip the old 
fable 

Told us when we were bo)-' in which 
the bear 

Goim: for honc> overturn' the hive 
And is stung blind b) 1h.cs ? I nm 
tlut beast 

Stung b) the Persian swarms of 
El>anais 

Phthp WTicn thou art come agala 
to Antioch 

These thoughts wall be as covered and 
forgotten 

As are the trades of Pharaoh s chanot 
wheels 

In the Egyptian sands 

A , Ah I when 1 come 

Aput to Anuoch! Wien will that be? 
Alas 1 alas 1 


Scene II -Antiociius . Pmui. 
A Messenger 

comcsl inou? 

Maunder M- 

OftomethingevalSadt^-ir 
lamn^der of the Jewish 

moaw'?llS’edond'^.';°r "" 

Like a man's 


I S'x that cloud It makes the letter; 
dim 

Ik fon inineivc^ 

/'//A.s {ii-dir~) •‘To King An 
liociiii' 

Tlic G(hI ] j) pKinc' " 

Int O nioci e*) ' 

Lvin L)*- as laughs a! nn* !— Go on. 
} o on ' 

P/ithp {r( lit! •) '^^c praj thcv' 

hasten th) return The Train 
Is fillmr f-ami thro Since ihoa hati 
gone fro 11 It 

Tlie vKionc-. of Jndas Marcabanis 
I o'in all our jinnal Ilr't he over 
ihrc ' [oa 

Til) fnrcraai Prth Imroa and pa’srtl 
\nd look Jeru i)'*ni, the llol) Ciiv 
\nd then huimaos fell, and den 
llethMira , 

1 phron nnd nil the tov tis nf Oalaad 
t\ntlM tccab rus marchtal toGarn'oa " 
Art Tnough, enough * Go call inr 
ehanot'nim 

\\cvilldnvc fc-vard, fonard with 
o it cca ing 

Until we come to Antioch M> cajv 
tains, 

M) LwLis Gorgeas S^ron nnl 
Mcanor, 

Arc Inbc' in battle, nnd ll is drvndful 
Jew 

Will rob me cf mv kiagdona and m) 
CTowm 

M) elephants shall trample him to 
duvt 

1 will wipe out Ins nation, nnd wall 

mal c 

Jerusalem a common bur) ing p’acc 
And ever) home within its walls n 
tomb I 

(TArrerr / jj tmn'^r rt P in ij jrtj 
the nrtni of attend :r/j, '"ho hr hif 
tfor a hani ) 

Pf’Aip Anliochus! Antiocb'is! Alas.’ 
Tlic King is ill 1 WHiat is it. O my 
lord ? 

Art Kotlimg A sudden nnd 
sharp sgiasm of pain [knife 
As if the lightning struck me or the 
t^nn assassin smote me to die Iieart. 
Tis passed, evam ns it came. I^t us 
set forward [readiness 

, See that the cliariots be m 

W c will depart fortlivvatb 
^ A moment mora 

i cannot stand I am become nt once 
=40 
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Wcalv as an infant Yc will have to 
lead me 

Jo\c, or Jehovah, or whatever name 
Thou wouldst be named,— it is alike 
to me,— [treat 

If I knew how to pray, I would en- 
To live a little longer 
Phthp O mv lord. 

Thou shall not die , we wall not let 
thee die I 

Ait{ How cansl thou help it, 
Philip ? Oh the pain 1 
Stab after stab Plioii jiast no shield 
against 

Tins unseen weapon God of Israel, 
Since all the other gods abandon me. 
Help me I will release the Holj 
City, [Temple 

Garnish with goodh gifts the Hoi) 
Thy people, whom I judged to be un- 
w orlli) [equal 

To be so much ns buned, shall be 
Unto the citizens of Antioch 
1 will become a Jew, and will declare 
Tlirough all the world that is inhabited 
The power of God 1 
Phthp He faints It is like death 
Bring here the ro)al litter Wo will 
bear him 


I Into the camp, while yet he lives 
Ant O Philip, 

Into what tribulation am I come 1 
Alas 1 I now remember all the evil 
I have done the Jews , and for this 
cause [behold 

These troubles are upon me, and 
I pensh through great gnef m a 
strange land 

Phthp ^tiochus 1 my King I 
Aiit Nay, King no longer 

Take thou my royal robes, my signct- 
nng, [them 

My crown and sceptre, and deliver 
Unto my son, Antiochus Eupator , 
And unto the good Jews my citizens. 
In all my towns, say that their dying 
monarch 

Wishclli them joy, prosperity, and 
health 

I who, puffed up walh pnde and 
arrogance 

Thought all the kingdoms of the earth 
mine own, 

If I would but outstretch my hand 
and take them, 

Meet face to face a greater potentate, 
King Dtath— Epiphancs— the Illus- 
trious I \ptes 




COPLAS DE MANRIQUE 

IKOM THE SPANISH 


riJon JORcr Mavriijuf the author oI the foIloTOnjr poem nourirhed in the last half of the 
fifteenth centurj ilc followed the profession of nritis, nnd died ort the field ol battle. 
Mnrlan.a in his Ilistorj of Spam, makes honourable mention of him, ns belnp present at the 
sicce of tides i and spesks of him as ‘ a saiuth of estimable qualities, who in ih s svar (pive 
brilliant poofs of his valour He died jounf; and ssns thus cut off from lone cxerclsinq hij 
p-reat snrtucs, and exhibiting to the w orld the lipht of his (tenius, which wa.s alread) known to 
fame " He svas mortally wounded in a skirmish near Cafiavcte, in thejear 1479, 

The name of Kodnqo Mnnrique, the father of the poet, Conde de Paredes and hlnestre de 
Santnno, 15 well known in Spanish history and sonq He died in 1476 according to Manana, 
in the town of Ucitfsi but, according to the poem of his son, in Ocada. It was his 
death that called fo th the poem upon which rests the literary reputation of theyounger 
Mannque. In the language of his hlstonan, ” Don Jorge Mnnnque, in on elegant Ode full of 
poetic^iutics, rich embclllshmcnls of genius, mufhlgh moral reflections, mourned the death 
ofhis lather as with a funeril hjann." This praise is not exaggerated The poem is a model in 
its kind Its concept! n is solemn and beautiful , and, in accordance with it, the style moves 
on— calm, dlgntCed, and majestic ] 


O LET the soul her slumbers break, 
t,et thought be quickened, and awake 
Awake to see 

How soon this life is past and gone. 
And death comes softly stealing on, 
How silently) 
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Swiftly our pleasures glide awaj. 

Our hearts recall the distant day 
Wiili many sighs , 

The moments that arc speeding fast 
We heed not, but the past — tlic past, 
More liighl) prize 
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LONGI ELLOW'S POLJICAL WORKS 


Onward its course the present keeps. 
Onward the eonstant current sweeps 
Till hfe IS done , 

And, did we judge of time anght 
The past and future in their flight 
Would be as one 

^t no one fondly dream again, 

That Hope in all her shadowy tram 
Will not decay , 

neeung as were the dreams of old 
feinembered like a tale that s told 
fney pass away 

Our Ii\es are n\-ers, gliding free 
lo that unfathomed boundless sea, 
ine silent gra\*e ’ 

^ither earthly pomp and boast 
Koll, to be sw-allon ed up and lost 
In one dark wa\'e 

'on-ents stnt 
pursues its way 

And tinkhng nil 

^ere aU are equal . side by side 
The poor man and the son of pnde 

Lie calm and sulk 

I will not here imoke the throne’ 

The deathless few ® 

Action entices and deceives, 

erherfragrint leave. 
Lies poisonous dew ^ 

To Hun I oty. 

Who shared on earth our common 

the world comprehended not 

Of peace bright anode 

chTea'fc,^"' way 

Prom realms o?lmr“^^® foot ;^trnv 

Ldh ^farung.place 

O^fll -pensions of the blest 

Tn , thought 

To its high state ® 


Faith wings the soul beyond the sky. 
Up to that better world on high, 

For which we wait 

Yes, the glad messenger of love, 

To guide us to our home alxive, 

The Saviour came, 

Bom amid mortal cares and fears, 

He suffered in this vale of tears 
A death of shame. 

i Behold of what delusive worth 
I The bubbles we pursue on earth. 

The shapes we chase, 

\mid a world of treachery 1 
Thev vanish ere death shuts the eye, 
■knd leave no tract. 

Time steals them from us, chances 
strange 

Disastrous accident, and change. 

That come to all , 

Cven in the most e.valtcd state 
Relentless sweeps the stroke of fate. 
The strongest falk 

T ell me, the charms that lovers seek 
the clear eye and blushing chrek. 
The hues that play 
O er rosy hp and brow of snow. 

When hoary ago approaches slow. 

Ah, where arc they ’ 

The cunning skill, the curious arts, 
Ine glorious strength that youth Ini 
parts 

In life s first stage , 

wi?^ become a heavy weight, 

^ hen Time swings wide his outward 
To weary age. [gate 

The noble blood of Gothic name. 
Heroes emblazoned high to fame, 

|n long array , 

. m the onward course of time, 
he landmarks of that race subhme 
Were swept away 1 

Some, the degraded slaves of lust, 
and trampled in the dust, 
ofinll nse no more 

,^ers by guilt and cnire maintain 
he stmteheon that, wnthout a stam. 
Their fathers bore. 

^*Sli estate of pride, 
"ilh what untimely speed they ghdei 
How soon depart ! 

shadowy phantoms stay. 
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riicsc gifts m Fortunes Innds nrc 
found , 

Her stvift revolting wheel turns round. 
And the) arc gone 1 
No rest the inconstant goddess knows, 
But changing, and wolliout repose. 
Still humes on 

Lten could the hand of avance save 
Its gilded baubles till the grave 
Reclaimed its prey, 

Let none on such poor hopes rely , 
Life, like an emptj dream, fhts by, 
And w here arc they ? 

Larthly desires and sensual lust 
Are passions spnnging from the dust. 
The) fide and die , 

But, in the life bc)ond the tomb, 

Tile) seal the immortal spint s doom 
Licmally ' 

The plcasurcsand delights, w hich mask 
In treacherous smiles life s serious task. 
What arc the) all. 

But the fleet coursers of the chase. 
And death an ambush m Uie race, 
Wherein we fall? 

No foe, no dangerous pass, we heed, 
Brook no delay, but onwarf speed 
With loosened rein , 

And, when the fatal snare is near. 

We stnv c to check our mad career. 
Rut stnvc in vain 

Could we new charms to age impart, 
\nd fashion with a cunning art 
The human face. 

Vs we can clothe the soul with light. 
And make the glorious spirit bnght 
With heavenly grace, 

How busily each passing hour 
Should we exert that magic power, 
Wliat ardour show, 

1 o deck the sensual slave of sin 
Yet leave the freeborn soul within. 

In weeds of woe I 

Monarchs, thcpovverfulandthe strong. 
Famous m history and m song 
Of olden time. 

Saw, by the stem decrees of fate. 

Their kingdoms lost, and desolate 
Their race sublime. 

Who is the chamoion? who tlio strong ? 
Pontiffand priest and sceptred throng? 
On these shall fall 
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i xVs heav ily the hand of Death 

As when it stays the shepherd s breath 
, Beside his stalk 

I spicak not of the Trojan name, 

’ Neither Its glory nor its shame 
Has met our c)cs , 

Nor of Rome's great and glonous 
dead, 

Though we hav e heard so oft, and read, 
Their histones 

Little avails it now to know 
Of ages passed so 'ong ago, 

Nor how they rolled , 

Our theme shall be of )cstcrday, 
Which to oblivion sweeps away, 

’ Like da)’s of oid 

Where IS the King Don Juan? Where 
Lach ro)al prince and noble heir 
Of Aragon? 

Where arc the courtly gallantncs? 

^ Tlic deeds of lov e and Jngh empnse, 

' In battle done? 

Tourney and joust, that charmed the 
eye. 

And scarf, and gorgeous panoply, 

And nodding plume, 

Wliat were tliey but a pageant scene? 
What but the garlands, ga) and green, 
That deck the tomb? 

WHicre arc the high-bom dames, and 
where 

Tiicir gay attire, and jewelled hair. 
And odours sweet? 

Wicre arc the gentle knights, that 
came 

To kneel, and breathe loves ardent 
flame. 

Low at then- feet? 

Where is the song of Troubadour? 
Where arc the lute and gay tambour 
They loved of yore? 

Where is the mazy dance of old. 

The flowing robes, inwrought with 
gold. 

The dancers wore? 

And he who ne.\t the sceptre sw ayqd, 
Henry, whose roval court displajed 
Such power and pride 
O in what vvinnmg smiles arrayed 
The world its vanous pleasures laid 
His throne beside 1 

I But O how faise and full of guile 
That world, which wore so soft a smile 
But to betray 1 
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She that had been his fnend before, 
Now from the fated monarch tore 
Her charms awaj 

The countless gifts, the statelj walls, 
The royal palaces, and halls 
All fillrf wath gold , 

Plate wath armonal beanngs WTOught 
C hambers wath ample treasures fraught 
Of wealth untold , 

The noble steeds, and harness bnght. 
And gallant lord, and stalwart knight. 
In rich arraj 

Where sliall we seek them now ^ Alas ' 
Like the bright dew drops on the gross, 
1 hey pKissed awaj 

His brother, too whose faetious zeal 
Usurped the sceptre of Castile, 
Unskilled to reign , 

^yhat a gay bnlhont court had he, 
When all the flower of chiwalry 
Was in his tram I 

^t he was mortal , and the breath, 
Ihat flamed from the hot forge of 
Bitted his y»rs , [Death 

J udgment of God ! that flame by thee, 
^^en raging fierce and fearfuUy, 

Was quenched in tears ' 

'^pmns Laughty Constable, the true 
'W 

Most loved of all, 

Breatlie not a whisper of his pnde 
He on the gloomy scaffold died 
Ignoble fall ! 

countless treasures of his care 
His Milages and \alUs fair. 

His mighty power 

anrt f bH^enefandshamc 
i^aad a broken heart, when came 

A ne parting hour ? 

='"'1 h'Sh 

Wasters who inprospent\, 

Wight nval kings , ^ 

'ne°CnH ^ ‘he best 

^at their prosperous estate 
high exalted a^nd elate 
Wth power and pnde’ 

Srae gleam of hght 

Grew dim Md dfed™^ 


That might the sword of empun wield. 
All these, O Death, host thou con 
coaled 

In the dark grate 1 

Their deeds of mercy and of arms, 

In peaceful days, or war s alarms, 
WTien thou dost show, 

O Death, thy' stem and angry face. 
One stroke of thy all-pow erful mace 
Can oterthrow 

Unnumbered hosts, that threaten nigh. 
Pennon and standard flaunting high, 
And flag displayed , 

High battlements intrenched around 
Bastion and moatcdwall, and mound. 
And palisade. 

And covered trench, secure and deep , 
All these cannot one tactim keep, 

O Death, from thee 

WTicn thou dost battle in thy WTath, 

And thy strong shafts pursue their path 

Unemngly 

O World 1 so few the years wo live 
Would that the life w hich thou dost gi\ c 
AVere life indeed ! 

Alas! thy sorrows fall so fast. 

Our happiest hour is when at last 
Phe soul IS freed 

Our days arc coxered o er with grief 
And sorrows neither few nor bnof 
Veil all in gloom , 

I^ft desolate of real good 
AVithin this cheerless sohtude 
No pleasures bloom 

Thy pilgnmagc begins in tears 
And ends in bitter doubts and fears. 
Or dark despair 
Midway so many toils appear 
'Diat he who lingers longest here 
K.nows most of care. 

Thy goods are bought with manx a 
groan 

By the hot sxx eat of toil alone 
And weary hearts , 

Hcet footed is the approach of xxoc. 
But xvith a lingering step and sloxv 
Its form departs 

And he the good man s shield and 
shade 

To whom all hearts their homage paid, 
^Virtues son 

Rodenc Mannque, he whose name 
H written on the scroll of Fame, 

^puin s champion , 
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His signal deeds and prowess high 
Demand no pompous eulog), — 

Ye saw IiLs deeds ! [sung? 

Wh} should their praise m verse be 
I The name, that dw ells on c\ ct^’ tongue, 

5 No minstrel needs. 

\ To fnends a friend , how kind to all 
I The \ass.als of this ancient hall 

5 And feudal fief ' 

6 To foes how stern a foe was he 1 
I And to tile \‘aliant and the free 

; How bra\ e a chief I 

3 What prudence w ith the old and w ise , 
jj What grace in joulhful gaieties , 
j In all how sage 1 

llcnignant to the serf and slat e. 

Ho showed the base and falsel) bratc 
A lion's rage 

His was Octal lan s prosperous star, 
Ihe rush of Cmsar s conquenng car 
At battle s call , 

His, Scipio s iirtue his, the skill 
And the indomitable wall 
Of Hannibal 

His wais a Trajan’s goodness his 
A Titus’ noble chanties 
And nglitcous laws , 

'The arm of Hector, and the might 
Of Tiillj to maintain the nght 
In truth s just cause , 

TIic clemency of Antomne 
Aurelius countenance divine. 

Firm gentle, still , 

Tlie eloquence of Adnan, 

And Theodosius love to man. 

And generous will , 

In tented field and bloody fraj, 

An Alexander s vigorous sway 
And stem command , ' 

Ihe faith of Constantine , ay, more, 
Tlic fervent love Camillus bore 
His native land 

He loft no well-filled treasurj , 

He heaped no pile of nches high, 

, Nor massive plate , 

I He fought the Moors, and, m tlieirfall, 
j City and tower and castled wall 
I Were his estate 

Upon the hard-fought battle ground. 
Brave steeds and gallant nders found 
A common grave , 

And there die warrior s hand did gam 
j The rents, and the long vassal tram, 

I Tliat conquest gave 
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And if, of old, his halls displayed 
The honoured and exalted grade 
His worth had gamed. 

So, in the dark, disastrous hour 
Brothers and bondsmen of his power 
His hand sustained 

After high deeds, not left untold. 

In the stem warfare, which of old 
Twas his to share. 

Such noble leagues he made, tliat 
more 

And fairer regions, than before, 

His guerdon vvere 

These are the records half effaced, 
Which, with the hand of vouth he 
traced 

On historj s page , 

But with fresh victoncs he drew 
Dach fading character anew 
In his old age 

Bj bis viwnvnUcd skill, by great 
And veteran scrvace to the state, 

By worth adored. 

He stood, in his high dignity, 

1 he proudest knight of chivalry, 
Knight of the Sword 

He found his cities and domains 
Beneath n tjaant s galling chains 
And cruel power , 

But, by fierce battle and blockade, 
Soon his own banner vias displayed 
from every tower 

By the tried valour of his hand. 

His monarch and his native land 
Were nobly sened , 

IjCt Portugal repent the story , 

And proud Castile, who shared the 

j His arms 3^rv cd 

And when so oft, for weal or woe. 

His life upon the fatal throw 
Had been cast down , 

When he had served with patnot zeal. 
Beneath the banner of Castile, 

His sovereign s crowai , 

And done such deeds of valour strong 
That neither history nor song 
Can count them all 
Tlien, on Ocafia s castled rock, 

Death at his portal came to knock. 
With sudden call. 

Saying, ” Good Cavalier prepare 
To leave this world of toil and care 
With joyful mien , 


LONGFFLLOJJ^S POETICAL IVORKS 


Let th) strong henrt of steel this day 
Put on Its armour for the fraj , 

The closing scene 

' Since thou hast been, in battle strife, 
So prodigal of health and life, 

For earthl} fame 
I et lartue nene thy heart again 
Ixiud on the last stem battle plain 
They call th) name. 

' Think not the struggle that draws 
near 

Too tembic for man, nor fear 

To meet the foe 

Nor let thy noble spirit gncie. 

Its life of glorious fame to leata: 

On earth below 


"A hfe of honour and of worth 
Has no eternity on earth, 

'Tis but a name , 

And yet its glory far eitcceds 
That iMse and sensual life which leads 
To ivant and shame. 


'■ The eternal life, beyond tiic sky. 
Wealth cannot purchase nor the high 
And proud estate , 

The soul m dalliance laid the spirit 
Corrupt with sin shall not inherit 
A joy so great 


But the good monk in cloistered cell, 
^all gam it by his book and bell 
His prayers and tears , [durcs 
And the bm\e knight whoso arm cn 
Fierce battle and against the Moors 
His standard rears 


My soul IS ready to depart. 

No thought rebels, the obedient heart 
Breathes forth no sigh , 

The wash on earth to linger still 
Were vain, when tis Gods sotcrcign 
will 

That wo shall die. 

“ O Thou that for our sms didst take 
A human form, and humbly make 
Thy home on earth , 

Thou, that to thy Divanity 
A human nature didst ally 
By mortal birth, 

•' And in that form didst suffer here 
Torment, and agony, and fear. 

So patiently , 

By thy redeeming grace alone. 

And not for merits of my own, 

Oh, p.ardon me ! 

As thus the dy mg wamor pmyed, 
Wlliout one gathenng mist or shade 
Upon Ills mind , 

Encircled by liis family. 

Watched by affection s gentle eye 
So soft and kind , 

His soul to Him who gate it, rose 
God lead it to its long rcjKisc, 

Its glorious rest ! 

'did though the wamor s sun has set. 
Its light shall linger round us yet, 
Bnght, radiant, blest. 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD 


“And thou brave knight, whose hand 

has poured 

^e hfe blorf of die Pagan horde 
U er all the land 

Ih beaten Shalt thou receite, at length 

Thou dost profess ^ 

‘hy hope is certainty 


rROM THE SPANISH OF LOPE DF 
a EGA. 

Shepherd ! who wath thine amorous 
sylvan songs 

Hast broken the slumber that en- 
compassed me 

^^^^o mad St thy crook from the 
accursed tree 

On which thy powerful arms were 
stretched so long ' 

I..ead me to mercy s et er flowang foun 
tains , 

For thou my shepherd, guard, and 
guide Shalt be , 

I wall obey thy t oice and wait to sec 

Ihy feet all beautiful upon the 
mountains 

Hear, Shepherd ! thou who for tht 
flock art dyang 

Oh, tvash away these scarlet sms, 
for diou 
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m 


!(V:v 


Rcjoicest ni the coninte sinners 
tots , 

Oh. mil ! to thee my ttcaty soiu is 

crjing, , , . 1 

Wait for me 1 Yet tt hy ask it. tt hen 

I sec, , _ 

With feet nailed to the cross, thou rt 
ttniung still for me ? 


THE IMAGE OE GOD 

tROM TIIF SPANISH OF FRANCISCO 
DE ALDANA 

O Lord 1 tvho secst, from yon starry 
height 

Centred in one the future and the 
past [how fast 

Fashioned in thine own image, see 


Tlic ttorld obscures in me what 
once was bnght ! 

Eternal Sun I the warmth which thou 
hast given. 

To cheer life’s flowery April, fast 
decays , 

Yet in the hoary tvintcr of my day’s. 

For eter green shall be my trust in 
Heat en 

Celestial King ' Oh let thy presence 
pass 

Before my spint, and an image fair 

Shall meet that look of mercy from 
on high, 

^\s the reflected image in a glass 

Doth meet the look of him who 
se^ It there. 

And owes its being to the gazers 

1 ey’e 




LONGrELLOU''S POETICAL WORKS 


TO MORROW 

FROM TIIF SPANISH OF LOPE DF 
VEGA 

Lord, Mhatam I that vith unccasintr 
care 

Thou didst seek after me, that thou 
didst \va:t 

Wet with unhealth) dews before 
m> gate, 

'Vnd pass the gloom) nights of winter 
there? 

O strange delusion ' that I did not 
greet 

Thy blest approach, and oh, to 
Heaven how lost 

If m) ingratitude sunkindl) frost 
Has chilled the bleeding wounds 
upon thj feet 

How oft m) guardian angel gently 
cned 

‘ boul from thy casement look, and 

thou shall sec 

How he persists to knock and wait 
for thee 1 

And oh 1 how often to that voice of 
sorrow, 

" To-morrow we will open, ' I re 
phed, 

And when the morrow came I an 
swered still, " To morrow ' 

the native hand 

from Tilt SPtMSH OF FRANCISCO 
UE ALU AN A 

Clear foiwt of light I m) naUveland 

on high 

®"Sht wth a glory that shall never 
of truth I without a veil or 
‘'’= ^ 

csseJ^‘he soul in its ethereal 
^ b;^th°, foeble 

pmst 'e" 

f ’Sr >"• f-o 

A stranger m thu prison-house of 
'^«p3 and sighs 


I Heavenward the bright perfections I 
adore 

Direct, and the sure promise cheers 
the wav, 

That, whither love aspires, there 
shall my dw clhng b^ 


THE BROOK 

FROM THE SPANISH 

Laugh of the mountain lyat: of bird 
and tree ' 

Pomp of the meadow ' mirror of 
the mom 1 

The soul of Apnl, unto whom are 
bom 

Tlie rose and jessamine, leaps wild 
in thee 1 

Although, vvhercer thj devious cur 
rent strays, 

Tlic lap of earth wath gold and 
silver teems, 

To me th) clear proceeding brighter 
seems 

Tlian golden sands, that charm each 
shepherd s gare. 

How without guile thv bosom, all 
transparent 

As the pure crystal, let the curious 
cy’c 

Thy secrets scan, thy smooth, round 
pebbles count 1 

How without malice murmunng 
glides thy current 1 

O sweet simplicity of days gone by 1 

fliou shunn st the haunts of man, to 
dwell in limpid fount ! 

THE CELESTIAL PILOT 

FROM DANTE PURGATORIO H 

And now behold ! as at the approach 
of morning 

Through the gross vapours, Mars 
grows fiery red 

Dowaa m the west upon the ocean 
floor, 

Appeared to me, — may I again behold 

It 1 — 

A hght along the sea, so svvifdy 
coming, 

Its motion by no flight of wing is 
equalled 

And when therefrom I had withdrawn 
a hide 

Mine ey es, that I might question my 
conductor, 
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Agnin I saw it bnghtcr grown and 
larger 

Thereafter, on all sides of it, appeared 

I knew not what of white, and 
underneath, 

Little by little, there came forth 
another 

My master }'et had uttered not a word, 

v\Tntc the first whiteness into wings 
unfolded , 

But, when lie clearly recognized the 
pilot 

He cned aloud "Quiek, quick, and 
boW the knee 1 

Behold the Angel of God ' fold up 
thy hands 1 

Henceforward shalt thou sec such 
officers 1 

See, how he scorns all human argu- 
ments. 

So that no oar he wants, nor other 
sail 

Than his owai wings, between so 
distant shores 1 

See, how he holds them, pointed 
straight to heaven. 

Fanning the air with the eternal 
pinions. 

That do not moult themselves like 
mortal hair I 

And then, as nearer and more near us 
came 

Tlie Bird of Heaven, more glonous 
he appeared 

So that the eye could not sustain his 
presence 

But dowai I cast it , and he came to 
shore 

With a small icssci, gliding swift 
and light. 

So that the waters swallowed nought 
thereof 

Upon the stem stood the Celestial 
Phot ! 

Beatitude seemed wntten in his face 1 

And more than a hundred spirits sat 
wathin 

“/« extfu Israel de Aigypto 

Thus sang they all together in one 
voice. 

With whnUo in that Psalm is after 
written 

Then made he sign of holy rood upon 
them. 

Whereat all cast themselves upon 
the shore. 

And he departed swiftly as he came 


THE TERRESTRIAL PARADISE. 

TROM DANTF PURGATORIO, XXVIir 

Longing already to search in ind 
round 

Tlic heavenly forest, dense and living 
green. 

Which tempered to the eves the 
new bom dny, 

Withouten more delay I loft the bank 
Crossing the level countiy, slowh , 
slowly, 

0\er the soil, that everywhere 
breathed fragrance 

A gently-breathing air, that no muta- 
tion 

Had in itself, smote me upon the 
forehead. 

No heavier blow, than of a pleasant 
breeze, 

kVlicrcat the tremulous brandies 
readily 

Did all of them bow downward 
towards that side 

Wliere its first shadow casts the 
Holy Mountain , 

Yet not from their upright direction 
bent 

So that the little birds upon their tops 
Should cease the practice of their 
tuneful art , 

But, with full-throated ;oy, the hours of 
pnme 

Singing received they m the midst of 
foliage 

That made monotonous burden to 
their rh>mcs, 

Cicn ns from branch to brinch it 
gathering swells. 

Through the pine forests on the 
shore of Chiassi, 

MHien AIolus unlooses the Sirocco 
Already my slow steps had led me on 
Into the ancient wood so far, that I 
Could see no more the place where 
I had entered 

And lo 1 my further course cut off a 
nver. 

Which, towrds the left hand, with 
Its little waves 

Bent doivn the grass, that on its 
margin sprang [are 

All waters that on earth most limpid 
Would seem to have wathin them- 
selves some mixture. 

Compared wath that, which nothing 
doth conceal. 
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Although It mot’GS on uith a brotvn, 
brown current, 

Under the shade perpetual, that 
never 

Ray of the sun lets m, nor of the 
moon 


BEATRICE 

FROII DANTE PUEGATORIO, XXX,, 
XXM 

Even as the Blessed, at the final sum- 
mons. 

Shall rise up quickened, each one 
from his grate, 

Weanng again the garments of the 
flesh. 

So, upon that celestial chanot, 

A hundred rose aif /an// rrnji 
Mmisters and messengers of life 
eternal. 

They all were saying, "Benedict us gut 
vents 

And scattering flowers abote and 
round about, 

' Mantbus o date Itha plenis 

Oft have 1 seen at the approach of daj 
The orient sky all stained with 
roseate hues 

And the other heaven wath light 
serene adorned. 

And the suns face uprising over 
shadow ed. 

So that by temperate influehce of 
vapours 

The ey^ sustained his aspect for long 

^ of flow ers 

\Vhich from those hands angehc 
were thrown up, ^ 

And down descended inside and 
without 

Wth orow-n of olive o er a snow white 

Appeared a lady under a green 
mantle ^ 

Vested in colours of the hvmg flame 

Upon the back of Italy, congeals 
^ i" nds'^'' Sckionian 

And tta^^dissolving filters through 

mencCT the land that loses 
shadow, breathes. 


Like as a taper melts before a fire. 

Even such I was without a sigh or 
tear. 

Before the song of tliose who chime 
for ever 

After the chiming of the eternal 
spheres , * 

But, when I heard in those sweet 
melodies 

Compassion for me, more than had 
they said, 

" Oh wherefore lady, dost thou 
thus consume him? 

The ice tint was about my heart con- 
gealed. 

To air and water changed, and, m 
my anguish. 

Through hpsand ejes came gushing 
from my breast 

Confusion and dismaj, together 
mingled. 

Forced such a feeble "Yes!’ out 
of my mouth. 

To understand it one had need of 
sight 

Even as a cross bow breaks, when tis 
discharged 

Too tensclj drawn the bow stnng 
and the bow , 

And with less force the arrow hits 
the mark , 

So I gave way beneath this hcavj 
burden. 

Gushing forth into bitter tears and 
sighs 

And the voice, fainbng, flagged 
upon its passage. 


SPRING 

FROM THE FRENCH OF CHARLES 
D ORLEANS XV CENTURY 

Gentlf Spnng ! in sunshine clad. 
Well dost thou thj power display ! 
For Winter maketh the light heart sad. 
And thou, thou makest the sad heart 
u say 

Wc secs thee and calls to his gloomy 
train. 

The sleet, and the snow, and the 
wind and the ram 

And they shrink awaj, and they flee in 
fear. 

When thy merry step draws near 
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Winter p'Clh the fields md the trees, j 

m”*. of l»K 
And the rain, it nineth so lasi a 

We“Hsleo«eroi«thecmbe^^^^^^^^ 
And. snugly housed from the wino 

Mope 'llke'toJs'^'^ihat are changing 


But the storm retires, and the sky 
•V\Tic? u'v step draws near 

1 Winter maketh the sun in the goomy 

Wra?Lm round wth a mantle of 

bIKch bo prated, .hy^ 

ThoS t^ away the mournful 
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And the earth looks bnght. and 
Winter surlj 

\Vho has toiled for nought both late 
and earlj, 

Is banished afar by the neu-bom 
year 

^^^ 1 cn thy merrj' step dra\\s near 


THE CHILD ASLEEP 

from the french , 

S\\ EFT babe I true portrait of thj | 
father s face. 

Sleep on the bosom that thy lips 
have pressed 1 

Sleep little one , and closely gentl) 
place 

Thv drows} eyelid on thy mother s 
breast. 

Upon that tender eye, m) little 
fnend 

Soft sleep shall come that cometh 
not to me 1 

I vvatch to see thee, nourish thee, 
defend , 

Tis sweet to watch for thee, alone 
for thee 1 

His arms fall down , sleep sits upon 
his brow 

His eje is closed , he sleeps, nor 
dreams of harm 

Wore not his cheek the apple s ruddv 
glow. 

Would you not say he slept on 
Death s cold arm ? 

Awake, my boy 1 I tremble with 
affnght 1 

Aw ake and chase this fatal thought ' 
Unclose 

Thine eje but for one moment on the 
hght 1 

Even at the pnee of thine, give me 
repose ' 

Sweet error! he but slept -I breathe 
again , 

Come gentle dreams the hour of 
sleep beguile 1 

Oh, when shall he, for whom I sigh in 
j vuin, 

i Beside me vvatch to see thy waking 
smile'’ ^ 


THE GRAVE 
FROM THE ANGLO-S/VXON 
For thee was a house buiit 
Ere thou vvnst bom. 

For thee was a mould meant 
Ere tliou of mother earnest. 

But It IS not made rcad> , 

Nor Its depth measured. 

Nor is It seen 
How long It shall be 
Now I bnng thee 
\\Ticre thou shall be , 

Now I shall measure thee 
And the mould afterwards 

Thv house is not 
Highly timbered, 

It IS unhigh and low , 

When thou art therein, 

The lice] wajs are low 
The side- ways unhigh 
The roof is built 
Thy breast full nigh 
So thou shall in mould 
Dwell full cold, 

Dimly and dark. 

Doorlcss is that house. 

And dark it is within , 

There thou art fast detained 
And Death hath the key 
Loathsome is that earth-house. 
And gnm within to dwell 
There thou shall dwell, 

And womis shall divide thee, 

Tims thou art laid, 

And leav cst thy friends. 

Thou hast no friend. 

Who will come to thee. 

Who will ever see 

How that house plcascth thee , 

AAHio will ev er opien 

The door for ihec 

.^nd descend after thee , 

For soon thou art loathsome 
And hateful to sec 


THE HAPPIEST LAND 

FROM THE GERMAN 
There sat one day in quiet 
By an alehouse on the Rhine, 

Four hale and hearty fellows, 

And drank the precious wane. 

The landlords daughter filled their 
cups 

Around the rustic board , 
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TliLn sat they all so calm and still, 
And spaha not one rude nord. 

But \\hen the maid departed, 

A Swahhn raised his hand 
And cried, all hot and flushed with 
wine 

" Ivong live tile Swabian land I 

“ The greatest kingdom upon earth 
Cannot with that compare , 

With all the stout and hardy men ^ 

And the nut-brown maidens there 

" Ha 1 " cried a Sa\on laughing. 

And dashed his beard witli wine , 
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• 1 had mthcr live in i 

riian that Swabian land of thine 1 

" The goodliest land on all this earth. 
It is the Sa\on land ! 

Hierc have I as many maidens 
As fingers on tins hand I 

•' Hold your tongues 1 both Swabian 
and Saxon 1 " 

A bold Bohemian cncs , 

« If there s a heaven upon this cnrtli 
In Bohemia it lies 

" There the tailor blows the flute. 

And the cobbler blows the horn, 
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And the miner blows the bugle. 

Over mountain gorge and bourn 

And then the landlord s daughter 
Up to heaven raised her hand, 

And said Ye may no more con 
tend — 

There hes the happiest land ! ’ 


Receiveth} friend, who, scommgflight. 
Goes to meet danger wath despite 
Proudl) as thou the tempest s might. 
Dark-rolling wave I 
And -imid pleasures and alarms 
And war and victory, be tliine arms 
M} grave 1 


KING CHRISTIAN 
A National Song of Denmark 

FROM THE DANISH OF JOHANNES 
EVALD 

King Christian stood b> the loftj 
mast 

In mist and smoke , 

His sword was hammenng so fast. 

Through Gothic helm and brain it 
passed 

Then sank each hosble hulk and mast. 
In mist and smoke, 
nyl ’ shouted the>, flj, he who 
can 1 

\\Tio braves of Denmark s Christian 
The stroke ? 

Nils Juel gave heed to the tempests 
roar. 

Now IS the hour ! 

He hoisted his blood red flag once 
more 

And smote upon the foe full sore 

And shouted loud through the tem- 
pest s roar 
" Now IS the hour! 

‘ Flyl shouted they, "for shelter 
n> 1 

Of Denmark s JucI ^\ho can defy 
The power’ 

Nor* Sea ' a glimpse of Wcssel rent 
Thy murk-) sk) ! 

inen champions to ihinc arms were 
sent 

Terror and Death glared where he 
went 

rent™'^ ^ 

Th) murkv skv I 

""" sDol™"^ thunders Torden- 
commend his 

And flv ! 

S' I 


THE WAVE. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF TIEDGE. 

" Whithfr, thou turbid wave? 
WTiithcr with so much haste. 

As if a thief wert thou? 

I am the Wave of Life 
Stained vvnth m) margin’s dust , 
From the struggle and the strife 
Of the narrow stream I fly 
To the Seas immensit). 

To wash from me the slime 
Of the muddy banks of Ttme.’ 


THE DErAD 

FROM the GERMAN OF bTOCKMANN 

How thev so softly rest, 

All they the holy ones, 

Unto whose dvvclllng-plact 
Now doth my soul draw near 1 
How thev so softly rest. 

All in their silent graves, 

Deep to corruption 
Slowly down sinking ! 

And they no longer weep 
Here, where complaint is still ' 

And tliey no longer feel. 

Here, where all gladness flies 1 
And bv the cy presses 
fooftly oershadowed, 

UnUl the Angel 

Calls them, tliey slumber 1 


the BIRD AND THE SHIP 

FROM THE GERMAN OF MiIlLER. 
The nvers rush into the sea, 

Ijy castle and tovvoi they go , 
Tl^wands belimd them merrily 
Their noisy tnimpets blow 

clouds are passing far and high, 
vVe httle birds in them play , 

And every thmg, that can sing and fl), 
Goes with us, and far aw ay 
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SONG OF THE BELL 

FEO'I THE GERMAN 
Bell ' thou soundest meml}, 
WTien the bndal party 
To the church doth hie ! 

Bell 1 thou soundest solemnlj , 
WTten on Sabbath morning, 
Fields deserted he ' 

Bell ' thou soundest memlj , 
Tellest thou at e\cninp, 

Bed-Ume draneth nigh ' 

Bell ' thou soundest moumfull> , 
Tellest thou the bitter 
Parting hath gone by ' 

Sa) ' how canst thou mourn ’ 
How canst thou rejoice ^ 

Thou art but metal dull ' 

And jet all our sorromngs 
And all our rejoiangs 
Thou dost feel them all ' 

God hath wonders mant 
MTiich we cannot fathom 
Placed mthin thj form ' 

AATten the heart is sinking 
Thou alone canst raise it 
Trembling in the storm ' 


THE BEACK KNIGHT 

FROM THE GERMAN OF LHLAND 
TwAb Pentecost the Feast of Glad 
[sadness 

\\Tien woods and fields put off ah 
"^us began the King and spake 
So from the halls 
Of ancient Hofburg s walls 

A Inrunant Spnng shall break, 

I^ms and trumpets echo loudlj 
Waic the crimson banners proudK 

T , the Kmg looked on , 

In plaj of spears, 

Fell aU the caraliers 

Before the monarch s stalwart son. 
To thebamcr of the fight 
Rode at last^a sable Knight 

Sir Knight I jour name and 
scutcheon sav I 
Should I speak it here, 
le would stand aghast with fear , 

I am a Prince of mighty swaj I 

black with 

And the castle gan to rock. 


At the first blow , 

Fell the jouth from saddle bow 
Hardly rises from the shock 

Pipe and viol call the dances 
Torch-light through the high Ini's 
glances , 

Waves a mighty shadow m , 
With manner bland 
Doth ask the maiden s hand. 

Doth with her the dance begin , 

Danced in sable non sark 
Danced a measure weird and dark. 
Coldly clasped her hmbs around , 
From breast and hair 
Down fall from her the fair 

Flowerets, faded, to the ground. 

To the sumptuons banquet came 
Lverj Knight and c\ crj Dame , 

Twixt son and daughter all dis- 
traught 

With mournful mind 
Tlie ancient King reclined 

Gazed at them m sHont thought. 

Pale the children both did look. 

But the guest a beaker took 

‘ Golden wine will make jou 
whole ! * 

The children drank. 

Gate manj a courteous thank . 

Ob that draught was \crj 
cool ! 

Each the father s breast embraces 
bon and daughter , and their faces 
Colourless grow utterlj , 
W'bichever way 

Ixioks the fear-slrucl father graj. 

He beholds his children die. 

W'oc ’ the blessed children both 
Fakest thou m the joj of joulh 

Take me too the jovless father 1" 
Spake the gnm Guest 
From bis hollow, caiernous breast 

Roses in the spring I gather 1 " 


BEW.ARE ' 

FROM THE GERMAN 

I KNOW a maiden fair to sec. 

Take care ! 

both false and friendly be, 
j^are 1 Beivare 1 
Trust her not. 

She IS foolmg thee I 
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She hns two eyes, so soft and brown, 
Tfll^s dre I ^QOWTij 

Sue gives a side glance, and looks 
Beware 1 Beware 1 
Trust her not. 

She is fooling thee 1 

And she has hair of a golden hue. 
Take care 1 

And what she says, it is not true, 
Beware ! Beware ! 


Trust her not. 

She IS fooling thee 1 
She has a bosom as white as snow, 
Take care 1 [show. 

She knows how much it is best to 
Beware 1 Beware ! 

Trust her not, 

Sheisfoohng thee I 
She gives thee a garland woven, fair, 
Take care ! 
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It IS a fool s cap for thee to ear, 
Beware 1 Beware ' 

Trust her not 
She IS foohng thee ! 


SONG OF THE SILENT LAND 

FROM THE GERMAN OF SALIS 

Into the Silent Land ! 

Ah ' who shall load us thither? 
Clouds in the evening sk\ more darklj 
gather 

And shattered WTechs he thicker on 
the strand 

Who leads us vnlh a gentle hand 
Thither O thither 
Into the Silent Land’ 


Into the Silent Land 1 
To jou, je boundless regions 
Of all perfection 1 Tender morning 
visions 

Of beauteous souls 1 The Future s 
pledge and band I 

WTio in Life s battle firm doth stand, 
Shall bear Hope's tender blossoms 
Into the Silent Land 1 

O Land 1 O Land ! 

For all the broken-hearted 
Ihc mildest herald b) our fate allotted, 
Beckons, and wath inverted torch doth 
stand 

To lead us wath a gentle hand 
To the land of the great Departed, 
Into the Silent Land ! 


THE CHILDREN OF THE LORD’S SUPPER 

FROM THE SWEDISH OF BISHOP TEGS^R 

Pentecost day of rejoicing, had come The church of the vaDage 
mornmg s sheen. On the spire of the belfn , 

^ brazen cock the fnendly flames of the Spiang-sun 
of fire, beheld by Apostles aforciimt 

stfiwi ,n ^ f^er cap crowned wath roses, 

Munnnrtvi fields, and the wand and the brooklet 

Gods peace! wath lips rosv tinted 
Birds^vere flowers, and merry on balancing branches 

Swent nnrl flof!."? Jubilant h)mn to the Highest 

Stood Its old ehurchjnrd Adorned hkc a Icaf-woten arbour 

Hm^ L a i “P°“ oach cross of iron 

E\en'’the dial new-tw med by the hands of nfiecUon. 

^er^full a himd^f """onff the departed 

Like to the patriarch ho^ stood), was embellished with blossoms. 
Who on hfs bS IS '“’'f ‘fio fionilet 

So stood the ancient nmnViT^ children and childrens children. 
Marked on thTStT^on. "-rth his pencil of iron 

WTifle all around at h Jfet an'et!‘m?*^T^i!''® changes. 

Also the church wathin was slumbered in quiet, 

men the t oung n™ ‘he ^on 

Should at the foot of the altar loved-ones of beaten, 

^erefore each nook and wro™ 

Blown from the walls and cpHin,,- ?'^®Pt and cleaned, and the dust was 
There stood the church like a oil-painted benches 

&w we in litmg presentment ' th^ Feast of the Leafy Patahons 

Giro forth a cluster of leaves snH on fhe church wall 

'“’ew as aforetime 


But m front of the choir round the * u of w ind-flow ers 

gigantic and WhJ *’■? painted by Hbrberg 
Pe^ like the Inn f^m a Sou^®fr‘ °f Angels 

aJIh^ of brass new shadowy leaf-^\o^lw 

And fo- lights there wcr^lFlitS-y ttt 
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Loud nng tlic bells niroed} , the thronfjing' crowd was assembled 
Tar from sallc>s and hills, to list to tlic holy preaching 
Hark I then roll forth at once the niighty tones of the oigan, 

Hover like voices from God, aloft like invisible spinis. 

Like as Elias in heaven, when he cast Irom olT liim his mantle. 

So cast off the soul its garments of earth , and wiili one voice 
Chimed m the congregation, and sang an anthem immortal 
Of the sublime Wallin, of Davids harp in the North-land 
Tuned to the choral of Luther , the song on its mighty pinions 
Took every living soul, and lifted it gently to heaven, 

And each face did shine like the Holy One s face upon Tabor 
Lo 1 there entered then into the church the Reverend Teacher 
Father he hight and he was in the pansh , a Chnstkinly plainness 
Clothed from his head to his feet the old man of seventy winters 
Friendly was he to behold, and glad ns the heralding angel 
Wnlked he among the crowds, but still a contemplative grandeur 
Lay on his forehead ns clear as on moss covered gravestone a sunbeam 
As in his inspiration (an evening twilight that faintly 
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Gleams in Ac human soul even now, from the da) of CTcation) 

Th Artist the friend of hea\cn, imagines Saint John \\ hen in ritmOj 

Gray ^^th his cv^cs uplifted to h'^vcn so seemed then the old man , 

Such was the glance of his c>c and such were UK tresses of sih cr 
All the congregition arose iti the pews that uerc numbered 
But \Mth a cordial look to the nght and the left hand the old man 
Nodding all hail and peace disappeared in the innermost chancel 
Simply and solcnnl) now proceeded the Christian scraicc 
Singing and prater and at last an ardent dlMiourse from the old man 
Man\ a moving word and warning that out of the heart came 
Fell like the dew of the morning like manna on tho'c m the desert 
Then when all was finished the Teacher re entered the chancel 
Followed therein b) the )oung 'Hil bovs on tlic rigbt had their places 
Dehcate figures with close curling hair and chccl s rest -blooming 
But on the left of these there stood the tremulous lilies 
Tinged wath the blushing light of the dawn, the difTidcnl maidens — 

Folding their hands in pra)cr and their eves cast down on the pnvcm.nt 
Now came, with question and answer the catechism. In the licginning 
Answered the children with troubled and faltering voice but the old man s 
Glances of kindness encouraged them soon and the doctrines eternal 
Flowed, like the waters of fountains so clear from 1 ps unpolluted 
Elach tinie the answer was closed, and as oft as thcj named the Redeemer, 
Lowl) louted the bo)s and lowl) the maidens nil courtc vied 
Fnendl) the Teacher stood 111 e an angel of light there among them. 

And to the children expkamed the liol) the liighe t in few word' 

Thorough )ct simple and clear for subhmitv a'vvavs is simple 

Both m sermon and song a child can scire on its meaning 

Eon as the green growing bud unfolds when ''pringtid. npp'oaches. 

Leaf by leaf puts forth and v armed bv the ndiant sUnshii c 
Blushes wath purple and gold till at last the perfected blossom 
Opens Its odorous chalice an! rocks with its crown in the brecics 
So w-as unfolded hero the Chnsiian lore of 'alv-ation, 

Line bv line from the soul of childhood Ttic fathers and mothers 
Stood bclilnd them m tears, and were glad at the well worded ansvve* 

Novv went the old m.an up to the altar , — and striiglitwav transfigured 
(So did It seem unto me) w as then the affcctionalo J etcher 
c ® Prophet sublime, and awful as Death nnd a.s Tudgmcnl 

Stood he the God commissioned the soul s archer earthward descending 
cu sharp asa sword, into hearts that to him were transparent 
Shot be his voice was deep was low like the thunder afar ott 
so on a sudden transfigured he stood there he spake, and he questioned 
This is the faith of the Fathers the faith the Apostles delivered 
^ IS moreover the faith vvhcrcunto 1 Kaptized you while still vc 
mother s breasts and nearer the portals of heaven 
Church m its bo'om 

Downward m its radiant splendour 

^ v-'o-da' on the threshold of chfidhood 

For she kn^ ' ° W" c v our election 

This IS the hour of comp^ion and onlj conviction dcsircth 
^ for the '""''“E point of c.xislcncc, 

^ from vo^r 1 n! m «^ocation departeth 

Think noL^oh thini '^"Jfssion Bethink y c before y c make answ cr ! 
Sharp is Ws eve deceive the questioning Teacher 

S nor^ra W^; T^r'* falsehood. 

Brothers and sisters nnd^ * journey , the multitude hears you, 

Standelh before \ onr sf dear upon earth is nnd holy 

uein Detore your sight as a witness . the Judge everlasting 
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Looks from the sun down upon jou, and angels in waiUng beside him 

Gra\e your confession in letters of fire upon tablets eternal 

Thus, then,— believe je in God, in the Father who this world created? 

- Him w ho redeemed it, the Son, and the Spint where both arc united ? 
Willie promise me here (a holy promise I) to cherish 
God more than all things earthly, and c\cry man as a brother? 

Will je promise me here to confirm your faith by jour living. 

Til heavenlj faith of affection I to hope to forgne and to ^'ffer. 

Be what it may jour condition and walk before God m uprightness’ 

Will yc promise me this before God and man? — With a clear \oicc 
Answered the voung men Yes ' and Yes 1 with lips softlj -breathing 
Answered tlic maidens eke. Then dissolved from the brow of theTeacher 
Clouds wath the lightnings therein, and he spake in accents more gentle. 

Soft as the evenings bmath , as harps by Babylon s nvers 

“Hail, then hail to vou all I To the heirdom of heaven be jc welcome ' 
Children no more from this dav, but by covenant brothers and sisters I 
Yet —for whu reason not children? Of such is the kingdom of heaven 
Here upon earth an assemblage of children, in heaven one Father, 

Ruling them all as his household — forgiving in turn and chastising. 

That IS of human life a picture as Scripture has taught us 
Blest arc the pure before God ' Upon punty and upon vartue 
Rested! the Chnstian Faith she herself from on high is descended 
Strong as a man and pure as a child is the sun of the doctnne. 

Which the Divine One taught, and suffered and died on the cross for 
Oh, ns JC wander this daj from childhoods sacred asylum 
Downward and ever downward and deeper m Age s chill valley 
Oh, how soon will jc come, — too soon !— and long to turn backward 
Up to Its hill-tops again, to the sun illumined, where Judgment 
Stood like a father before jou and Pardon, clad like a mother. 

Gave you her hand to kiss, and the loving heart was forgiven. 

Life was a play and jour hands grasped after the roses of heaven 1 

Seventj jears have I lived already , the Father eternal 

Gave me gladness and care , but the loveliest hours of existence. 

When I have steadfastly gazed in their ejes, I have instantly known them. 
Known them all again ,— they were my childhood’s acquaintance 
Tlierefore take from henceforth, as guides in the paths of existence, 

Praj er, vv ith her eyes raised to heaven, and Innocence, bride of man s childhood 
Innocence, child beloved, is a guest from the world of the blessed. 

Beautiful, and in her hand a lily , on life s roanng billows 
Swings she in safetj she heedeth them not, in the ship she is sleeping 
Calmly she gazes around m the turmoil of men , in the desert 
Angels descend and minister unto her , she herself know cth 
Nought of her glorious attendance but follow's faithful and humble, 

Follows so long as she may her fnend Oh do not reject her 

For she cometh from God and she holdcth the kejs of the heavens — 

Prayer is Innocence friend , and willingly flieth incessant 
’ Fvvivt the earth and the sky the earner pigeon of heaven 
Son of Eternity, fettered in Time and an exile, the Spint 
Tugs at his chains evermore, and struggles like flame ever upward 
Still he recalls with emotion his Fathers manifold mansions, 

'ITiinks of the land of his fathers, where blossomed more freshly the flowerets, 
Shone a more beautiful sun, and he played with the vvingdd angels 
Then grows the earth too narrow, too close , and homesick for heaver 
Longs the wanderer again , and the Spint s longings are worship , 

Worship IS called his most beautiful hour, and its tongue is entreaty 
Ah 1 when the infinite burden of life descendeth upon us. 

Crushes to earth our hope, and, under the earth, in the graveyard, 

Then it is good to pray unto God ; for his sorrowing children 
261 


LONGFELL OWS POETICAL WORKS 

Turns ho nc cr from iiis door but he hcils nntl helps and consoles them 
Yet IS It better to praj when all things arc prosperous with us, 

Pray in fortunate days, for hfes most beautiful I ortune 
Kneels before the Ltcrnal s throne , nnd with hands intcrfoldcd. 

Praises thankful and nioiod the onl\ gner of blessings 

Or do ye know ye children one blessing that comes not from Heaten? 

What has mankind, forsooth the poor ! that it has not reCuied ? 

Therefore fall in the dust nnd pray I T he seraphs idonng 

Coier with pinions sis their ficc in the glory of liim who 

Hung Ins masonry pendant on nought, wl cn the world he created 

Earth declareth Ins might, and the firmament utters Ins glory 

Races blossom nnd die and stars fall downward from hc.avLn 

Dowaiward like withered leases , at the last stroke of midnight, millenniums 

Lay themsehes down at his feet, nnd lies'-es tlieni but counts them as nothing 

Wlio shall stand in Ins presence ? The wxath of the judge is lemlic. 

Casting tile insolent down at a glance. When he speaks in his anger 
Hillocks skip like tile kid and mountains letp like the roebuck. 

Pet — why are ye afraid so children * llus iiw ful asenger, 

Ah 1 IS a merciful God ! God s \oicc was not in the carihqaakc. 

Not m the fire nor tiie sionn but it was in tlie whispering breezes 
Lo\e IS the root of creation Godsc-ssence worlds without niimlier 
Lie in his bosom like children he made them for tins puqwsc only 
Only to love and to be loved again he brcatln d forth his spirit 
Into the slumbcniig dust and upright standing, it Uid its 
Hand on its licart and fell it was vv arm wath allanie out of heaven 
Quench oli qucneli not that (lame ' It is the brcatli of your being 
Love IS life, but hatred 15 dcatli Not father nor mother 
I^vodyou, as God has loved you, for twas that \ou mav Ix; happy 
Gave he Ins onlv Son When he bowed down Ins head in the dcrtih hour 
^lomnized Love its tnumph , the sacnfice then was completed 
! then was rent on a sudden the veil of the temple dividing 
earth and heaven apart, and the dead from thur sepulclircs nsing 
Whispered wath pallid lips and low m the cars of crich other ! 

Th t^WCT but dreamed of before to creation s enigma — Atonement' 
ktepths of Love are Atonements depths for Love is \tonemcnt 
rhcrcforc child of mortality love thou the merciful 1 alher , 

Wish vvliat die Holy One wishes, nnd not from fear but affecuon , 
re^ IS the vartue of slaves but the heart tliat lovxth is willing , 

God and perfect is Love and Love only 
^ oughtest, then lovest thou likewise thy brctlircn . 

^e E the sun m heav en, and one only one, is Lov c also 

R^de^t tiT'' ' m '“s forehead ? 

^1 u Is he not sailing 

^ ^ 'S I'e not guided 

&Sh^^^ih^7 W'> shouldst thou hate then thy brother? 

W the *''«t to stammer one letter 

Knovvest I orgiveness 1 

EamesUy nrav“d for'hi- crown of thorns on hts temples? 

Ah ! ihou ^ ^ murderers ? Sa> dost thou Uiow him? 

TOnk of i^rhSm. mT follow hkcvvlsc Ins Example, 

Guide Sic emn^m "r 1"^ 

Took the lost lamh m v, Good, the heavenly shepherd 

This is thSof T >1 book to its mother 

Love is the '? ‘I’-'l ''o know it 

Is but an endless sicrV, i ® 'vith God but Love among mortals 
Suflers and yet reimces "nl endures, nnd stands waiting, 

Hope -so L ^ '’'“I' loors on his cy clids 

pon cartli, bis rccompencc, — Hope, the bcfncnding, 
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Docs ulnt silt can. for slic points evermore up to licuen, and faithful 
Piuncts htr anchors pc il in the depths of thtgrivc, nnd btneath it 
P lints a more hcaiitiful world, n dim, hut a sweet play of shadows 1 
Races, Itettcr than we, have leaned on her wavering promise 
Having hourlit els-- hut Hope Ihcn prahe we our I athcr in heaven, 

Hint who lies given us more for to us Ins Hope Iicen transfigured. 
Groping no longer m night , she is 1 mth she is living assurance 
1-aitli Is eahi’htenetl Hojie , she is light, is the eje of alTection, 

Dreams of the longing interprets, nnd carves their visions in marble 
Paith is the sun of life , and her countenance shines like the Hebrew s, 

For she has looked tipon God , the 1 caven on its stable foundation 
Draws she with ch tins down to earth, and the New Jerusalem sinkctli 
Splendid with port ds twelve m golden vapours descending 
1 here i nrapuircd she w anders and looks at the figures majestic 
hears not liic wingid crowd, m the midst of them all is her homestead 
Therefore lov,. and hclleve , for vvorksv ill follow spontaneous 
Lven as dav do_s the sun , the Right from the Good is an ofis] ring 
l^ve m a boddv shape , tad Christian works art no more than 
Animate Love .and faith, as flowers arc the animate bpnngticc 
Works do follow ns all unto God , there stand nnd bear witness 
Not wlnt thej Seemed, — but what they were only Blessed is he who 
Hears their confession seettre , thc> are mute upon earth until Death s hand 
Opens the mouth of the silent Ye children docs Death i cr alarm vou? 
Death is the brother of Love, twin brother is he. and is only 
More austere to behold \\ itli a kiss upon lips that aic fading 
Takes he the soul and departs, and, rocked in the arms of affection 
Places the rabsomi d child new horn fore the face of its father 
Sounds of Ills coming alreadj I hear — sec dhnlv Ins pinions. 

Swart as the night but with stars strewn upon them 1 I fear not before him 
Death IS onlv release and in merej is mute. On his bosom 
Freer bneii lies in its coolness, m> breast , nnd face to face standing 
Look I on Go<l as be is, a sun unpolluted bj vapours , 

Ivook on the light of tlic ages I loved, the spinls majestic 
Nobler, Ixittcr than I , tlicv stand by the throne all iransligurcd 
Vested in white, and with Inrps of gold, and arc singing an anthem 
Writ in tlie ehnnie of heaven in the language spoken hv angels 
You, m hie neinner, je children beloveal he one day shall gather 
Never forgets he the wcarv ,— then welcome jc loved ones here iftcr ' 
Meanwhile Tor[;ct not the keening of vows, forget not the promise. 

Wander from holiness onward to holiness , earth shall >e heed not , 

Lanh IS but dust and heaven is light , I have pledged } on to heaven 
God of the universe, hear me I thou fountain of Love everlasting'. 

Hark to the voice of tin scrv.ant 1 1 send up nij praver to thy heaven 1 
Let me hereafter not miss at tli) throne one spint of alt these. 

Whom thou hast given me here 1 1 have loved them nil like a father 
May the) bear witness for me, lint 1 taught them the way of salvation, 
F'aithful so far os I knew, of tliy word . again may they know me, 

Fall on tlicir Tcaclicrs breast, and before thy face may I place them 
Pure as the) now are, but only more tried, nnd exclaiming with gladness, 
Failicr, lo I I am here, and the children, whom thou host given me ! 

Weeping he spake in these words , and now at the beck of the old man 
Knee against knee they knitted a wreath round the nltirs enclosure 
Kneeling he rend then the pravers of the consecration, and softly 
With him the children rend at the close with tremulous accents, 

Asked he the peace of Heaven a benediction upon them 

Now should hnve ended his (isk for the day , the lollowmj? Sunday 
^Vos for the younfj appointed lo cat of ihc Lord s hoi) Supper 
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Sudden ns struck from the clouds stood the 1 cnchcr silent and hid his 
Hand on his forehead, and cast his tool^ upward white thoughts liigh ind 
hol> 

Flew through the midst of his sotd and his c>cs ginneed with wondetfu 
brightness 

'On tlic next Sundat , who knows I pcrlniis I sinll rest fn the gmtcjnrd ' 
Some one perhaps ol >ourseI\cs, a lilt broken untimely, 

Bow down his head to the earth , wh\ dtlns I? the hour is accomplished 
Warm is the heart ' — I will t for to daj grows tiic harvest of licavt-n 
What I began accomplish 1 now , what filling thcn.in is 
1 the old man will answer to God and the revtrend father 


Sav to me onlv, sc children, sc denizens ncv\ come in heaven, 

\re ve rcadv this day to cat of the brmd of Atonement? 

hat It denoteth that know se full well, 1 have told it joii often 
Of the new covenant sjmbol !t is of ‘\toncment a token, 

Stablishcd between earth and heaven Man by bis sins and Irinsgres icns 
Far has wandered from God from Ins os''nct Tvvas in the beginning 
Fast bv the Tree of Rnowledgc he fell and it hangs it*' crown o jt the 
Fall to this dav m ilie 1 liought is the I all in the (Icart ilic Atony nicnl. 
Inhnite is the I all —the \tonemcnt mfmiti hi cv tsc 

I b^ind me as fir as tlie old man remembers nnd forvard. 

Far as Hope in her flight can reach with her we ined pinions 
oin and Atonement incessant go through the lifetime of mortals, 
bin is brought forth full grown , but Atonem ni sleeps m our bosoms 
bull as the cradled babe and dreams of heaven nnd of angels 
^nnot awake to sensation , is like the tones m the harp s tnnes, 

Mims imprisoned that wait evermore the deliverer s finger 

\e children b. loved descended the Pnnee of Atonement 
RnrttVJf.e stands nov with eves all resplendent, 

1 ® creome.. her 

Noi^rom transfigured tiicnce re.isecnclcd. 

So long as Time IS is Moncment 
Tnl^nc revortnee take this da) her visible to) cn 

1 W '■'= not Fhe lirht everlasting 

Sir m Kno'’^’ ^ 

T ,o,u r ° but m the heart that is hallowed 

K of "^^^ttient 

Smand threSmon nf c '*”"25 and removes all 

Penitence weepin °and^ pnving " fh^vni" t'’ 

Punfied forth from the whose gold flows 

Breaketh Atonms b^d • '5 in'! Atonement'’ 

But he who comcih un hriher^'f'^ dnnkclh Atonement s wmc-cup 
Scoffing at men and a^ Gor? "tt'orthj, with hate in his bosom. 

And th? RedS s b o^ = blessed bodv 

Death and doiri Md , ’ ""d '*nnkclh 

^e je ready ye children in us thou hcnvenlv Father ! 

Thus wath emoflon heated f '*”’ Atonement ? 

Yes r with deep sobs irncr^m, ""^wered the children 

the Form of Then vend he the due supplications, 

O Holy Lamb of God "bimed the organ and anthem 

^ 1 give us thy pcac» ! tn^sSresslons 

^ old man wath tre^.nir wa "pon us I ' 

'b= chalice Pcorls on his cvclids 

Oh then seemed it to mca^rrn,?”'^’V^u tbe mvsucal sjanbols 
Oeamr looked in at the wdndL?”'* broad c)c of middav , 

Bowed dowat their sumnuts of ’’j I*’" in the chiirch)-ard 

summits of green, nnd the grass on the grav cs '^n to shiv er 
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But in the children (I noted it well , I knerv it) there ran a 

Tremor of holj rapture along through their ice-cold members 

Decked like an altar before them there stood the green earth, and above it 

Heaven opened itself, as of old before Stephen , they saw there 

Radiant in glory the Father, and on his right hand the Redeemer 

Under them hear they the clang of harpstnngs and angels from gold clouds 

Beckon to them like brothers and fan with their pinions of purple. 

Qosed was the Teachers task, and with heaven in thmr hearts and their 
Up rose the children all, and each bowed him, weeping full sorely, [faces. 
Downward to kiss that rcicrend hand, but all of them pressed he 
Moved to his bosom, and laid, with the prajer, his hands full of blessings. 
Now on the holy breast, and now on the innocent tresses 


THE HEMLOCK TREE 

FROJt THE GERMAN 

O HEMLOCK tree I 0 hemlock tree 1 how faithful arc thy branches I 
Green not alone in summer time. 

But in the winter s frost and nme 1 
O hemlock tree 1 O hemlock tree 1 how' faithful are thy branches 1 

O maiden fair I O maiden fair 1 how faithless is tliy bosom I 
To love me in prospen^. 

And leave me in adversity I 

O maiden fair 1 O maiden fair ! how faithless is tliy bosom 1 

The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tnk’st for thine esample 1 
So long as summer laughs she sings, 
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But m the autumn spreads her wings I 
The mghtingalc, the nightingale, thou tak st for thme example 1 

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood ! 
It flows so long as falls the nun. 

In drought its spnngs soon dry again 
The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood ' 


ANNIE OF TH\RAW 

FROM THE LOW GERMAN OF SIMON DaCH 

^HNIE of Tharaw, my true love of old, 

She IS my life, and my goods, and mj gold. 

■\nme of Tharaw her heart once again 
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain. 

Annie of Tharaw, mj nehes, my good 
Thou, 0 mj soul, my flesh, and my blood ! 

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow, 

We waU stand bj each other, howet cr it blow 

C^prMsion, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain 
bhall be to our Hue loie as links to the chain 

As the paltn trre standeth so straight and so tall, 

Ihe more the hail beats, and the more the rams fall,— 

^tow mlghtj and strong, 

Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wrong 

Tn W°“i ^ from me to wander alone 
In a desolate land where the sun is scarce known,- 

?hrouah flo'vs, 

S and through iron, through armies of foes. 

The sun, 

The threads of our two lives are woicn in one. 

^ate er I have bidden thee thou hast obeyed 
Whatever forbidden thou hast not ' 

J^nie of Tharaw, such is not our love 
^ rtitK, -lad liy do>,i 

i . 

s line Household, and thou art its queen 
■nat^ticK of s sweetest rest, 

twain but one soul in one breast 

mile'^gl^J^^^ cha ^•ifT'Srie dwefl , 
sung soon changes a home to a hclL 
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THE Si:.\ H \TH ITS PLARLS 

FKO)I TUF Ct I%MAN OF HFINRICII 
HFISL 

Tiif sea hath its pearls, 

TIic hcatcn hath its stars , 

But ms heart, my heart, 

Mj heart hath its love. 

Great arc the sea and the heas cn , 
Vet prcatcr is my licart. 

And fairer than pearls and stars 
Flashes and beams m) lose 
Thou little, jouthful maiden. 

Come unto m> great heart , 

My heart and the sea, and the 
hca\ cn 

Arc melting away ssltU love I 


THE LEGEND OF THE 
CROSSBILL 

FROMTHCOEKMAN OF JULIUS MOSER. 
On the cross the dying Saviour 
Heavenward lifts his cychd* calm, 
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Fctls, but scarce!) feels, a trembling 
In his pierced and bleeding palm 

And b) all the world forsaken, 

Sees he how walh zealous care 
At the rutliless nail of iron 
A httlc bird is slnving there. 

Stained with blood and never tinng, 
With its beak it doth not cease , 
From tlic cross 'twould free the 
Saviour, 

Its Creator s Son release 

And the S,aviour speaks in mildness 
" Blest be thou of all the good 1 
Bear, ns token of this moment, 

Marks of blood and holy rood 1 " 

And that bird is called the crossbill , 
Covered all with blood so dear, 

In the groves of pine it singeth 
Songs, like legends, strange to 
near 
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THE ST\TUE OVER THE 
CATHEDRAL DOOR 
FROM THE GERAfAN OF JULIUS 
MOSEN 

Forms of saints and kings are standing 
The cathednl door abo\e , 

Yeti saw but one among them 
Who hath soothed my soul \nth 
lo\e. 

In Ins mantle, — uoiind about him, 

‘Is their robes the sowers wind, — 
Bore he swallows and their fledglings. 
Flowers and weeds of e\crj kind 

Ind so stands he calm and childlike. 
High in wand and tempest mid , 

Oh were I like him e\altcd 
I would be like him a child 1 

Ind mv songs —green Icates and 
blossoms — 

To the doors of heat en would bear, 
Calling even in storm and tempest, 
Round roe still these birds of atr 


POETIC APHORISMS 

FROM THE SIUVCEDICIITE OF 
FRIEDRICH VOH LOGAU 

Sev£jii(eHth CcitCuty 
ilOviEY 

Whereusito is money good ? 
mo has It not wants hardihood 
Who has It has much trouble and care, 
Who once has had it has despair 

the best MEDICIhE. 

,JOY and Temperance and Repose 
blam the door on the doctor s nose 

Hend-hke fs it to dwell therein. 

>5 It for sin to gneve. 
God like 15 It all sm to leav e. 

A BLirroXESS 

E? ^ man, and 

P/i,. ^ P°°'' ’™tl IS 

‘he 

Jiltter no mm secs 

Law OF LIFE 
Live 1, solhel, 

To my I^rd heartily, 

To my Pnnee faithMly, 


creeds 

Lutheran, Popish, CalvamsUc, aF 
these creeds and doctnnes three 
Extant arc , but still the doubt is, 
where Cbnstianity- may be 

THE restlf^ heart 
A millstone and the human heart 
arc driven ever round , 

If they h ivc nothing else to grind, they 
must thcmselics be ground, 

CHRISTIAN love 

Whilom Love was like a fire, and 
warmth and comfort itbespokc. 
But, alas ' it now is quenched, and only 
bites us, like the smoke. 

art and tact 

Inteiligfnce and courtesy not 
alwaj s arc combined , 

Often in a wooden house a golden 
room we find 

retribution 

Though the mills of God grind slow ly 
yet the) gnnd exceeding small’ 
Though with patience he stands wait- 
ing, with exactness gnnda ho all 

TRUTH 

When by night tlic frogs are croaking, 
kindle but a torch s fire, 

Ha i hew soon they nil are silent 1 
Thus Truth silences the liar 

RHYAIES 

iFperhaps these rhymes of mlneshould 
sound not well in strangers ears. 
They have only to bethink them that 
it happens so with theirs , 

For so long as words, like mortals, call 
a fatherland their own, 

They wall be most highly valued where 
they are best and longestknown. 


the fugitive 

Tartar Song from the Prose Version 
of Chodeko 

" He is gone to the desert land 1 
‘ ^ shining mane 

Uf his horse on the distant plain 
As he ndes with his Kossak band ! 

Come back rebellious one 1 
^t ihy proud heart relent , 

Gome back to my tall white tent. 
Come back, my only son I 
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* 'H’v ii freAloT) »Jn!l 

CaJ* x' s ^s\^S.’■ \ }if-i n G'ninp b'raks. 
Ot JT\ 'r«^ < f i! t- ‘-''^cn 

On It r k-mjal 

” T viiil t i c ibtc If xo '{n\ 

Amt f I’n } i mine «.!fY(ts 
In tt I- ti'V ) n 'n ! it)^ rrmJ'i 
or Ibf Jiy' I! n-p.1, o'' KArnlt\ 

•' 1 u i pnrf t* fi- rn eont of inti!, 

O' i6'*r^j k'!? f- rw<!'", 

U lit c’ 0 'tr'l in ifj 
\\ 'i ro' T 1 tt ' |irci“itP 

It 

' Tjii*; liint ro Jonrcr ’ti.i’1 
CnM nv ’ awj.1 \w r i n on'iif 1 ronL": 
On •! f • inrj o''!* rS^itn knle^ 
t'n il.c bLr of Ivrn 'll 

* J ^ nt ro Innj^f' »!rt\ 

.\r ' pn n*tinn Ininii ir slfftl'; 

In t\ e I'nr pr "< nnl the rorJs 
Of tJ-s rncscoi - rf Korad ij 

"ThonpJi iJm gjir ;nc l)n coit o' 
rn 1 ! 

Of ■'f'lf' tr-utjfr riKir 
\V "ih c' o If'! mind 
AU ih 1 cm-'i prcfiil 

' V\ Ji-i Tir\ hx'i il on. O Ktnn, 

To mf, n t o nni tnme ou n 
\\ ho fni 'tuc to Ooi! done, 

And rot (n in\ rnn ’ 

• Otr’ mil nppn-ni il e dij 
\\7,> n I nrini “tnll l/c 
Ih itrf li’tif, ilhm ‘cn 
Where thr t<-cl Irli ht Murcconsph' 

*’ GorJ nho do'h a\re (o~ me, 

In the Inrsrn midemes? 

On tint no tr lifN no kss 
Will m\ compmion be. 

*‘ \\ hen 1 w indci' loneli nnd lost 
In the mrd nh- n J \ atch nt niglil 
Lite n liun, n wolf nnd nm white 
And coicfL 1 with hoar frost , 

'' Ven, whtresoever I he, 

In tile scliov. dc'crx sands. 

In mountains or unknown Lands, 

Allah will care for me ' " 

III 

TiiC' Sohn the old. old man, — 

Three hundred and sixty j cars 
Had he lived In this land of tears, — 
BotiCtl down and said, "O Khan I 
2O9 


•'If)oubt(l me IwilIspcaL 
Tlicrc s no s,ap in drj Rmss, 

No marrow in dr> bones I Alas, 

1 lie mind of old men is wc.ak 1 

'• 1 nm old, I nm ven old 
I bnvcsccn tlic primeval man, 

I have veen iheprcit Generis khan 
Arrn ed in his robci of gold 

“\\^lal 1 rav to vou is the truth , 
And ] sav lo von O KJnn, 

I'ursut. not the star white man 
Pursue not the kautifu! jouth 

( '• Him the Alniiphit made 
And brought him forth of the light, 
j At the Verge niitl end of the night, 

I When men on the mountain pmjed, 

j ' He was l>om nt the break of dn> , 

I Wlicn nlmad the angels walk , 

, He hath listened to their talk 
Vnd he ) nowclli wliat tlicv sav 

j ' Gifted with Allali s grace 
! I ike the moon of kaniarjui 
When n shines in the skies O klian, 
Is the light of his bcauii/ul fact 

Wlien fir'l on tarth lie trod 
llie first words iliat lie said 
Wcic these as he stood and prated 
Ilicrc IS no God but God 1 

" And he shall he king of men 
I or Allah Iiaili heard his pmjer, 

And tlic Archangel in the air, 

Gabriel hath s ud, Amen 1 

THE SIEGE or KAZAN, 

Tartar Sent; from the Prose Version 
of Choilzho 

Bi ACK arc the mpors licforc Kazan, 
And their stagnant waters smcJl of 
lilood , 

I Kiid in ni) heart, wath horse nnd man, 

I will swim across tins shallow flood 

Under the feel of Argamack, 

Like new moons were liic shoes he 
Ixarc, 

Silken trappings hunp on his back, 

In a talisman on his neck a pmyen 

My warriors, thouglit I, arc following 
me , 

But when I looked behind, alas ! 
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Not one of all the band could I see, 

All had sunk m the black morass 1 

\\Tierc are our shallo^v fords’ and 
where 

The power of Kazan with its four- 
fold gates ’ 

From the prison tvindows our maidens 
fair 

Talk of us stin through the iron 
grates. 

e cannot hear them , for horse and 
man 

Lie buned deep in the dark abyss 1 

Ah ' the black day hath come down 
on Kazan ! 

Ah ' was e\er a gnef hke this? 


THL BOY AND THE BROOK 


Armenian Popular Son^ from if-e 
Prose Vernon of Atishan 

Down from yon distant mountain 
height 

The brooklet flows through the 
Tillage street 

A boT comes forth to wash his hands 
Washing yes washing there he 
stands 

In the water cool and sweet 


Brook, from what mountain dost thou 
come? 

O my brooklet cool and sweet ' 

I come from yon mountain high and 
cold 

Where lieth the new snow on the old 
And melts m the summer heat. 


Biwk, to what nier dost thou go ? 

O my brooklet cool and sweet I 
I go to the n\er there below 
Where m bunches the wolets grow 
And sun and shadow meet. ' 


TO THE SIORK 

Armenian Popular Son^, from the 
Prose Version of Ahshan 


Welcome, O Stork I that dost wring 
Thy flight from the far away ! 
Thou host brought us the signs of 
Spnng, 

Thou hast made our sad hearts gay 


Descend, O Stork 1 descend 
Upon our roof to rest , 

In our ash-tree, O my friend. 
My darhng, make thy nesL 


Biwk to what garden dost thou go’ 
O my brooUet cool and sweet ! 

1^ to the garden m the rale 
\\Tiot all mght long the nightingale 
Her love song doth repeat, 

dost thou go ’ 

T i; sweet I 

J^O to the fountain at whose brink 

"d^k wm^to 

And whenever she looks therem 
I nse to meet her and kiss her chin. 
And my joy is then complete. 


To thee, O Stork I complain, 

O Stork, to thee I impart 
The thousand sorrows the pain 
And aching of my heart 


WTicn thou away didst go 
Away from this tree of ours. 
The withenng winds did blow 
And dried up all the flowers 


Dirk grew the bnlliant sky. 

Cloudy and dirk and drear , 

They were breaking the snow on high, 
■knd winter was drawing near 


From Varaca s rocky will. 

From the rock of Varaca unrolled. 
The snow came and covered all, 

And the green meadow was cold. 


O Stork our garden w ith snow 
Was hidden awav and lost 
And the rose-trees that in it grow 
Were withered by snow and frost 


CONSOLATION 

To M Duperner Gentleman of Aix 
in Provence, on the Death of his 
Daughter 


FROM MALHERBE. 

Will then Duperner, thy sorrow be 
eternal ? 

And shall the sad discourse 
VTiispercd withm thv heart by ten 
demess paternal. 

Only augment its force ? 


Thy daughter s mournful fate, mto the 
tomb descending 
By death s frequented ways, 
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Htis It become to tlitc a InbjTinth 
nc\cr ending, 

WTicre tbj lost reason slri} s ? 

I know the charms that made her 
youth a benediction 
Nor should I be content, 

As a censorious fnend, to solace thine 
affliction 

Bj her disparagement. 

But she was of the world, which fair 
cst things exposes 
To fates the most forlorn , 

A rose, she too hath lived ns long as 
live the roses, 

Tlie space of one bnef mom 

Death lias his rigorous Laws, unparal- 
leled, unfeeling , 

All prayers to him arc vain , 
Cruel, ho stops his cars, tuid, deaf to 
our appealing. 

He leaves us to complain 

Tlic poor man in his hut, with onlj 
thatch for cover, 

Unto these laws must bond , 

Tlie sentinel that guards the b.amers 
of the Louvre 
Cannot our kings defend 

To murmur against death, in petulant 
dofiancc, 

Is never for the best , 

To will what God doth will that is 
the onl) science 
Tliat gives us any rest 


TO CARDINAL RICHCLICU 

FKOM MAUIERBF 

Thou mighty Pnnee of Church and 
btate, 

Richelieu 1 until the hour of death, 
"t^atever raad man chooses. Fate 
Still holds him subject to her breath 
Spun of all silks, our days and nights. 
Have sorrow's woven with delights , 
And of this intermingled shade 
Our various destiny appears, 

Even as one sees the course of years 
Of summers and of winters made 
Somcliincs the soft, deceitful hours 
Let us enjoy the halcyon wave , 
Sometimes Impending peril lowers 
Beyond the seaman s skill to save 
The Wisdom, Infinitely wise, 

Tliat gives to human destinies 
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Tlioir forc-ordalned necessity, 

Has made no law more fixed below, 
Tlian the alternate ebb and flow 
Of Fortune and Adversity 

THE ANGEL AND THE CHILD 

FROM JEAN RFCOUL, THE BAKER 
OF NISMES 

An angel with a radiant face 
Above a cradle bent to look. 
Seemed his own image there to trace, 
As in the waters of a brook. 

" Dear child I who me rcsemblcst so ' 
Hcwhispercd, “come, oh come with 
Happy together let us go, [me I 
I The earth unworthy Is of thee f 

'■Here none to perfect bliss attain , 
Tiie soul in pleasure sutrenng lies , 
Jov hath an undertone of pain, 

And even the happiest hours their 
sighs 

'• Fe.ar doth at every portal knock , 
Never a day serene and pure 
From the oershadovving tempests 
shock [cure 

Hath made the morrow s dawn sc- 

" What then, shall sorrows and shall 
fears 

Come to disturb so pure a brow? 
\nd with the bitterness of tears 
Tlitsc eyes of azure troubled grow? 

" \h, no I into the fields of space. 
Away shnlt thou escape with me , 
And Providence will grant the grace 
Of all the days that were to 1^ 

' Let no one in thy dwelling cower, 

In sombre vestments draped and 
veiled , 

But let them welcome thy last hour. 

As thy first moments once they 
hailed 

' ' Without a cloud be there each brow , 
There let the grave no shadow cast , 
When one is pure ns thou art now. 

The fairest day is still the last.’ 

And waving wide his wings of white. 
The angd at these words had sped 
Towards the eternal realms of light 1 — 
Poor mother ! sec, thy son is dead I 


LOAGFELLOirS POETICAL IPOPA'S 


TO ITALY 
FROM FIUCAJA. 

Itali I Italj ! thou M ho rt doomed to 
wear 

The fatal gift of beaut} and possess 

The dower funest of infinite wretch- 
edness 

Wntten upon th\ forchcid b) do 
spair , 

Ah ! would that thou wert stronger or 
less fair. 

That the\ might fear thee more or 
lo\e thee less, 

Who in the splendour of th} lot eh 
ness 

Seem wasting }etlo mortal combat 
dare ' 

Then from the Alps I should not sec 
descending 

Such torrents of armed men nor 
Gallic horde 

Drinking the wave of Po, disLained 
with gore 

Nor should I see thee girded with a 
sword 

Not thine and with the stranger s 
arm contending 

Victor or vanquished, slate for ever 
more. 


WANDERERS NIGHT SONGS 

from GOETHE 

Thoo that from the heatens art 

"■retched heart 
Doubly wath refreshment fiUest 
r^"’>*«>ntendmg! 

S’issrg”'*""”*' 

Come ah, come mto my breast 1 

^ It 

per all the hiU tops 
Is quiet now 
In all the tree tops 
Hearest thou 
j^dly a breath , 

;^e birds are asleep m the trp« 
Wait, soon like 
Thou too Shalt rest 


REMORSE 

FROM AUGUST \ON FLATFN 

How 1 Started up m the night, in the 
night. 

Drawn on without rest orrcpnetnl! 
rile streets with their watchmen, were 
lost to m} sight, 

As I a andcred so light 
In the night in tlie night 
riirough the gate with the arch me- 
dixaal 

llie mill brook rushed from the rocky 
height 

1 leaned oer the bridge in mj 
yearning , 

Deep under rne watched I the was es 
in their flight, 

As the\ glided so light 
In the night m tlic night. 

Act backward not one was returning 

Oerhead were retolnng, so countless 
and bright 

Tile stars in melodious c-ustened , 
And with them the moon, more se 
reneh bedight , 

Tlicy sparkled so light 
In the night in the night 
Through the magical, iiieasualcss dis- 
tance. 

\nd upward I gazed in the night in 
the night, 

And ngain on tlic wa’es in their 
fleeting , 

Ah woe 1 thou hast wasteM thy days 
in delight 

Now silence thou light, 

In the night, in the night. 

The remorse in th\ heart that is beat- 
ing 

SANTA TERE.SAS BOOK- 
MARK 

from the SPANISH OF saNTA 
TERESA 

Let nothing disturb thee. 

Nothing afihght thee , 

All things are passmg , 

God never changeth , 

Patient endurance 
Attameth to all things , 

AVho God possesseth 
In nothing is wanting , 

Alone God sufficetli. 
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SEAWrED 

Wjien descends on the Atlantic 
Tlic giRintic 

Storm wind of the equinox, 

Landward in his wtiUi lie scourges 
The toiling surges 
Laden with seaweed from the rocks 

From Bammdi s reefs , from edges 
Of sunken ledges 
In some fir off, bnght Azorc , 

From lialiami, and the dashing, 

Siher flashing 
Surges of San Salvador , 

From the tumbling surf, that bu~ies 
The Orknejm skemes 
Answenng the hoarse Hebrides 
And from wrecks of ships, and drifting 
Spars, uplifting 
On the desolate, rainy seas ,— 

Ever drifting dnfting, drifting 
On the shifting 
Currents of the rcsucss main , 

Till in sheltered coves, and reaches 
Of sandy bcacliC3, 

All have found repose again 

So when storms of wild emotion 
Stnkc the ocean 
Of the poet s soul, ere long 
From each cave and rocky fastness, 

In Its vastness, 

Floats some fragment of a song 

From tlie far-off isles enchanted. 
Heaven has planted 
With the golden fruit of Truth 
From the flasliine surf, wliosc vision 
Gleams Elysian 
In the tropic clinic of youth , 

From the strong Will and the En- 
dcav our 
Tliat forever 

Wrestles w ith the tides of Fate , 

From the wreck of Hopes far scal- 
tcrctl, 

'Icmpcst shattered, 

FloaUng waste and desolate , — 

Ever drifting, drifting, driftmg 
On the shifting 

Currents of the restless heart , 
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Till at length in books recorded, 
'riicy like lioardcd 
Household w ords, no more depart. 


THE DAY IS DONE 
Tiif dnj IS done and the darkness 
Tails from the wings of Night 
As a feather is wafted dov nv ard 
From an eagle in its flight 

I sec the lights of the village 
Gleam through the rain and the mist, 
And a feeling of sadness comes o cr me 
That my soul cannot resist 

A fe-cling of sadness and longing, 
niat IS not al in to pain, 

And resembles sorrow only 
xVs the mist resembles the rain 

Come read to me some poem 
Some simple and heartfelt lay, 

That shall soothe that restless feeling, 
And banish the thoughts of day 

Not from the grand old ma^,ters. 

Not from the bards sublime. 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Tlirough the corndors of I ime 

For like strains of martial music. 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Lifes endless toil and endeavour , 

And to-night I long for rest 

Read from some humbler poet 
Whose songs gushed from his heart. 
As showers from tlic clouds of sum- 
mer, 

Or tears from the cjehds start , 

Who, through long day s of labour. 
And nights devoid of ease, 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of w onderful melodies 

Such songs have power to qmet 
The restless pulse of care 
And conic like the benediction 
Tliat follows after prayer 

Tlicn read from the treasured volume 
The poem of fliy choice, 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 
The beauty of thy voice 

T 
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And the mght shall be filled with 
music, 

And the cares that infest the da>, 
Shall fold their tents, like the ^bs. 
And as silently steal awnj 


On his tomb the birds were feasted 
By tlic children of the choir 

Dav by da\, o’er tower and turret. 
In foul weather and in fair, 
b\ daj , in inster numbers, 
IHocked the poets of the air 


AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY 
The day is ending 
The night is descending 
The marsh is frozen 
The n\er dead 

Through clouds likes ashes 
The red sun flashes 
On tallage wandow s 
That ghmmer red 

The snow recommences 
The buned fences 
Alark no longer 
The road o er the pLiin 

AATifle through the meadows 
Like fearful shadows 

blowlj passes 
A funeral tram. 

The bell is pealing 
And ewerj feeling 
responds 

To tte dismal knell 
Shadows are traihng 
AI> heart is beivaihmr 
And toUmg within 
Like a funeral bell 


On the tree w hose heavj branches 
Oicrshadowed all the place 
On the patement, on the tombstone. 
On the poet s sculptured face. 

On the cross-bars of each window, 

On the lintel of each door 
I The\ renewed the AVar of Wartburg, 

I AAmich the bartl had fought befora 

I There the) sang their merry carols, ^ 
I bnng their lauds on eiery side , 

I And the name their voices uttered 
AVas the name of A^ogelwcid 

Till at length the portU abbot 
Murmured '* AA hy this ivaste of 
food ’ 

Be It changed tolaaies henceforward 
For our fasting brotherhood 

Tlicn in aain o er tower and turret 
From the walls and w oodland nests, 
AATien the minster bells rang noon- 
bde 

Gathered the unwelcome guests. 

Then in \am walh cries discordant, 

I Clamorous round the Gothic spire, 

^ Screamed the feathered Minnesingers 
I For the children of the choir 


AA alter \ ON der 
VOGELAA EID 
^^‘"nesinger 

on his place of rest 

mto- 


Uons 

On the cloister s funeral stones, 
^nd tradition onl^ tells us 
^ uTiere repose the poet s bones. 

But around the vast cathedral, 
c* n echoes raultiphed, 

^ A repeat the legend, 

■^nd the name of Vogelweid 

TO AN OLD DANISH SONG- 
BOOK 
fnend 

Win ^ foreign fireside 

1 V ® sullen gales of autumn 
, the windows 

j^e ungrateful world 

dealt harahly wath thee, 
^ beneath the skies of Denmark, 
thirst I met thee 
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rhcrc are marks of age, 

There are timmbmarks on thj margin. 
Made bv hands tint clasped thee 
At the ale house [rudely 

Soiled and dull thou art , 

Yi How arc thy time-worn pages, 

\s tlic russft, ram molested 
Lear cs of autumn 

Thou art stained with wine 
Scattered from hilanous goblets, 

As the learcs with the hbations 
Of Olympus 

Yet dost thou recall 
Days departed half foTgoUen, 

When in dreamy youth I wondered 
By the Baltic, — 

When I paused to hear 
The old ballad of King Christian 
Shouted from suburban taverns 
In the twilight 

Thou rccallest bards. 

Who, in solitary chambers, 

And wath hearts by passion wasted. 
Wrote thy pages 
27S 


Thou rec illest homes 
Where thy songs of lot e and friendship 
Made tlie gloomy Northern winter 
Bright as summer 

Once some ancient Scald, 

In his bleak, ancestral Iceland, 
Chanted staves of these old ballads 
To the Vikings 

Once in Elsinore, 

At the court of old King Hamlet, 
Yonck and his boon companions 
S.ang these ditties 

Once Pnhcc Predenck s Guard 
bang them in their smoky barracks , 

I buddcnly the English cannon 
Joined the chorus 1 

Peasants in the field. 

Sailors on the roanng ocean, 

Students, tradesmen, pale mechanics. 
All have sung them 

Tliou hast been their friend , 

They, alas I have left thee friendless 1 
Yet at least by one warm fireside 
Art thou welcome 
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And as swallows build 
In this wide, old fashioned chimncj'S, 
So thy twittering songs shall nestle 
In my bosom, — 


E\cn Rcdi, though lie ebaunted 
Bacchus in the Tuscan \allcjS, 
Ncicr dnnk the wine he taunted 
In Ins dithjTanibic salhcs 


Quiet, close ind w arm 
Sheltered from all molestation. 
And recalling by their voices 
Youth and travel 


DRINKING SONG 


inscriptio'i ror an antique: 

PITCIIEK 


Come old fnend ' sit down and listen I 
From the pitcher placed between us. 
How the waters laugh and glisten 
In the head of old Silcnus ' 

OldSilenus bloated dninken. 

Led by his inebnate Sat)rs , 

On his breast his head is sunken 
Vacantly he leers and cliatters 


Fauns with jouthful Bacchus follow , 
Ivy crowns that brow supernal 
As the forehead of Apollo 
And possessing )outh eternal 


R<mnd about him, fair Racchantes 

c> mbals, flutes and thv rscs, 
Wild from Naoan groves or Zante s 
Vinej ards, sing dehnous v erses 


Tlicn with water fill the pitcher 
Wreathed about with classic fables, 
Necr I alcrnian threw n richer 
Light upon Lucu'lus tables 

Come, old fnend, sit down and listen 1 
As It passes thus between us 
How its wavelets 1 mgh and glisten 
In the head of old Silcnus 1 


THC OLD CLOCK ON THE 
ST\1RS 

Ldicmifi cst une pcndtilc, dont Ic haUncicr 
dit cl icdit wn-' CCS5C ecs deux mots scvilc 
meiil dmv le alienee del tombenux "Ton 
joura I jam-ua I JamaJsl loujonral" 

Jacques Hkidaise. 

Somewhat back from the village 
street 

Stands the old fashioned countij-scak 
\cross its antique ponico 
Tall poplar ircva their shadows throw , 
And from its station m the hall 
An ancient timepiece saj’s to all, — 

" Tor ever— never 1 
Never — for evert" 


Thw he won through all the nations, 
Hloodless vactoncs, and the farmer 
itore, as trophies and oblations, 
vines for banners, ploughs for 
armour 

Judged by no o cr-zcalous ngour 
Much tins mjstic throng (^presses 
Bo^us vvas the tjpe of v%o^^ ' 
And Silcnus of excesses 

ethnic revels 
Nma ‘ since forsaken 
^ rneh?nn'’‘'’^ 'i’^Sed to dcvals 

tnghten mortals vv me o ertaken 

^I^im iii™!^ mountains 

f°«“tie tellers , 

Not '■“tmtams - 

tVot m flasks, and casks, and cellars 

^'•Ti'^Jtis tiiougii he sang of flagons 
Rhenl\.‘‘'^'^ 'Vtth 
From that fiepr’ blood of dragons 
Never would his own i^toish 


Half-way up the stairs it stands 
iknd points and beckons with its hands 
From its case of massive oak. 

Like a monk, who under his doak, 
Crosses himself and sighs, akas I 
With sorrowful voice to all who 
pass, — 

* Forever — never! 

Never— for ever 1 

B) day its voice is low and light , 

But in the silent dead of night. 
Distinct as a passing footstep’s fall, 

It echoes along the vacant hall. 

Along tlie ceiling , along the floor, 
And seems to saj, at each chamber- 
door — 

‘ For ever — never I 
Never — for ever ! " 

[^rough days of sorrow and of mirth. 
Through dajs of deatli and days of 
birth, 

^rough every swift vicissitude 
Of changeful time, unchanged it has 
stood, 
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And as if, like God, it all things saw. 
It calmlj repeats those words of 
awe, — 

" For ever — never ! 

Ne\er — for ever! ' 

In that mansion used to be 
Frec-h?arted Hospitality , 

His great fires up die chimney raared , 
The stranger feasted at his board , 
But, hkc the skeleton at the feast. 

That warning timepiece nc\cr 
ceased, — 

“Forever — ne\erl 
Never — forever! ' 

There groups of merry children plaj ed 
There jouths and maidens dreaming 
strayed , 

O precious hours 1 O golden pnme. 
And afBuence of love and time I 
Even as a miser counts his gold. 

Those hours the ancient timepiece 
told, — 

“For ever — never 1 
Never — for ever ' ' 

From that chamber clothed m white. 
The bndc came forth on her wedding 
night , 

Tlicre, in that silent room below. 

The dead lay in his shroud of snow , 
And in the hush that followed the 
prayer. 

Was heard the old clock on the stair, — 

' For ever — never 1 
Never — for ever I ’ 


All are scattered now and fled. 

Some are mamed, some are dead , 
And vvhen I ask with throbs of pain, 
" Ah 1 vvhen shall they all meet 
again ? ” 

As in tlie days long since gone by. 
The ancient timepiece makes rcplj, — 
"For ever — never ! 

Never — for ever 1 ” 

Never here, for ever there 
■WTiere all parting piain, -and care. 
And death, and Ume shall disap- 
pear, — 

For ever there, but never here 1 
The horologe of Eternity 
Sa)eth this incessantly, — 

"For ever — never 1 
Never — for ever ! 

THE ARROW AND THE 
SONG 

I SHOT an arrow into the air. 

It fell to earth, I knew not where , 

For so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight 

I breathed a song into the air. 

It fell to earth, I knew not where , 

For who has sight so keen and strong, 
Tliat It can follow the flight of song ? 

I-«ng long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still iinbroke , 

And the song, from beginning to end, 

I found again in the heart of a fnend. 


Snint-cfs. 
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THE EVENING STAR 


LO I in the painted oriel of the West, 
Whose panes the sunken sun incarna- 
dines 1 

Like a fair lady at her casement, 
shines 

The evemng star, the star of love 
and rest! 

And then anon she doth herself divest 

Of all her radiant garments, and 
reclines 

Behind the sombre screen of yonder 
pines, 
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Wth slumber and soft dreams of 
love oppressed 

O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus ! 

My morning and m> evening star of 
love 1 

My best and gentlest ladyl even 
thus 

As that fair planet in the sky above. 

Dost thou retire unto thy rest at 
night , 

And from thy darkened window 
fades the light 


! 
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AUTUMN I 

Thou comest, Autumn, heralded b> j 
tlie rain | 

With banners, by great gales in 
cessant fanned 

Brighter than brightest ei1I,s of 
Samarcand, 

And statel> oven harnessed to tlij 
wain 1 

Thou standest, like imperial Charlc 
nngne [Innd 

Upon thj bridge of gold thy ro\nl 

Outstretched with benedictioiw o cr 
the land 

Blessing the farms through all th\ 
wist domain ! 

Thy shield is the red hanest moon 
suspended 

So long beneath the hcai cn s o er- 
hanging eaies 

Thy steps are by the farmer s prij ers 
attended 

Like flames upon an altar shine the 
slieav es , 

And foUomng thee, in thj oration 
splendid, 

Thine almoner the wnd, scatters 
the golden leases 1 


THREE FRIENDS OF MINE 
t 

W tirv I remember them, those friends 
of mine, [three, 

WTio arc no longer here, the noble 
Who half my life svac more than 
friends to me, 

Md whose discourse was like a 
generous wine, 

I most of all remember the divine 
Something, that shone in them and 
made us see 

Tlic archctjpal man, and what 
miglit be [siflo 

The tmphtude of Nature s first dc- 

In \ain 1 sirctch my liands to clasp 
their Iiands , 

I cannot find them Notlung now 

But a majestic memon Thej 
meanwliile 

Wander together m EKsian lands, 
Perchance remembering me, who 
am bereft 

Of their dearprcscncc, nnd, remember- 
ing smile 

II 

In Attica thy birthplace should liaie 
been. 

Or the Ionian Isles, or where the 


Tuscan that wandcrest through th 
realms of gloom, 

Wth thoughtful pace, and nuI 
majestic ej es 

Stem thoughts and awful from th 
soul arise, 

^Like Fannata from his fiery tomb 

Thy sacred song is bke the trump < 
doom , 

Yet in thy heart what human s\ n 
pathies 

compassion glows, as i 
the skies 

The tender stars their cloudc 
lamps relume ' 

Methinl^ I see thee stand with palli 

CncclwS 

By Fra Hiiano in his diocese 

in gold! 

The ascending sunbeams mark tl 
oav s decrease , 

And, as he asks what there tl 
stranger seeks 

Thy voice along the cloister whi 
pers, ■ Peace 1’ 


seas 

Encircle m their nrms the Cyclades 

So wholly Greek wast tliou in thy 
serene 

And chiidlikejov of life O Philhclcnc ! 

Around thee would have swarmed 
the Attic bees , 

Homer had been tliy friend, or 
Socrates, 

And Plato welcomed thee to his 
demesne 

For thee old legends breathed histone 
breath 

Thou sawest Poseidon m the purple 
sea 

And in tlie sunset Jason s fleece of 
gold 1 

Oh what hadst thou to do with cruel 
Death, 

\Wio wast so full of life, or Death, 
with thee, 

I That thou shouldst die before thou 
hadst grown old 1 

T 

1 STAND again on the familiar shore 

And hear the w av es of the distracted 
sea 
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racouslv tailing and lamenting , 

thci 

And ailing restless at th> cottage J 
door 

The rod s. the sco\\eod on the ocean 
floor 

The tMliov s m the meadot , and the 

fret. 

Wild winds of tlic Atlantic welcome 
me 

"Ihcnwln ahouldst thou be dead, 
nnd come no more 
Ah, wh\ diouldst thou be dead when 
common men 

Arc busy witli their trnial affairs, 
Hating and holding’ Why, when 
thou hadst read 

Natures tnjstcnous manuscript and 
then 

\\ ast read) to reveal the truth It 
bears 

Win art tliou silent’ Wli) shouldst 
thou be dead ’ 


Hangs o'er the Brighton meadows 
like a fate, 

knd on their margin, with sea tides 
date 

Iho flooded Charles, as in the hap- 
pier dais 

WTiics the last letter of his name, 
and Slavs 

His rcsthss slops, as if compdlcd to 
wail 

1 also wait' but thej will come no 
more 

Tliosc friends of mine, whose pre- 
sence satisfied 

The thirst and hunger of my heart 
Ah me 1 

Tlicj have forgotten the pathway to 
ml door ! 

Something IS gone from nature since 
thci died 

\nd summer is not summer nor can 
be 


IV 

RI\tr, that stcalcst with such silent 
peace Hies 

Around thcCitj of the Dead uhere 

A friend i ho bore ih> name, and 
whom these cics 

Shall see no more in lus accustomed 
plage 

Linger and fold him in iliy soft cm 
brace 

And SO) good night, for non tlie 
western skies 

Are red witli sunset and gra> mists 
nnsc 

Like damps that gather on a dead 
nian s face 

Good night 1 good night 1 as i c so 
oft have s,ijd 

Beneath this roof at midmglit, in the 
dais 

Tliat arc no more, and shall no 
more return j 

Thou hast but taken thy lamp and ! 
gone to bed 

I Eta> a little longer, as one sta>s 

To cover up the embers that still 
bum 

\ 

TitE door arc alt wide open , at the 

Tlie blossomed lilacs counterfeit a 
blaze. 

And seem to warm the air , a 
dreamy haze 
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SHAKESPBARD 

A V isiON as of crow ded cit> streets. 

W'ltli liiiman life m endless overflow . 

Thunder of thoroughfares , irum* 
pets that blow 

1 o battle , clamour in obscure re- 
treats 

Of sailors landed from their anchored 
fleets , 

Tolling of bells in turrets and be- 
low 

Voices of children, and bright 
flowers that throw 

Ocr garden-walls their intermingled 
sweets 1 |f°ld 

Tins vision comes to me when 1 un- 

riic volume of the Poet paramount, 

Whom all the Muses loved, not one 
alone — 

Into his hands they put the Ijtc of 
gold, 

And, crowned with sacred laurel at 
their fount. 

Placed him ns Musagetes on their 
throne 

CHAUCER 

AK old man in a lodge within a park , 

The chamber walls depicted all 
around 

With portraitures of htmtsman, 
hawk, and hound, 


1.W a- -J 
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And the hurt deer, he hslcncth to 
the lark. 

Whose songf comes with the sunshine 
through the dark 

Of painted glass m leaden lattiee 
txiund , 

He hsteneth and he laugheth at the 
sound 

Then wnteth m a book like anv 
clerk. 

He IS the poet of the dawn who wrote 

The Canterbury Talcs, and his old 
age 

Made beaubful with song , and as I 
read 

I hear the crowing cock, 1 hear the 
note 

Of lark and hnnet and from every 
page 

Rise odours of ploughed field or 
flowery mead. 


MILTON 

I P\CE the sounding sea beach and 
behold 

How the \oluniiiious bDlows roll 
and run 

Upheaving and subsiding while the 
sun 

Shines through their sheeted emer- 
ald far unrolled. 

And the ninth wave, slow gathering 
fold by fold 

All Its loose flowing garments into 
one 

Plunges upon the shore , and floods the 
dun 

Pale reach of sands, and changes 
them to gold. 

So m majestic cadence nse and fall 

The mighty undulation of thv song, 

O sightless bard, England s hloeon- 



SONNETS 


\ And cxcr nnd anon, liich owr nJl 
f Uplilicd n ninth %\a\c, superb nnd 
• sironp, 

riootls nil the soul with its mclo 
dious sets 

KI 1 \TS 

The )oun!; LndMnion sleeps Cnd)- 
luion s sleep 

Tlic sl>ephcrd boy t\ho 50 talc was 
left half told 1 

Tlic solemn fjrot c uphftsits shield of 
pold 

To Uic red rising moon, nnd loud 
and deep 

Tlic nightingale is singing from the 
steep 

It is midsummer, but thcnir is cold , 
Can it be death ? Alas, beside the 
fold 

A shepherd s pipe lies shattered near 
his sheep 

Lo 1 in the moonlight gleams a marble 
uhile, 

On vhich I read " Here helh one 
u hose name 

Was amt in \s-atcr ’ And w as this 
the meed 

Of his sweet singing? Rather let me 
waatc 

”Thc smoking flax before it burst 
to flame 

Was quenched by death, and bro- 
' ken the bruised reed 

THE GALAXY 

Torrent of light and rnor of the mr. 
Along whose bed the glimmering 
stars arc seen 

Like gold and siher sands in some 
raaine 

Wliero mountain streams Iiavc left 
their channels bare ! 

Tlie Spaniard sees in thee, tlic patli- 
wa) where 

His patron saint descended in the 
sheen 

Of his celestial armour, on serene 
And quiet nights, when all the 
heavens were fair 

Not this I sec, nor jet the ancient 
fable 

Of Phaeton’s w ild course, that 
scorched the skies j 

Where'er the hoofs of his hot 
coursers trod , 
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But the white drift of worlds o’er 
chasms of sable. 

The star dust, that is whirled aloft 
and flics 

Prom tlic iniisible chanot wheels of 
God 


THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

Titt sea awoke at midnight from its 
sleep. 

And round the pcbblj beaches far 
nnd wade 

I heard the first wave of the rising 
tide 

Rnsh onward with unintcmiptcd 
sweep , 

\ voice out of the silence of the deep, ' 
A sound mysteriously multipluxl 
As of a cainrtet from the mountain s 
side, 

Or roar of wands upon a wooded 
steep. 

So comes to us at times, from the un- 
knowai 

And inaccessible solitudes of being. 

Hie rushing of tlic sea*tidos of the 1 

soul , j 

And inspirations that we deem our 5 

ow n, j 

Arc some divane foreshadowing and 
foreseeing 

Of things bejond our reason or con- 
trol 

A SUMMER DAY BY THE SEA. 

Tiic sun IS set , nnd in his latest 
beams 

Yon little cloud of ashen gray and 
gold. 

Slowly upon the amber air unrolled, j 
The falling mantle of the prophet j 

seems 1 

From the dim headlands many a j 

lighthouse gleams, 

'The street-lamps of the ocean , nnd 
behold 

O’erhead Uic banners of the night 
unfold , 

The daj hath passed into the land 
of dreams 

O summer day beside the joyous sea I 
O summer day so wonderful and 
white. 

So full of gladness and so full of 
pain 1 ^ 
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For ever and for e\er shall thou be 

To some the gravestone of a dead 
delight 

To some the landmark of a new 
domain 

THE TIDES 

I SAW the long line of the \acant 
shore. 

The seaweed and the shells upon 
the sand, 

And the brown rocks left bare on 
every hand 

As if the ebbing tide w ould flow no 
more 

Then heard I more distinctU than be- 
fore 

The ocean breathe and its great 
breast expand 

And hurrying came on the defence- 
less land 

The insuigent waters tnth tumul- 
tuous roar 

All thought and feeling and desire I 
said 

Love laughter, and the exultant io\ 
of song, 

Have ebbed from me for ever ' 
Suddenly o cr mo 

Thej swept again from their deep 
ocean bed 

And m a tumult of delight and 
strong 

As youth and beautiful ns voiith 
upbore me 


Thousands of times has the old tale 
been told , 

The world belongs to those who 
come the last. 

They wall find hope and strength as 
we have done. 


\ NAMELESS GRA\T1 

A SOI DiPK of the Union mustered 
out 

Is the inscription on an unlmown 
grave 

At Newport News, beside the salt- 
sea wave 

Vamt less and dateless , sentinel or 
scout 

‘^hot down in skirmish, or disastrous 
rout 

01 battle when the loud artillery 
drive 

Its iron wedges through tlie ranks 
of brave 

And doomed battalions, storrmng 
the redoubt 

Thou uni nowTi hero sleeping bv the 
'ca 

In tin forgotten grave ' wnb secret 
sliamc 

I feel mj pulses beat, mj forehead 
bum 

Mlicn 1 remember Ibou hast given for 
mo 

All that thou hadst thv life, thy 
very name, 

\rd 1 can give ihcc nothing in return 


A SHADOW 

^ myself If 1 were dead 

' children > 

MTiat would be 

heir fate who now are looking up 
to me ^ 1 

For help and furtherance? Their 
hves 1 said 

^ have read 

But ^ first chapters and no longer 
dearhis- 

^ of 

^ ^eiy old 

A tro^p of shadows movrng wath the 


SLEEP 

Llll me to sleep je winds, whose 
fitful sound 

Seems from some faint Hsohan harp- 
stnng caught 

Seal up the hundred wakeful eyes of 
thought 

As Hermes watli his lyre in slegp 
profound 

The hundred wakeful eyes of Argus 
bound , 

For I am wcarv and am over- 
WTOUght ‘ 

With loo much toil, with too much 
care distraught 

And With the iron crown of anguish 
CTowTied 

Lay thy soft hand upon mv brow and 
check, 

2 S 2 
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0 peiceful sleep 1 until from pain 

released [breath 1 

1 breathe ngain uninterrupted 
Ah, with what subtle meaning did 

the Greek 

Call thee the lesser mystery at the 
feast 

Whereof the greater mystery is 
death 1 


THE OLD BRIDGE Al 
FLORENCE 

Taddeo Gaddi built me. I am old, 
Five centuries old. I plant my foot 
of stone 

Upon the Amo, as St Michael s own 
was planted on the dragon Fold 
by fold 

Beneath me as it struggles, I behold 
Its glistening seales Twice hath it 
overthrown 

My kindred and companions Me 
alone 

It moveth not but is by me con- 
trolled 

I can remember when the Mcdid 
Were driven from Florence , longer 
still ago [Guelf 

The final wars of Ghibcllinc and 


Florence adorns me with her jewellery , 
And when I think that Michael 
Angelo 

Hath leaned on me, I glory m my- 
self 


IL PONTE VECCHIO DI 
FIRENZE 

Gaddi ml fece , il Ponte Vccchio 
sono , 

Cinquecent anni gii suU' Amo 
pianto 

Il piede, come il suo Michele Santo 
Piant6 sul draco Mentre ch’ lO 
raglono 

Lo vedo torcere con fiebil suono 
Le nlucenu scaglie Ha questi 
affranto 

Due volte i miel maggior Me solo 

j intanto 

; Neppurc muove, ed lo non 1’ ab- 
bandono 

lo mi mmmento quando fur cacciati 
I Medici , pur quando GhibelUno 
E Guelfo fccer pace mi rammento 

Fiorenza i suoi giojclh m haprestati, 
E quando penso ch' Agnolo il 
divino 

Su me posava, insuperbir rm sento 


1878. 


NATURE 

As a fond mother, when the day is 
o er. 

Leads by the hand her little child 
to bed. 

Half willing, half reluctant to be led. 

And leave his broken playthings on 
the floor. 

Still gazing at them through the open 
door. 

Nor wholly reassured and comforted 

By promises of others in their stead. 

Which, though more splendid, may 
not please him more , 

So Nature deals with us, and takes 
away 

Our playthings one by one, and by 
the hand 
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Leads us to rest so gently, that we go 
Scarce knowing if we %vished to go or 
stay. 

Being too full of sleep to understand 
How far the unknown transcends 
the what we know 


IN THE CHURCHYARD AT 
TARRYTOWN 

Here lies the gentle humourist, who 
^ed 

In the bright Indian summer of his 
fame 1 [name, 

A simple stone, with but a date and 
Marks the secluded resting-place 
beside 

The nver that he loved and glonfied 
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Here m tbc nutumn of his dal’s he | 
came, ; 

Bui the dry lca\cs of life were all i 
aflame 

With tints that bnghtened and were 
multiplied 

How sweet a life was lus , how sweet 
a death 1 

Lning to wing wath mirth the 
weaia hours 

Or with romantic talcs the heart to 
cheer , 

Dying, to leave a memory like the 
breath 

Of summers full of sunshine and of 
showers, 

A gnef and gladness in the 
atmosphere. 


All time and space, 

Splendour of cloudless days and 
starrv nights 

And men and manners, and nil 
sounds and sights. 

Had a nciv meaning a diviner grace. 

Proud were thesi sisters, but werenot 
too proud 

To teach in schools of little country 
tow ns 

Science and song and all the arts 
that please , 

So that while lioiisewitcs span, and 
farmi rs ploughed 

Their comch daughters, clad in 
homespun go\ ns, 

I..e-irncd the sweet songs of the 

I’lendcs 


DLlOTb 0\K 


\DMCn 


Thou ancient oak! whose mvnad 
leases are loud 

With sounds of unintelligible speech 

Sounds as of surges on a shingly 
beach 

Or multitudinous murmurs of a ' 
crow d , 

WiUi some mysterious gift of tongues 
endow <il 

Thou speakest a different dialect 
to each , 

To me a language that no man can 
teach 

Of a lost race, long a-amshed like a 
cloud 

For undcmeatli thy shade m days 
remote, ^ 

Seated like Abraham at eicntidc 

Beneath the oaks of Mamre, the 
unknown 

Ajwstle of die Indians Eliot wrote 

His Bible m a language that hath 
died 

And is forgotten, save by thee alona 


the descent of THE 
MUSES 

Nihb sisters, bcauuful m form - 
face 

Iheir content on 
shining heights 

Of Picrus the mountain of delig’ 
To dwell among the people al 
base. 

Then secmerl the world to chan 


U nirr swan of ciiics, slumbering m 
tilt mst 

So wonderfully Iniilt among the 
reeds 

Of the ligoon, tint fences thee nnd 
feed' 

As s.atclh thy old historian nnd thy 
guest ! 

\Miitc water-lily cradled nnd caressed 

Py ocean streams, nnd from the silt 
and weeds 

Lifting thy golden filaments nnd 
seeds 

Tliy sun illumined spires thy crown 
and crest I 

Wiitc phantom city, whose untrodden 
sirccls 

Arc riters and whose p.atemen(s 

i arc the shifting 

Shadows of palaces nnd strips of 
sky , 

I w-ait to sec thee vanish like tbc fleets 

Seen m mirage or towers of doud 
uplifting 

In air their unsubstantial masonry 


THE POETS 

O VE dead Poets who nrc lumg still 
Immortal in your verse though life 
be fled. 

And ye, O living Poets, who arc 
dead 

Though yre arc Imng, if neglect can 
Tell me if m the darkest hours of ill. 
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This IS the lore a Spanish monk, 
distraught 

With dreams and \asions, ttas the 
first to teach 

These Silences comminghng cacli 
with each 

Made up the perfect Silence that he 
sought 

And prajed for, and nhcrein at 
times he caught 

^^Jste^ous sounds from realms bc- 
j ond our reach 

O thou whose dail) life anticipates 

Tlie life to come and m whose 
thought and word 

rhe spinlual world preponderates, 

Hermit of A\ nicsburj ! thou loo host 
heard 

Voices and melodics from bejond 
the gates 

And speakest only when thy soul is 
sUrred ' 


THE -nvo RIVERS 


SLOttXt the hour hand of the clock 
moses round , 

So slowly that no human eye hath ! 
pow cr ' 

To sec It move I Slowlv m shine or 
shot er 

The painted ship abotc it, home 
ward bound 

Sails but seems motionless as if 
aground [tower 

Yet both amte at last , and in his 

The slumbrous watchman wakes and 

stokes the hour 

A mellow measured melancholy 
sound. 

Midnight ! the outpost of advancing 

night 1 

rae fronuer town and citadel of 

a ne watershed of Time, from which 
the streams 

Of Yesterday and To-morrow take 
their \\a> 

One to the land of promise and of 
light. 

One to the Imd of darkness and of 
dreams 1 

Through chasms descending and 
soon lost to sight. 


I do not care to follow in thy flight 

The faded lca\ cs, tliat on thy bosom ' 
drift 1 

0 Riser of To-morrow, I uplift 

Mine eyes, and thee I follow, as the 

night 

Wnnes into morning, tind the dawn- 
ing light 

Broadens, and all the shadows fade 
nnd shift ' 

1 follow, follow, where thy waters run 

Through unfrequented, unfaniiluar 

fields. 

Fragrant with flowers and musical 
with song, [sun 

Still follow follow sure to meet the 

And confident, that what the future 

i yields 

Will be the right, unless myself be 
w rong 

III 

\ FT not in \am, O Ritcr of Vesterday, 

Tlirough chasms of darkness to the 
deep descending 

I heard thee sobbing in the rain, nnd 
blending 

Tliy toica with other voices far 
away 

I called to thee, and yet thou wouldst 
not sta\ 

But turbulent, and with thyself con 
tending. 

And torrent like thy force on peb- 
bles spending, 

Thou wouldst not listen to a poet s 
lay 

Thoughts like a loud and sudden rush 
of wings 

Regrets and recollections of things 
post, 

Wth hints nnd prophecies of things 
to be 

And inspirations, which, could they 
be things. 

And stay with us and wc could hold 
them fast 

Were onr good angels — these I owe 
to thee. 


And 


IV 


thou, O River of To-morrow, 
flowing 

Between thy narrow adamantine 
walls 

But beautiful, and white with water- 
falU 

And wreaths of mist like hands, the 
pathway showing , 


286 




SONNETS 


I hear the trunipets of the morning 
blouing, 

1 hear Ihv mighty voice, that calls 
and calls [halls, 

And sec, as Ossian saw m Moiaam s 
Mjsterious phantoms, coming, beck- 
oning, going ! 

It is the m>stery of the unknown 
Tliat fascinates us , wc are children 
still 

Wayward and wistful , with one 
hand wc cling 

To thcfamiliar things wc call our own, 
And wnh the other, resolute of will, 
Grope in the dark for what the daj 
wall bnng 


BOSION 

St Potolph s to\v\ ' Hiilier across 
the plains 

And fens of Lincolnshire, in garb 
austere 

There came a Sa\on monk, and 
founded here 

A Pnoiy, pillaged by marauding 
Danes, 

So that thereof no vestige now re- 
mains , 

Onlj a name, that, spoken loud and 
dear, 

And echoed in another hemisphere, 

Survaves the sculptured walls and 
painted panes 

St. Botolph s Town 1 Far over leagues 
of land 

And leagues of sea looks forth its 
noble tower, 

And far around the chiming bells 
are heard 

So may that sacred name for ever 
stand 

A landmark, and a sjmbol of the 
power 

That lies concentred in a single 
word 


ST JOHNS, CAMBRIDGE 

STAND beneath the tree, whose 
branches shade 

Thy western window. Chapel of Sf 
John 1 

And hear its leaves repeat their 
benison 

On him, whose hand thy stones me 
morial laid , 
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Then I remember one of whom was 
said 

In the world's darkest hour, “Be- 
hold thy son 1 ’ 

And sec him living still, and wan- 
denng on 

And waiting for the advent long 
delajed 

Not only tongues of the apostles teach 

Lessons of love and light, but these 
expanding 

And shcltenng boughs with all thur 
leaves implore 

And say in Uncage clear as human 
speech, 

“The pence of God that passeth 
underslandmg. 

Be and abide with you for ever- 
more 1 




MOODS 

O THAT a Song vv ould sing itself to me 

Out of the heart of Nature, or the 
heart 

Of man, the child of Nature, not of 
Art 

Fresh as the morning, salt as the 
salt sea. 

With just enough of bitterness to be 

A medicine to this sluggish mood, 
and start 

The life-blood m my veins, and so 
impart 

Healing and help m this dull 
letharg) 

Alas ' not always doth the breath of 
song 

Breathe on us It is like the wand 
that bloweth 

At Its own vv ill, not ours, nor tames 
long, 

Wc hear the sound thereof, but no 
man knovveth 

From whence it comes, so sudden 
and swift and strong. 

Nor whither in its wayward course 
It goeth 


WOODSTOCK PARK 

Here m a httle rustic hermitage 
Alfred the Saxon King, Alfred the 
Great. 

Postponed the cares of kingcraft to 
translate [sage. 

The Consolations of the Rom an 
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Here Geoffrey Onuccr m his npc old 

Wrote tlie unnvallcd Talcs, which 
soon or late 

The \enturous hand that stnics to 
imitate 

Vanquished must fall on the un- 
tmishcd page. , , i. 

Two kings were thc>, who rulcU iw 
right di\ me 

And both supreme , one in the realm 
of Truth, 

One in the realm of Tiction and ot 
WTiat pnnce hereditary of their line 
Uprising in the strength and flush 
of jouth 

Their glory shall inhcnt and pro- 
long^ 

THE FOUR PRINCESSES AT 
WIEN’ \ 

A PHOTOGRAPH 

Sweet faces th it from pictured case- 
ments lean 

As from a casUc tnndow, looking 
down 

On some gay pageant passing 
through a town, 

Yourselves the fairest figures in the 
scene , 

With what a gentle grace, walh what 
serene 

Unconsciousness )C wear the triple 
crown 

Of youth and beauty and the fair 
renown 

Of a great name that neer hath 
tarnished been 1 

From jour soft ejes so innocent and 
sweet 

Four spints, sweet and innocent as 
the). 

Gaze on the world below, the skj 
above , 

Hark ’ there is some one singing in 
the street , 

‘ Faith, Hope, and Lovel these 
three he seems to saj , 

" These three and the greatest of 
the three is Lota:. 


Tlie secret annit ersanes of the heart. 
When the full nver of fcding on- 
flows , — , , .t. 

Tlie hajipy daj-s unclouded to thar 

The sitddc'n joj s tliat out of darkness 
start , , 

As flames from ashes , swift desires 
tint dart , 

Like swallows singing down each 
wind th.at blows 1 

WTutc as the gleam of a reeling sail 
While ns a cloud that floats and 
fades in air. 

White as the whitest lily on the 
stream. 

These lender memories arc ,— a i airy 
Tale , , , 

Of some cncEantcd land we know 
not where 

But lotxlj as a landscape m a dream. 


WAPENTAKE 
TO ALFRED TEbNTSOS 

Poet 1 I come to toucli Uij lance 
wath mine , . , , j 

Not ns a knight, who on the listed 
field . ^ 

Of tourney touched his ndtersary s 
shield 

In token of defiance but in sign 
Of homage to the mastery, which is 
thine, „ . , 

In English song , nor wall I keep 
concealed , 

And voiceless as a nvailet frost-con- 
cealed, 

M) admiration for thy verse divine. 
Not of the howling dervishes of s<mg. 
t\Tio craze the brain wath their 
dchnoiis dance 

Art thou, O sweet lustonan of the 
heart 1 

Therefore to thee the laUrcl-lcavas 
belong 

To thee our love and our allegiance. 
For thy allegiance to the poets art 


HOLIDAYS 

The hohest of all holidays arc those 
Kept by ourselves in silence and 
apart. 


THE BROKEN O^R. 

Once upon Iceland s solitary strand 
A poet wandered w ith his book and 


pen. 

Seeking some final 
sweet Amen, 


word, some 
2SS 
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^^^lerew jth to dose the volumcm his 
liond 

The billows rolled and plunged upon 
the sand, 

I ho circling sea gulls swept beyond 
his ken, 

And from the parting doud-rack 
now and then 

Flashed 'he red sunset oversea and 
and 


Then by the billows at his feet was 
tossed 

A broken oar , and carved thereon 
he rend, 

“ Oft was I wear)’, when I toiled at 
thee, ’ post, 

And hke a man, who findeth wliat was 

He wTote the words, then lifted up 
his head [sea. 

And dung his useless pen into the 




VIRGIL’S FIRST ECLOGUE 

MFUnCFUS 

Timius, thou in the shade of a spreading beech tree reclining, 
Meditatest, with slender pipe the Muse of the woodlands. 

We our countr) s bounds and pleasant pastures relinquish. 

We our country 11) , thou, 1 lUaais, stretched m the shadow, 
Tcachcst the woods to resound watli the name of the fair Amatyllis, 

TmTtus 

O Jifcliboeus, a god for us tins leisure created, 

For he will be unto mo a god for eter , his altar 
Oftentimes shall imbue a tender lamb from our shcepfolds 
He, my heifers to wander at large, and myself, as thou scest. 

On my rustic reed to pia) what L will, hath permitted 

MFUDCEUS 

Truly I env) not, I man el rithcr on nil sides 

In nil the fidds is such trouble Behold, my goats I am driving, 

Henitsick further away this one scarce, Tityrus, lead I , 

For having here yeaned twins just now among the dense hazels, 
Hope of the flock ah me < on the naked flint she hath left them. 
Often this eiil to me if ni) mind and not been insensate, 

Oak trees stneken by heaven predicted as now 1 remember , 

Often the sinister crow from the hollow ilex predicted. 

Nevertheless, who tins god ma) be, O TIt)rus, tell me. 

TITV RUS 

O Mcllboeus, the city that they call Rome I imagined. 

Foolish 1 1 to be like this of ours, where often vve shepherds 
Wonted are to drive down of our ewes the delicate offspring 
Thus whelps like unto dogs had I knovvai, and kids to their mothers 
Tlius to compare great things with small had I been accustomed 
But this among other cities its head as far hath exalted 
As the cypresses do among the lissome viburnums. 

MEI I BO- us 

And what so great occasion of seeing Pome hath possessed thee? 

TITYRUS 

Liberty, which, though late, looked upon me in my inertness. 

After the time when my beard fell whiter from me in shaving, — 

Yet she looked upon me, and came to me after a long while, 
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Since Amorjllis posscs'cs nnd Gnhlcii Inth lefc me 
For 1 will c\en confess lint v Ink (j-ihlc-i pos-cssnl me 
KcUber care of m\ flock nor hope of libcrtj V'ls ujtrc 
Thougb from m> nnltlcd folds there t ent foMh min; n nctim, 

And the unctuous cheese wis prcs'^cd for the cits nngntcful 
Neter did m; rlqhl Inncl ixlum home hem uith moncj 

Ml t inn tis 

I hi\c uondcred uh) snd thou mtoh.^t the pods \nn^l!ts, 

And for whom thou duht sufu r (he ipples to hinf on the bmnclies I 
Tit)Tus hence \ ns ibscni 1 I lice I it)Tus even the pine trees 
Thee, the Nxr; founinins, the \ct> copses were csiUmp 

TJTtrus. 

Wuit could I do? No pot cr hid I to crcipc from mt bontbijc, 

Nor hid I power clscvvlicn. to rcco^ne potlsso propitious 
Here 1 beheld that \oulli in whom trtch jcir Mchbocus, 

During iwjce six dijss x'cend' the smol t of our nlt-irs 

Here first Rite he respon'® to tiie 'ol utmp fntoiir 

" Feed us before jour lit-ifcrs, jc Ijojs ind jol c ttj> jo ir btillochs. 

Mri inrtis 

Fortimitc old man I So then thj fields will lie left thee 
And large enough for tlicc thou naV cd *tonr and the mirt'h 
All th) pasture lands with the drepK) luth inij cncomp.iss. 

No umccustonicd food tin gravid ewes shill ctidinpcr. 

Nor of the neighlxmnng (foci tin dire to uipon infect them, 
rortunitc old man 1 1 Itrt imonn finiilnr nters 
And these sacred founts sliiU thou tile the ♦Indov v coolness 
On this side a hedge along the ncirhbounnt cross road, 

\\Ticro Hvblaan bees ever feed on the flower of the willow'. 

Often with gentle susumis to fil' isictp sliall pcrsindc thee 
Yonder beneath the high rocl the pnincr shall sing to the brccics, 

Nor meanwhile sliall thy bran s iMight the hoatsc wood pigeons. 

Nor the turtle-dove cease to mourn from aerial elm trees. 

TITl RUS 

Therefore the agile slags shall sooner feed in the ether, 

And the billov "s leave the fi'lics bare on the sea ^hore 
Sooner the border lands of IkuIi overpassed, shall tlie exiled 
Parthian dnnl of the Soane or the German drmk of the Tlgns, 

Than the face of him shall glide nwnj from nn bosom I 

Mruco-us 

But we hence shall go a part to the thirsty Afnes 
Part to Sejahia come and the rapid Cretan Oaxes, 

And to the Bntons from all (he universe uttcrlj sundered 
Ah, shall I ever a long time hence the Ixmnds of my country 
And the roof of nij lowly cottage covared with greensward 
^ing with wonder behold — mj kingdoms n handful of wheat-eats 
bhall an impious soldier possess these lands newly ciiltiircd. 

And these fields of com a barbarian ? l,o \ hither direord 
(-'* 1 !? brought 1 for whom our fields we have planted 1 

Mehbccus, thj pear-trees now, put in order thj vineyards , 

Co, my goats, go hence luj flock so happv alorcuml 

outstretched m my verdurous cavern 
ShaU 1 bdiold you afar from the bushy precipice hanging 
Songs no more shall 1 sing . not vvaihVe ^ vLr shepherd. 

Shaft ye browse on the bitter wftlotv or blooming laburnum 


THANSLATTONS 


TITVRUS 

Nc\Trthclcss tins nipht loscthcr with me ennst thou rest thee 
Here on the \trdint lettes , for us there are mcllowang apples, 
Chestnuts soft to the touch, and clouted cream in abundance , 
And the lii£;h roofs now of the villages smoke in the distance. 
And from tlie loftj mountains are falling larger the shadows 


OVID IN EXILE, 

AT TO'IIS, IV HESSARAOIA, NEAR THE MOUTHS OF THE DjVNUBE 
Tristia, Book in Elegy X 

Shoulo anj one tlicrc m Rome remember Ovad the exile. 

And without me, mj name still m the cit> survive , 

Tell him that under stars which never set in the ocean 
I Vn existing still, here in a barbarous land 

Fierce Sarmatians encompass me round, and the Bessi and Getm 
Names how unworthj to be sung by a genius like mine ' 

Vet when the air is warm, intervening Istcr defends us 
He ns he flows, repels inroads of war with his waves 

But when the dismal winter reveals its hideous aspect, 

Wien all the earth becomes white with a marble-llkc frost , 

And vvl cn Boreas is loosed, and the snow hurled under Arcturus, 

Then these nations, in sooth, shudder and shiver with cold 

Deep lies the snow and neither the sun nor the ram can dissolve it , 

Boreas hardens it still, makes it for ever remain 

Hence, ere the first has melted avvav another succeeds it. 

And two jears it is wont, in many places, to lie 

And so great is the power of the North-wind awakened it levels 
Lofty towers with the ground, roofs uplifted bears off 

Wrapped in skins, and with trousers sewed, they contend with the weather, 
And llieir faces alone of the whole body ate seen 

Often their tresses, when shaken, with pendent icicles tinkle. 

And their whitcncrl beards shine with the gathenng frost. 

Wines consolidate stand, preservang the form of the vessels , 

No more drauglits of wane — pieces presented ihev dnnk. 

Why should I tell you how all the rivers arc frozen and solid. 

And from out of the lake fmngiblc water is dug? 

Ister — no narrower stre-am than the nver that bears the pap 3 TUS, — 

V hicli through its man> moutlis mingles its waves with the deep , 

Ister. with hardening wands, congeals its cerulean waters. 

Under a roof of ice, w inding its way to the sea 

There where ships have sailed men go on foot , and the billows. 

Solid made b) the frost, hoof beats of horses indent 

Over unwonted bridges, with water gliding beneath them. 

The SarmaUan steers drag their barbarian carts. 

Scarcely shall I be believed , yet when naught is gained by a falsehood. 
Absolute credence then should to a witness be given 

1 have beheld the vast Black Sea of ice all compacted, 

And a slippery crust pressing its motionless tides 
291 


D 2 


LONGFELLOU^S POETICAL WORXS 


Tis not enough to ha\c seen, I have trodden this indurate ocean , 

Dry shod passed m) foot o\cr its uppermost untc. 

If thou hadst had of ofd such a sea as this is, Lcander ' 

Then th> death h id not been charged as a cnnie to the btrait 

Nor can the cun fed dolphins uplift themsehes from the u-atcr , 

All their stnigglcs to nse merciless \nnlcr prevents , 

And though Boreas sound with roar of wangs in commotion, 

In the blockaded gulf never a wave will there be , 

And the ships will stand hemmed in bj the frost as in marble, 

Nor wall the oar have power through the stiff waters to cleave. 

Fast bound in the ice have I seen the fishes adhering 
Yet notwillistanding this some of them sbll were alive. 

Hence if the savage strength of omnipotent Boreas freezes 
\^^lether the salt sea wave whether the refluent stream, — 

Straightway, — the Istcr made level bv and blasts of the North-wmd, — 
Comes the barbanc foe borne on his svvaft-footed steed , 


Foe that powerful made bv his steed and his far-fivang arrows, 

All the neighbounng land void of inhabitants makes 
Some take flight and none being left to defend their possessions, 
UnprotectSi their goods pillage and plunder become , 

Cattle and aeaking carte the little wealth of the country. 

And what nches beside indigent peasants possess 

Some as captives are driven along their hands bound behind them, 
Looking backward in vain toward their Lares and lands 

Others transfixed wath barbed arrows in agon> pensh 
For the swift arrow-heads all have in poison been dipped. 

What they cannot cany or lead away they demolish, 

And the hostile flames bum up the innocent cots 

Even when there is peace the fear of war is impending , 

None with the ploughshare pressed, furrows the soil any more. 
Either this region sees or fears a foe tint it sees not. 

And the sluggish land slumbers m utter neglect. 

No sweet grape lies hidden here in the shade of its vine leaves. 

No fermenting must fills and overflows the deep vats 

Apples the region denies , nor would Acontius liav c found here 
Aught upon which to vvtUc words for his mistress to read 

N^ed and birren plains without leaves or trees we behold here,— 
rlaces alas 1 unto which no happv man would repair 

Since then this might) orh lies open so wide upon all sides. 

Has this region been found onl) mj prison to be? 


Tristia, Book III Eleg) XII 

Wmmr “’'1 '‘"d ‘1’= i car being ended, 

Wmter Mmouan seems longer tlian ever before , 

unsafely the burden of Helle, 

w makes the hours of the dav equal with those of the mghL 

^\^h ’^“Shing girls the violet gather, 

^Vh^ch the fields bnng forth, nobody sowing the seed 
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TRANSLATIONS 


Now the meadows are blooming with flowers of vanous colours. 

And with untaught throats carol the garrulous birds 

Now the swallow, to shun the crime of her merciless mother, 

Under the rafters builds cradles and dear little homes , 

And the blade that lay hid, covered up m the furrows of Ceres, 

Now from the tepid ground ruses its delicate head 

Where there is ever a vine, the bud shoots forth from the tend.aTs, 

But from the Getic shore distant afar is the vine 1 

Where there is ever a tree, on the tree the branches are sw riling, 

But from the Getic land distant afar is the tree ! 

Now It IS holiday there m Rome, and to games m due order 
Give place the wndy wars of the vociferous bar 

Now they are riding the horses , with light arms now they are playing 
Now wath the ball, and now round rolls the swift-flymg hoop , 

Now, when the young athlete wilh flowang oil is anointed. 

He m the Virgin s Fount bathes, overweaned, his hmbs 

Thnves the stage , and appl lusc, wath voices at vanance, thunders. 
And the Theatres three for the three Forums resound 

Four times happy is he, and limes without number is happy, 

Who tlie city of Rome, uninterdictcd, enjoys 

But all I see is the snow m the vernal sunshine dissohang. 

And the waters no more delved from the indurate lake. 

Nor IS the sea now frozen, nor as before o cr the Ister 
Comes the Sarmatian boor drrnng his sindulous cart 

Hitherward, nevcrtliclcss some keels already arcsteenng. 

And on this Pontic shore ahen vessels will be. 

Eagerly shall I run to the sailor, and, havmg saluted, 

■'A'ho he may be, I shall ask , wherefore and whence he hath come. 

Strange indeed wall it be, if he come not from regions adjacent. 

And incautious unless ploughing the neighbounng sea. 

Rarely a manner over the deep from Italy passes 
Rardy he comes to these shores, wholly of harbours devoid 

Whether he knoweth Greek, or whether in Latin he speaketh, 

Surdy on this account he the more welcome will be 

Also perchance from the mouth of the Strait and the waters Propontic, 
Unto the steady South-wind, some one is spreading his sails 

Whosoever he is, the new's he can faithfully tell me, 

Wiich may become a part and an approach to the truth 

He, I pray, may be able to tell me the tnumphs of Caesar, 

Which he has heard of, and vows paid to the Latian Jove , 

And that thy sorrowful head, Germania thou, the rebellious, 

Under the feet, at last, of the Great Captain hast laid 

Whoso shall tell me these things, that not to hav'c seen wall afihet me 
Fortliwith unto my house wdeomed as guest shall he be 

Woe IS me ! Is the house of Ovid in Scythian lands now ? 

And doth punishment now give me its place for a home ? 

Grant, ye gods, that Caesar make this not my house and mj homestead. 
But decree it to be only the inn of my pain. 


LONGFELLOU''S POL PIC AL WORKS 


ON THE TERRACE OF THE 
AIGA LADES 

FROM THE FRENCH OF MfeRY 

From tins high portal, Mhcrc up- 
spnngs 

The roic to touch our hands in pH), 
Wc nt a glance behold three things — 
The Sea, the Town, and the Highua) 

And the Sea says My shipwrecks 
fear , 

I droiTO m) best friends in Uic deep , 
And those who braved my tempests, 
here 

Among m) sea weeds he asleep 1 

The Town saj-s I am filled and 
fraught 

With tumult and w ith smoke and care 
My da) s w itli toil are o\ erw roiight. 
And in my nights I gasp for air 

The Highway sa)s M) wheel tracks 
guide 

To the pale climates of the North 
Where my last milestone stands abide 
The people to their death gone forth 

Here in the shade, this life of ours. 
Full of dcliaous au, glides by 
Amid a multitude of flowers 
As countless as the stars on high , 

Thi^e red tiled roofs, this fruitful soil 
Bathed with an azure all divane 
Where springs the tree that gives us 

Oil 

The grape that givetli us the wine 


Beneath llicse mountains stnppcd 
trees j-Q , 

mose tops with flowers ate cover 
Where spnngtime of the Hcspcndc 
xiegins blit, cndcth nc^ cmiorc , 

^dcr these leafy vaults and walls, 
Sat Scntlc sleep persuade, 
S'® taujtiovv of the waterfalls, 
mingled mist and sunshine madi 

f all mvitci 

We live our languid life apart , 

The Wi'w Wesdehghis, 
he festival of sense and hiart , 

^hmpid space of time prolong, 
a^ht to morrow in to-da) 

passing throng 
The Sea the Town, and the Higlnv 


TO MV BROOKLEl 

FROM THE FRl NCIt OF DUCIS 

T ilou brooklet, all unknown to song, 
Hid in tlic covert of the wood ! 

\h, vt-s, like thee I fear the throng, 
Like thee I love the solitude 

0 brooklet, let m) sorrows post 
Lie all forgotten in their graves. 

Till in ni) thoughts remain at last 
Only th) peace, th) flowers, thy 

waves 

Tlichlv b) thv margin waits — 

Tlic nightingale, the marguerite , 

In shadow here he meditates 
j His nest his love his music sweet 

Near thee the self collected soul 

1 Knows nought of error or of crime 
Th) waters murmunng as thev roll, 
Transform Ins nmsings into rhyme. 

Ml, when on bnght autumnal eves, 
Rtirsmng still thv course, slrnll I 
List the soft shudder of the loaves, 
And hear the lapwing s plaintive cry ? 

/S A J ^ r 

BARLGES 

FROM THF FRENCH OF LFFRANC DE 
I’OMI’IONAN 

llFAaFyou ye cold mountain chains. 
Dwelling of vvarnors stark and frorc 1 
You may these cv cs behold no more. 
Save on the honzon of our plains. 

Vanish, yefnghtful, gloomy vaevvv ! 
Ye rocks that mount up to the clouds 1 
Of skies enwrapped in misty shrouds, 
InipracUcable avtnuds 1 

torrents that with might and main 
Break pathways through the rocky 
walls 

With your icmfic waterfalls 
Fatigue no more my weary brain 1 

Arise, ye landscapes full of ebarms. 
Arise y c pictures of delight I 
Ye brooks, that water in your flight 
The flow ers and horv csts of our farms 1 

^o^ I perceive, ye meadows green, 

\\ here the Garonne the lowland fills, 
Not for from that long chain of hills, 
With intermingled vales between 

Yon wreath of smoke, that mounts so 
high, [come 

Meihinks firom my own hearth must 
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With speed to that bclovid home, 
Fly, yc too lazy coursers, fly 1 

And bear me thither, where the soul 
In quiet m ly itself possess, 

Wiere nil things soothe the rtunds 
distress 

Wlierc all things teach me and console 

FORSAKEN 
FROM THE GERMAN 
Something the heart must have to 
cherish, 

Must love and joy and sorrow learn. 
Something with passion clasp, or 
pensh. 

And in itself to ashes bum 

So to this child my heart is clinging. 
And Its frank eyes, with look 
intense, 

Me from a w orld of sm arc bringing 
Back to a world of innocence 

Disdain must thou endure for ever , 
Strong may thy heart in danger be I 


Thou shalt not fail 1 but ah, be never 
False as thy father was to me. 

Never will I forsake thee, faithless. 
And thou thy mother ne cr forsake, 
Until her lips are white and breath- 
less. 

Until m death her eyes sliall break. 
ALLAH 

FROM THE GERMAN OF MAHEMANN 

Allah gives light m darkness, 

Allah gives rest in pom, 

Cheeks that are white with weeping 
Allah paints red again 

The flowers and the blossoms wither. 
Years vanish with flying feet , 

But my heart will live on for ever. 

That here in sadness beak 

Gladly to Allah s dwelling 
Yonder would I Lake flight , 

There will the darkness vanish, 

There will my eyes have sight 


AND 

A CANZONE, FROM THE ITALIAN OF MICHAEL ANGELO 


[The roIIowinK tnndnlions are from the poem of Michael Anpelo os rew^ed b> his nephew 
Michael Angelo the Younger, and were made before the publication of the onginal text b/ 
Guasti 1 


THE ARTIS 1 

Nothing tlie greatest nrUst can con- 
ceive 

Tliat evdry marble block doth not 
confine 

Within Itself , and only its design 
The hand that follows intellect can 
achieve 

The ill I flee, the good that I believe. 
In thee, fair lady, lofty and divine. 
Thus hidden he , and so tliat death 
be mine 

Art, of desired success, dotli me 
bereave. 

Love IS not guilty, then, nor thy fmr 
face, 
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Nor fortune, cruelty, nor groat dis- 
dain. 

Of my disgrace, nor chance nor 
destiny. 

If in thy heart both deatli and love 
find place « [brain. 

At the same time, and if my humble 
Burning, can nothing draw but 
death from thee 

•V r. rx ^ 

H 

FIRE 

Not without fire can any workman 
mould 

The iron to his preconceived design. 
Nor can the artist witliout fire refine 


LOmFLlXQW'S POLTICAL WORKS 


And punfy from -dl its dross the 
gold 1 

Nor can rewe tlic phoeniN, n-c nrc 
told, 


rhe common harbour, where must 
rendered Ik; 

Account of all the actions of the 
ptst 


Except b) fire. Hence if such death Ihcimpissioned phantasy, tliat, taguc 


be mine 

I hope to rise again \nth the dntne, 
Whom death lugmcnts, and time 
cannot make old 

O sweet, sweet death 1 O fortunate fire 
that bums 

Within me still torenocatemy days. 
Though I am almost numbered with 
the dead 1 

If by Its nature unto heaven returns 
Tins element, me, kmdied m its 
blare, 

Will It be.ar upward when my life is 
fled 


\OUTH AND AGE. 

0 GIVE me back the da\s when loose 
and free 


and tast. 

Made art an idol and a king to me. 
Was an illusion, and but vanity 
Were- the desires that lurtal me and 
haras'-cd 

Tlic dreams of Joic, that were so 
sweet of yore, 

I\hat arc tlitj non, when twti 
deaths may Th. mine, — 

One sun. nntl one forccasung its 
alarms ? 

Painung and sculpture s.atisfy no more 
T he soul now turning to the Leva: 
Divine, 

Tint opal, to embrace us, on the 
cross its amis. 


TO VITTORIA COLONNA 


To my blind passion were the curb Ladi, how can it chance — ^yci ihisvvc 


and rein see 

O give mo back the angelic fact In long experience — that will longer 
again, ) ist [vast 

Wth which all virtue buned seems A living Image carvrd from quarries 
to be I J han its own maker, vvlio dies pre- 

O give my panting footsteps back to scntly ? 

tne 

Tliat are m age so slow and fraught Cause yaeldtth to cfiTcci if this so 1« 

_ .t ^ o Ann r-vpn rvntiirr* in Art Xlir- 


with p.ain 

And fire and moisture m the heart 
and brain. 

If thou vvouldsl have mo bum and 
weep for thee I 

If It be true thou hvcsl alone, Amor, 

On the sweet-bitter tears of human 
hearts. 

In an old man thou canst not wake 
desire , 

Souls that havm almost reached the 
other shore 

Of a diviner love should feel the 
darts, j 

And be as tinder to a holier fire 


And even Isaturc is by Art sur- 
passed 

This know I, who to ‘\rt have given 
the past 

Rut see that Time is breaking faith 
with me. 

Perhaps on both of us long life can I ' 
Lither in colour or in stone bestow 
By now portraving c.acli in look and 
mien , 

So that a thousand years after we die, 
How fair thou vvast, and I how full 
of woe. 

And wherefore 1 so lov cd thee, may 
be seen 


iv ^ J 

rUE courJ^Jif ™ VITTORIA COLONNI. 

reached at 12t, pnme mover of my many 

In f^le bark o er a tempestuous Hcav4 took through death from 

out her earthly place, 


si: KEN SONNE IS 


Nature, that never made so fair a 
face, 

Remained ashamed, and tears were in 
'll! eyes [ones I 

O fate, unheeding my impassioned 

0 hopes fallacious 1 O thou spint 

of grace, 

Where irt thou now ? Earth holds 
m its embrace 

Thy lovely limbs, thy holy thoughts 
the skies ' 

Vainly did cruel death attempt to stay ! 

1 he rumour of thy vartuous renown, 
Tliat Lethe s waters could not wash 

away 1 

A thousand leaves, since he bath 
stneken thee down. 

Speak of tlice, nor to thee could 
Heaven convoy 

Except through death, a refuge and 
a crown 


CANZONE 

All me 1 ah me 1 when thinking ol 
the years, 

rhev'anishcd years, alas, I do not find 

Among them all one day that was my 
own ! 

Fallacious hopies, desires of the un- 
known. 

Lamenting, loving, burning, and in 
tears 

{For human passions all have stirred 
my mind). 

Have held me, now I feel and know, 
confined 

Both from the true and good still far 
away 

I pensh day by day 

The sunshine fails, the shadows grow 
more dreary, 

And I am near to fall, infirm and 
weary 


VIi 

DANTE 

What should be said of him cannot 
be said , 

By too great splendour is his name 
attended , [offended, 

To blame is easier those who him 
Than reach the faintest glory round | 
him shed I 

This m in descended to the doomed ! 
nnd dead 

For our instruction then to God ; 
ascended 

Heaven opened wide to him its 
portals splendid, 

Who from his country s, closed 
against him, fled 

Ungrateful land ! To its own pre- 
judice ] 

Nurse of his fortunes , and this : 

showeth well, I 

That the most perfect most of gnef 
shall sec 

Among a thousand proofs let one 
suffice, 

lliat as his exile hath no parallel 
Ne’er walked the earth a greater 
man than he 


SONNET 

ON MRS XEAfBLrS READINGS FROAI 
SHAkESPEARE. 

O PRECIOUS evenings 1 all too swiftly 
sped 1 

Leaving us heirs to amplest hen- 
tages 

Of all the best thoughts of the 
greatest sages, 

And giving tongues unto the silent 
dead I 

How our hearts glowed and trembled 
as she read, 

Interpreting by tones the wondrous 
pages 

Of the great Poet who foreruns the 
ages. 

Anticipating all that shall be said ! 

O happy reader 1 havang for thy text 

The magic book, whose Sibylline 
leaves liave caught 

The mrest essence of all human 
thought ’ 

O happy Poet 1 by no cntic vext 1 

How must thy listening spint now 
rejoice 

To be interpreted by such a v oicc 1 
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<li>ales of a Manstbi Ifnir. 

1863 

PRELUDE— THE WAYSIDE INN 


One Autumn night, m Sudbury town 
A^ss the meadows bare and brown! 
the windows of the tvaj'side nm 
Olcamed red with fire hght throu<^h 
thclearcs 

W woodbine lianging from the ea\es 
ihetr enmson curtains rent and thin 

ancient is this hostelry 
'a Ac land ma> be, 

Mt In the old colonial day 

^ ^ E^^er waj . 

A 14 ?"’?'«■ Iiospitality , ^ 

Hobgobhn Hall 
Now somewhat fallen to decay 
Y I A Mcathcr-Etains upon the wall 


And stairwaj-s worn, and crazy doors. 
And crealong and uneven floors, 

^nd chimneys huge, and tiled and talL 
A region of repose it seems 
A place of slumber and of dreams. 
Remote among the wooded hills 1 
For tliere no noisy railway speeds 
Its torch-race scattenng smoke and 
gleeds 

But noon and night, the panting 
teams 

Stop under the great oaks that thrown 
Tangles of hght and shade below 
Un roofs and doors and window-sills. 
A^oss the road the bams display 
I neir lines of stalk their mows of hay. 




TALES OF A t FA VS WE INN 


Through the wide doors the breezes 
blow, , 

The witiled cocks strut to iind fro. 
\nd Inlf cHheed b) nin nnd shine, 
The Red Horse brunccs on the sign 
Round tins old-fislnoncd, ejuamt 
nbodc 

Deep silence reigned, sa,\c when a 

... . 


Around the fireside at their tsisc 
There sata group of fnends entranced 
With the delicious melodics , 

Who from the far off noisy town 
Had to the wayside inn come down. 
To rest beneath its old oak trees 
Tlic fire light on their faces glanced, 
Their shadows on the wainscot 
danced, 


Went rushing dowai the country road. And, tliough’of different lands nnd 
And skeletons of Ica\cs and dust, speech, 

A moment quickened by its breath. Each had his talc to tell, and each 
Shuddered and danced their dance of Wasanaious to be pleased and please 
death, And while the sweet musician plays. 

And through the ancient oaks o or- Let me m outline sketch them all, 
head Perchance uncouthly ns the blaze 

Mjstcriotis toiccs moaned and fled. With its uncertain touch portrays 
nut from the mrlour of the inn shadow) semblance on the wadi 


death, 

And through the ancient oaks ocr- 
hcad 

Mjstcriotis toiccs moaned and fled. 

nut from the parlour of the inn 
A pleasant murmur smote the car. 
Like water rushing through a weir , 
Oft intcmiptcd by the din 
Of laughter and of loud applause. 
And, in each inttnening pause. 

The music of a vaolin 

Tin, fire-light, shedding oier all 

The splendour of its ruddj glow, 


But first the Landlord will I trace , 
Oravc in his aspect and attire , 

A man of ancient pedigree, 

A Justice of the Peace was he, 

Knowai in all Sudbuiy os "The 
Squire " 

Proud was he of his name and race, 


a lie sp enuour oi us ruuuj glow Sir William and Sir Hugh, 

nilcd th^sholeparlour large and low, « 

1 gleamed on wainscot and on wall, ^,3 ^ 

If iiilH •Vinn - ' 


It touched with more than wonted 
grace 

Fair Wnccss ^farj’s pictured face , 

It bronzed the rafters overhead. 

On the old spinets ivorj keys 
It plajed inaudible melodies 


glazed, 

Upon tile wall m colours blazed , 

He bcarcth gules upon liis shield, 

A chevron Argent m the field, 

With three wolves heads, and for the 
crest 


It crovvned the sombre clock with w.v cm part-pcr-palc addressed 

Upon a helmet barred , below 
, the maker S -pi,„ ,-^-011 renrls. ' Rv the Df 


The hands, tlic hours, the makers 
And painted waili a livelier red 
nic I,andlord s coat-of-arms again , 
And flashing on the window-pane. 
Emblazoned with its light and shade 
Thejovaal rhjmcs, that still remain, 
Wni near a century ago 
By the great Major Molincau-v 
\^om Hawthorne has immortal 
made 

Before the blazing fire of wood 
Erect the rapt musician stood , 

And ever and anon he bent 
His head upon his instrument, 

And seemed to listen till he caught 
Confessions of Its secret thought, — 
The joy the tnumph, the lament, 

Tlic exultation and the pain , 
llicn, by the magic of his art 
He soothed tlic throbbings of its heart, 
And lulled it into peace again 
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The scroll reads, ' By the name of 
Howa" 

And over this, no longer bnght, 
Though glimmering w ith a latent light, 
Was hung thesw ord his grandsirc bore 
In the rebellious days of yore, 

Down there at Concord in die fight 

A youth was there, of quiet ways, 

A btudent of old books and days. 

To whom all tongues and lands were 
known, 

And jet a lover of his own , 

With many a social virtue graced. 

And jet a fnend of solitude , 

A man of such a genial mood 
The heart of all things he embraced 
And yet of such fastidious taste. 

He never found the best too good 
Booko were his passion and delight, 
And in liis upper room at home 
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Stood man) a rare and sumptuous 
tome, 

In teUum bound mtl) gold bedight, 
Great \x)lumes garmented in t\hite, 
Recalling Florence, Pisa, Rome. 

He loted the twilight tliat surrounds 
The border-land of old romance , 
^^^lere glitter hauocrk, helm, and 
Lance, [sounds 

And banner wntes and trumpet 
And ladies nde with hawk on wnst. 
And mighty wamors sweep along. 
Magnified b) the purple mist 
rhe dusk of centunes and of song 
The chronicles of Charlemagne 
Of Merlin and the Mort d Athurc, 
Mingled together in his brain 
With tales of Flores and Blanchefleur, 
Sir Fenimbras, Sir Eglamour 
Sir Launcclot Sir Morgadour, 

Sur Gu), Sir Bet is. Sir Gawain. 

A young Sicihan too was there , 

In sight of Etna bom and bred. 

Some breath of its volcanic air 
Was glowang in his heart and brain. 
And being rebellious to his hege. 

After Palermo s fatal siege 
Across the \vcstem seas he fled. 

In good king Bomba s happ) reign 
His face was like a summer night. 

All flooded with a dusky light , 

His hands were small , his teeth shone 
white 

As sea shells when he smiled or spoke , 
His sinews supple and strong as oak , 
Clean shaaen was he as a pnest 
MTio at the mass on Sunday sings. 
Save that upon his uppier lip 
His beard a good palms length at 
least 

Level and pointed at the tip 
^ot sidewa)-s like a swaUow s wings 
The poets read he o er and o cr 
And most of all the Immortal Four 
Of Ital) and next to those 
story telling bard of prose 
Who wrote the joyous Tuscan tales 
U1 the Decameron that make 
rocsole s green hills and \-ales 
Kemcmbercd for Boccaceio s sake 
Much too of music was his thought , 
;rae melodiK and measures fraught 
^th sunshine and the open mr, 

nr singing sea 

Of his beloved Sicily ® 

Md much It pleased him to peruse 
The songs of the Siahan muse, 


Bucohe songs by Meli sung 
In the familiar pleasant tongue. 

That made men say , ‘ ‘ Behold ! once 
more 

The pity ing gods to earth restore 
Theoentus of Syaacuse 1 

A Spanish Jew from Alicant 
With aspect grand and grave was 
there , 

Vender of silks and fabnes rare 
And attar of rose from the Levant 
Like an old Patnarch he appeared, 
Abrah im or Isaac or at least 
Some later Prophet or High Pnest, 
\Mth lustrous cy cs, and olive skin. 
And, w ildly tossed from cheeks and 
chin. 

The tumbling cataract of his beard 
His garments breathed a spicy scent 
Of cinnamon and sandal blent. 

Like the soft aromatic gales 
That meet the manner, who sails 
Through the Moluccas, and the seas 
That wash the 'shores of Celebes 
All stones that recorded arc 
By Pierre Alphonse ho knew by heart. 
And It was rumoured ho could say 
The P irablcs of Sandabar, 

And all tlie Fables of Pilpay , 

Or if not all the greater part ! 

Well versed was he in Hebrew books, 
Talmud and Targum and the lore 
Of Kabala , and evermore 
Tliere was a mystery in his looks 
His eyes seemed gazingfar away. 

As if m vision or in trance 
He heard the solemn sackbut play, 
Mid saw the Jewash maidens dance. 

A Tlieologian, from tlie school 
OfCambndgeontheCharles was there; 
Skilful ahke with tongpie and pen. 

He preached to all men everywhere 
The Gospel of the Golden Rule, 

The New Commandment given to men. 
Thinking the deed and not the creed. 
Would help us in our utmost need 
With reverent feet the earth he trod. 
Nor banished nature from his plan. 
But studied still with deep research 
To build the Universal Church, 

Lofty as in the love of God, 

And ample as tlie w ants of man 

A Poet, too was there, whose verse 
Was tender musical and terse , 

The inspiration, die delight. 

The gleam, the glory , the swaft flight 
^ \30O 
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Of llioiights "io Slidell n, that they seem 
The rcixhtions of a druani, 

All these were his , but with them 
caine 

Noenta of another s fame, 

He did not tmd lub slei-p less sweet 
h or music in some nciehbouriiif; street, 
Isor ruslhni; hear in citr) breue 
llic Laurels of Miltndcs 
Honour nnd bles5in"5 on his head 
While linn", food report when dead 
WTto not too eager for renown 
\cccpts, butdoesnotclutcli, the crowai ' 

T-ast the Musician, as he stood 
Illumined b\ that fire of wood , 

Fair- haired bluc-cicd, his .aspect 
bhtho, 

Hts figure tail nnd straight and lithe, 
And c\ eta feature of his face 
Revealing bis Norwegian race 
\ radiance, streaining from within 
\round his cv es nnd forehead beamed, 
TTie Angel with the violin. 

Painted b\ Raphael he seemed 

He lived in tint ideal world 

\\ hose language not speech, but 


song , 

Around him evermore the throng 
Of elves nnd sprites their dances 
whirled , 

Tlic Sinimharl sang, the cataract 
liurkd 

Its headlong waters from the licignt. 
And mingled In the wild dcliglit 
Thcatcrcjni of sea-birds in their flight. 
The rumour of the forest trees. 

Tile plunge of the implacable seas, 
Tile tumult of the wind at night. 
Voices of eld like trumpets blowing. 
Old ballads and wild melodics 
Tlirough mist and dnrkncss pouring 
forth 

Hike Hhv-agnr's river flowing 

Out of the glaciers of the North 


he in'tniincnl on which he plajed 
,’as m Cremona s worl shops made, 
y a great master of the past, 
re vet wns lost the art divine , 
ashioncd of maple and of pine, 

hat in fjrolian forests v-ast 

[ad rocked and wrestled with the 
blast , 

iVqulsitc was It in design, 
crfcct in each minutest part, 
marvel of the lutists nrt, 

,nd in its hollow chamber, thus, 
lie maker from whose hands it came 
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Had wTittcn his unnvalled name, — 
“Antonius Stradivarius 

And when he played, the atmosphere 
Was filled w itli magic, and the car 
Cauglit ccliocs of that Harp of Gold, 
Whose music had so weird a sound. 
The hunted stag forgot to bound, 
riic leaping mulct backward rolled. 
Tile birds came dow n from bush and 
tree. 

Tilt, dead came from beneath the sea, 
Tlic maiden to the harper s knee ! 

Tlie music ceased , the applause was 
loud 

Tlic pleased musician smiled and 
bow'd , 

The wood fire clapped its hands ol 
flame, 

The shadow s on the wainscot stirred, 
\nd from the harpsichord there came 
A ghostly murmur of acclaim, 

A sound like that sent dowm at night, 
By birds of passage in their flight 
From the remotest distance heard 

Tlicn silence followed , then Ixigan 
A clamour for the Landlord s talc,— 
The story promised them of old, 

They said but always left untold , 
And he, although a bashful man. 

And all his courage seemed to fail, 
rinding cacuse of no avail 
Aicldcd , nnd thus the story ran 


THE LANDLORDS TALE. 


PAUL REVERES RIDE. 

Listen, my children, and you shall 
hear 

Of tlie midnight ndc of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April, in Sev wty- 
Hardly a man is now alive (five , 
AVho remembers that famous day nnd 


year 

He said to his friend ” If the British 
march 

By land or sea from the tow n tonight. 
Hang a lantern aloft m the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal 


light, — 

r by land, and two, if by sea, 
on the opposite shore wiil be, 
r to ride and spread the alarm 
ich every Middlesex village and 
farm, 


ami, , J 

country-folk to be up nnd to 
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It tvas twel\ e by the village clock 
When he crossed the bridge into Med 
ford town 

He heard the erowang of the coek, 

And the barking of the farmer s dog, 
And felt the damp of the nver fog 
That nses after the sun goes down 

It was one b) the r illage cloek 
When he galloped into Le-vmrton 
He saa\ the gilded %\eathercock 
Si\im in the moonlight as he passed. 
And the meeUng house windows, 
blank and bare 

Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 

As if they already stood aghast 
At the bloody work they would look 
upon 

It was two by the \allage cloek 
Wien he came to the bridge in Con- 
cord town 

He heard the bleating of the flock, 

And the twitter of birds among the 
trees 

And felt the breath of the morning 
breeze 

Blowing o\ er the meadows brown 
And one wais safe and asleep in his 
bed 

Who at the bndge would be first to 

fan, 

Who that day would be lying dead, 
Pierced by a BnUsh niusket-balL 

You know the rest In the books y ou 
have read, 

How the Bntish Regulars fired and 
fled — 

How the fanners gave them ball for 
ball. 

From behind each fence and farmyard 
ivall 

Rasing the red-coats down the lane 
Then crossing the fields to emerge 
■again ^ 

Under the trees at the turn of the 
road, 

And only pausing to fire and load 

So through the night rode Paul Re 
acre , 

And so through the night went his cry 
of alarm ^ 

^ ^farm Milage and 

A cry of defiance and not of fear 
Atoice in the darkness, a knock at 
Inc door r • 

And a word that shaU echo fw et». 


For, borne on the night-tvind of the 
Past, 

Through all our history, to the last. 

In the hour of darkness and peril and 
need, 

The people tviU waken and hsten to 
hear 

The hurry ing hoof-lieats of tliat steed. 

And the midnight message of Paul 
Revere, 


INTERLUDE 

The Landlord ended thus his tale. 
Then nsing took down from its nail 
The sw ord that hung there, dim wth 
dust. 

And cleat ing to its sheath wath rust. 
And said, "This sword was in the 
fight ■ 

The Poet seized it, and e.vclaimed, 

‘ It IS the sword of a good knight 
Though home spun was his coat-of 
mail , 

WTiat matter if it be not named 
Toycusc, Colado, Durindale, 
Excalibar, or Aroundight, 

Or other name the books record ? 
Your ancestor, who bore this sword 
As Colonel of the Volunteers, 
Mounted upon his old grev mare, 

Seen here and there and everyathere 
To me a grander shape appears 
Than old Sir William, or what not 
Clinking about in foreign lands 
With iron gauntlets on his hands'. 

And on hrs head an iron pot ! 

All laughed the Landlord s face grew 
red 

As his escutcheon on the wall , 

He could not comprehend at all. 

The dnft of what the Poet said , 

For those who had been longest dead 
Were always greatest m his eyes , 

And he w as speechless wath surpnsc 
To see Sir Wilham s plumed head 
Brought to a level with the rest. 

And made the subject of a jesL 
And this perceiving to appease 
The Landlord s wrath, the others 
fears 

The Student said, with careless ease, 
"^e ladies and the cavahers, 

The arms, the loves, the courtesies, 
^e deeds of high empnse, I sing 1 
Thus Anosto says, in w ords 
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Tim ln\c the stately sindc and ring 
Of armed knights and clashing s\\ ords 
Now listen to the ndc I bring , 

Listen 1 though not to me belong 
The flowing draperies of his song, 
The words that rouse, the voice that 
charms 

The I^andlord s tale was one of arms. 
Only a talc of Io\e is mine. 

Blending the human and duine, 

A tale of the Decameron, told 
In P ilmicn’s garden old, 

By riamctla, laurel crowned, 

Wlnle her companions 1 ly around. 
And heard the intermingled sound 
Of airs that on their errands sped. 

And wald birds gossiping oicrhead. 
And lisp of Icaics, and fountain s fall. 
And her owai voice more sweet than 
all. 

Telling the talc, which, wanting these. 
Perchance may lose its powair to 
please. 


THE STUDENTS TALE 

Tlin FALCON OF SER FEDERICO 
ONE summer morning, when tlie sun 
was hot, 

Wearj witli labour in his garden plot. 
On a rude bench beneath liis cottage 
caves 

Scr Pedengo sat among tlic leaves 
Of a huge vane, that, with its arms 
outspread, 

Hung in delicious clusters overhead 
Below him, through the lovely valley, 

• flow cd 

TlicnvcrArno like a winding road. 
And from its banks were lifted high m 
air 

The spires and roofs of Elorence called 
the Fair , 

To him a marble tomb, that rose above 
His wasted fortunes and his buned 
love. 

For there in banquet and m tourna- 
ment. 

His wealth had lavished been, bis sub- 
stance spent 

To woo and lose, since ill his wooing 
sped, 

Monna Giovanna, w ho his rival wed. 
Yet ever in his fancy reigned supreme, 
The ideal woman of a young man's 
dream 

Tlien he withdrew , in pov erty and pain, 
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To this small farm, the last of his 
domain. 

His only comfort and his only care 
lo prune his vines, and plant the fig 
and pear , 

His only forester and only guest 
His falcon, faithful to him, when the 
rest, 

Wiosc vvalhng hands had found so 
light of yore 

Tile bmzcn knocker of his palace door. 
Had now no strength to lift the 
wooden latch, [thatch 

rhat entrance gave beneath a roof of 
Companion of his solitary ways, 

Pun cyor of his feasts on hohda} s. 

On hint this mclancholv man bestowed 
The love with which his nature over- 
flov.cd. 

And so the empty-handed jears went 
round. 

Vacant, though voiceful with prophetic 
sound. 

And so, that summer mom, he sat and 
mused [used. 

With folded, patient hands, ns lie was 
And dreamily before his half-closed 
sight 

Floated the vision of his lost dehght 
Beside him, mobonlcss, the drow^ 

I bird 

Dreamed of the chase, and m his 
slumber hoard 

Tlic sudden, sej the like sweep of 
wings, that dare 

Ihc headlong plunge thro' eddying 
gulfs of air, 

Then, starting broad awake upon his 
perch. 

Tinkled his bells, hke mass-beUs m a 
church, [say. 

And, looking at his master, seemed to 
■' Scr Fcdcrigo shall w e hunt to-day? 

Scr Fedengo thought not of the chase , 
The tender vision of her lovely face, 

I will not say he seems to see he secs 
In the leaf shadows of the trellises, 
Herself, yet not herself , a lovely clilld 
With flowing tresses, and eyes wide 
and wild. 

Coming undaunted up the rarden 
walk, [hawk. 

And looking not at him but at the 
“ Beauuful falcon I ’ said he, "would 
that I [thee fly 1 ” 

Might hold thee on my vvnst, or see 
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The vo’cc was hers, and made strange 
echoes start 

Through all the haunted chambers of 
his heart 

As an EBolian harp through gusf\ doors 
Of some old ruin its uald music pours 

"Who IS th> mother, my fair boy?" 

he said, [head 

His hand laid softly on that shining 

“ Monna Gio\ anna, ^^'^ll>oulctme 
sta) 

A httle while, and with jour falcon 
play? 

We live there, just bevond j our garden 
wall. 

In the great house behind the poplars 
tail 

So he spake on and Fedengo heard 
As from afar each softlj uttered w ord, 
And dnftcd onward through the 
golden gleams 

And shadows of the misty sea of 
dreams. 

As manners becalmed through TOpours 
dnft. 

And feel the sea beneath them sink 
and lift. 

And hear far off the mournful breakers 
ro<ir, 

And voices calling faindy from the 
shore 1 

Then waking from his pleasant 
reveries 

? his knees 

^d told him stones of his gallant bird. 
Till m ^eir fnendship he became a 
third 

Monna Giovanna, widowed m her 
pnme 

Had come with fnends to pass the 
summer time 

n her grand wlla half way up the hill 
® Florence but retired and 

Offered i1m and centennial pines 
^d airval d heat 


Pacing in sable robes the statued hall, 
Herself the stateliest statue among all 
And seeing more and more, watb 
secret joy. 

Her husband nsen and luang m her 
boy. 

Till the lost sense of life returned again 
Not ns delight, but as rehef from pain 

Meanwhile the boy, rcjoiang In his 
strength 

Stormed dow n the terraces from length 
to length , 

The screaming peacock chased in hot 
pursuit, 

And climbed the garden trellises for 
fruit 

But his chief p,astlme was to watch the 
flight 

Of a gcrlalcon, soaring into sight 
Bejond the trees that fringed the 
garden wall. 

Then downward stooping at some 
distant call 

And as he gazed full often w ondered ho 
Who might the master of the falcon be, 
Until that happy morning, when be 
found 

Master and falcon m the cottage 
ground. 

And now a shadow and a terror fell 
On the great house, as if a passing-bell 
Tolled from the tower, and filled each 
spacious room 

With secret awe, and preternatural 
gloom , 

Thepetted boy grew ill, and day bj day 
Pined with mvstenous malady away 
The mother’s heart w ould not be com-, 
forted , 

Her darling seemed to her already 
dead 

And often, sitting by the sufferer s side, 
IVhat can I do to comfort thee ? 
she cried. 

At first the silent lips made no replj', 
But moved at length by her importu- 
nate cij 

" Giv e me, he answered with implor- 
ing tone, 

" Scr Federigo s falcon for my own ! 
No answer could the astomshed 
mother make , 

How could she ask, e en for her 
darling s sake 

au a ft luckless lovers hand, 

Vv ell knowang that to ask was to com- 
mand? 
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I Well knowing, Avhit nil falconers con- 
j fessed, 

j In all the hnd that falcon was the best, 
i The masters pnde and passion and 
> delight, 

5 And the sole pursuivant of tins poor 
knight 

But \ct, for her child s sake, she could 
no less 

Fhan gi\ e assent, to soothe his restless- 
ness. 

So promised, and then promising to 
keep 

Her promise sacred, saw him fall 
asleep 

The morrow was a bright September 
mom , 

Tlic earth w as beautiful as if new -bom , 
There was that nameless splendour 
evert where. 

That wild c\hilaralion m the air, 
Which makes tlie p issers in the city 
street 

Congratulate each other as they meet 
Two lotcly ladies, clothed m claak 
and hood, 

Passed through the garden gate into 
the wood. 

Under the lustrous leatcs, and through 
the sheen [tween 

Of dewy sunshine showering down be- 

Thc one close-hooded liad Uie attrac- 
tive g^cc 

Which sorrow sometimes lends a 
w Oman’s face , 

Her dark ejes moistened with the 
mists that roll 

From the gulf stream of passion in the 
soul , 

The other w ith her hood tlirow n back, 
her hair 

Making a golden gloi^ in the air. 

Her chccl^ suffused with an auroral 
blush. 

Her ) oung heart singing louder than 
the thrush 

So ivalked that mom, through mingled 
light and shade. 

Each by the otlicrs presence lot elicr 
made, 

Monna Giotanna and her bosom 
friend. 

Intent upon their errand and its end 

They found Ser Fedengo at his toil, 
Like banished Adam, dcUang m the 
soil , 
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And when he looked and these fair 
women spied, 

Tlic garden suddenly was glonfied , 
His long-lost Eden was restored again, 

And the strange river wmding through 

the plain 

No longer was the Amo to his eyes. 
But the Euphrates watering Paradise 

Monna Giovanna raised her stately 
head. 

And w ith fair w ords of salutation said 
"Ser Fedengo, we come here as 
fnends. 

Hoping in this to make some poor 
amends 

For past unkindness I who neer 
before 

Would c\en cross the threshold of 
j our door, 

1 who in happier dajs such pnde 
maintained. 

Refused your banquets, and your gifts 
disdained. 

Tins morning come, a self invited 
guest. 

To put your generous nature to the 
test, 

And breakfast witli you tinder your 
own vine ’ 

To which he answered “ Poor desert 
of mine. 

Not )our unkindness, call it, for if 
aught 

Is good in me of feeling or of thought. 
From j ou it comes, and this last grace 
outw eighs 

iVll sorroivs, all regrets of other days ’ 

And after further compliment and 
talk. 

Among the dahlias in the garden walk 
He left his guests , and to his cottage 
turned. 

And ns he entered for a moment 
> earned 

For the lost splendours of the days of 
old. 

The mby glass, the silver and the gold. 
And felt how piercing is the sting of 
pride, 

want embittered and intensified 
He looked about him for some means 
or way 

To keep this unexpected holiday , 
Searched every cupboard, and then 
searched again. 

Summoned the maid, who came, but 
came in vain , 
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"Tlic Signor did not hunt to di}, \iid the poor filcon, fragrant «3thhts 
she said 'pice, 

" There s notliing in the house but A pcacocl uas or bird of I’andise f 
wine and bread 

Wien the repast was ended, tlic) arose 
Then suddenly the drows) falcon Vnd passed again into the garden- 
shook close 

His httic bells, with that sagacious Then s^tij the lady, 'Tar too vadl I 
look, knot , 

Which said as plain as Language to Remeanbenng still the da\s of long 
the car igo 

" If anything is wanting I am here ' ’ lliotigli you betray u not, wtli what 
Yes, e\ cry thing is wanting gallant surpn o 

bird 1 Sou see me here in this familiar wase. 

The master seized dice without further ^ou lia\c no children, and you cannot 
word, jaicss 

Like thine own lure ho whirled thee What anguish, what unspeakable dis- 
round , ah me 1 tress 

The pomp andflutter of brat tfalconn A mothir fetls, whose child is It ing ill 
The bells, the jesses the bright <carlct Nor liotv her heart nnticipates fils will 
hood \nd yut for this \ou see me Lit aside 

The flight and the pursuit o«.r field \ll womanly rtserte and clicck of 
and wood pndc. 

All Acse for ctcmiorc arc ended now And nsl th_ thing most prcc-ous in 
No longer tacior, but the tictim thou I tour sight, 

\our lalcon, tour sole comfort and 
Then on the board a snot, white cloth delight, 

he spread, Which if you find it in your heart to 

Laid on its wooden dish the loaf of gitc 

bread. My poor unhappy boy pcrckancc may 

Brought purple grapes ttaih autumn live 


No longer tacior, but the victim thou I 


Then on the board a snot, white cloth delight, 

he spread, Whiclnf you find it in your heart to 

Laid on its wooden dish the loaf of give 

bread. My poor unhappy boy pcrcktncc may 

Brought purple grapes ttaih autumn live 

sunshine hot c t' j . . • 

The fragrant peach, the iuic\ Ivr ^ fedengo listens, and replies, 

gmnot With tears of love and pity jn his eyes 

Then in the midst a flask of wane he I dear lady 1 thca can bo no 

placed, Sosweettome asptangtthintouosk. 

Andwithautumnalflottcrslhcbannuct ^ 

gneed ‘ Tim wjsIj of }ouri it would 1 a\’c been 

Scr Fcdcrigo would not these siifTir,, „ my ottaa 
Without thy falcon stuffe-d with cloves thinUng m what manner I could 
and spice ? l>ust 

Do honour to the presence of my gaicst. 
When all was ready, and the couriK ^ deemed tkat nothing worthier could 
dame ^ lie [to me, 

With her compiamon to the cottaee "I'tt most dear nnd precious was 

came, And so my gallant filcon breathed his 

Upon ^r redengo s brain them f. ii __ kst 


Trfengo s brain there fell m , 

^^ewaldenchanlnicntofamamcsnelll furnish forth this morning our 
nie room they entered, meanTd bw ^ipasU ' 


and small. 


In mute contnuon, mingled wath 
dismat. 


With fanfares bt aeml flcnlle lady turned her eyes away, 

blottii , mpets Grieving that he such sacnficc should 

The rustic chair she sat on . make, 

throne " (^"d kill liis falcon for a woman s sake, 

He ate celestial food, and a rt,.nn„ in her heart a woman's 

^vour was gwen to his count™. pnde, [denied. 

ry vane. That nothing she could ask for was 
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Then look her leaic, md passed out 
1 at the gale 

With footsteps slow and soul disconso- 
late 

Three da) s w ent b) , and lo ! a passing 
bell 

Tolled from the little chapel in the dell , 
Ten strokes Ser hcdcrigo heard, and 
said 

Breathing a pra)cr, " Alas 1 her child 
is dead 1 ‘ 

Three months went by , and lo ! a 
merner chime 

Rang from the chapel bells at Chnstmas 
lime , 

The cottage w as deserted , and no more 
Ser Fcderigo sat beside its door. 

But now, with senitors to do his will. 
In the grand \alh. half-w-i) up the hill. 
Sat at the Chnstmas feast, and at his 
side 

Monna Gioranna, Ins bclotcd bndc. 
Merer so beautiful, so kind, so fair, 
Entlironcd once more m the old rustic 
chair, 

1 High-pcrchcd upon the back of which 
I there stood 

The image of a falcon can cd in wood. 
And underneath the inscnption, wath a 
I date, 

I “All things come round to him who 
1 wall but wait ' 

I INTERLUDE 

I ' Soon as the story reached its end. 

One, over eager to commend, 

Crowned It with injudicious praise , 
And then thc\ oice of blame found \ ent, 

I And fanned the embers of dissent 
i Into a somewhat liveh blaze 

; The Theologian siiook his Iicad , 
j “ 'Ihesc old Italian taies, lie said 
I "From the much-praised Decameron 

down 

Through all the rabble of the rest, 
i Are either trifling, dull, or leivd , 
i The gossip of a neighbourhood 
In some remote provmcLal town, 

A scandalous chronicle at best I 
They seem to me a stagnant fen, 

Grown rank with rushes and with reeds. 
Where a white iiiy, now and then 
Blooms in the midst of noxious weeds 
And deadly nightshade on its banks 

To this the Student straight replied, 

“ For the white lily many thanks 1 
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One should not say, with too much 
pnde, 

Fountain, I will not drink of thee I 
Nor were it grateful to forget, 

Tliat from tlicse rcsenoirs and tanks 
E\cn imirenal Shakespeare drew 
His Moor of Venice and the Jew', 

And Romeo and Juliet, 

And many a famous comedy ’ 

Then a long pause , till some one said, 
“ An Angel is flying overhead 1 ‘ 

At these words spake the Spanish Jew, 
And murmured w ith an inward breath 
" God grant, if what you say be true. 

It ma) not be the Angel of Death 1 ' 
And then another pause , and then, 
Stroking his beard, he said again 
" This bangs back to my memoiy 
A story in the Talmud told. 

That book of gems, that book of gold, 
Of wonders many and manifold, 

A tale that often comes to me, 
Andfil]smvheart,and haunts my brain, 
And never w canes nor grows old ” 

THE SPANISH JEW'S TALE. 
THE LEGEND OF RABBI BEN LEVI 
Rabbi Ben Levi, on the Sabbath, read 
A volume of the Law in which it said, 

" No man shall look upon my face 
and live ” 

And as he read he pra)cd that God 
would give [eye 

His faithful servant grace with mortal 
To look upon his face and yet not die. 

Thenfell a sudden shadow on thepage. 
And, lifting up his eyes, grown dim 
with age. 

He saw the Angel of Death before him 
stand, 

Holding a naked sword in his nght 
Land 

Rabbi Ben Iaiv i was a nghtcous tnan. 
Yet through his veins a chill of terrorism. 
With trembling voice he said, " What 
wilt thou here? 

The Angel answered, "Lo! the time 
draws near 

When thou must die, )ct first, by 
God s decree, 

Wliatc er thou askest shall be granted 
thee 

Replied the Rabbi, " Let these living 
e)es 

First look upon my place in Paradise. ’ 



^"^V.ook"Sel, "Con.o.-.thme 
Rnbb,^n Lc^, dosed the sacred 

set him on the nil 
Ftzmgdoun "^ence 


\ 


Rabbi Ben Le\n, with his Innng ejes, 

Might look upon his place m Paradise. 

Then straight into the cit) of the Lord 

Rbe Rabbi leaped inth the Death 
Angels sivord 

And through the streets there swept r 
sudden breath 

Of something there unknown, which 
men call death 

Meanwhile the Angel stayed without, 
and cned. 

Come back 1 Tow hich the Rabbi ® 

voice replied, 
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"No { In (lie mmc of God, wliom I 
ndorc, 

I sueir thit hence I mil dcpnrt no 
more! 

Tlicn all the Angels cned, " O Hoh 
One, 

See t\lnt the Eon of Levi here hath 
done I 

The hingdom of Heaven he takes by 
violence 

And in th> name refuses to go hence I " 

Titc Ijsrd replied, "Afy Angels, be 
not w roih , 

Did e’er the son of Lev i break his oath ? 

Lcthimreimin for he tilth mortal C)e 

Shall look upon my face and yet not 
die 

Bet end the outer it all the Angel of 
Death 

Heard the great voice, and said, with 
panting breath, 

" Glvn back the sword, and let me go 
mj waj 

\Vlicrcat the Rabbi paused, and an- 
swered, " Nay I 

Anguish enough already has It caused 

Among the sons of men ’’ And while 
he paused 

He heard the awful mandate of the 
Lord 

Resounding through the uir, "Give 
back the sword ! 

Tlie Rabbi bowed his head m silent 


Tlien &aid he to the dreadful Angel 
"Swear, 

No Iniman eje shall look on it again , 
But when thou takest away the souls 
of men, 

Tliyscif unseen, and wath on unseen 
sword, 

Tliouwilt perforin the bidding of the 

Lord ' j I 1 

The Angel took the sword again, and 
swore 

And walks on cartJi unseen for cver- 


INTERLUDC. 

Hts ended and a kind of spell 
Upon the silent hsteners fell 
His solemn manner and his worts 
Had touclicd the deep, mysterious 
chords. 

That Vibrate in each human breast 
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Alike, but not alike confessed 
The spiritual world seemed near , 

And close above them, full of fear. 

Its awful adumbration passed, 

A luminous shadow vague and vast 
llicy almost feared to look lest there, 
Lmbodied from the impalpable air, 
They might behold the Angel stand. 
Holding the sword in his nght hand 
At last, but in a voice subdued, 

Not to disturb their dreamy mood, 
Said the Sicilian, "'WTnlc you spoke, 
Felling V our legend marvellous. 
Suddenly in my memory woke 
The thought of one, now gone from 
us, — 

An old Abate, meek and mifd, 

My friend and teacher, when a child, 
Who sometimes in those days of old 
The legend of an Angel told, _ 
Which ran, as I remember, thus ’ 

SICILIANS TALE 
^KING RODERT OT SICILY 
Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope 
Urbane 

And Valmond, Emperor of Allemmnc, 
Apparelled in magnificent attire, 

With retinue of many a knight and 
squire. 

On St lohn s Eve, at vespers, proudly 
sat I 

And heard the priests chant the Mag- 
nificat 

And ns he listened, o er and o er again 
Repeated, like a burden or refrain. 

He caught ihcvv ords ' ‘DcpozuUfoicnta 

De sede, ct Cfaltamt hvimlcs , 

And slowly lifting up his kingly head. 
He to a learned clerk beside him s^, 
"What mean these words? The 
clerk made answer meet, 

"He has put down the mighty from 
their scat, 

And has exalted them of low de- 
gree 

Thereat King Robert muttered scorn- 
fully, 

"’TisvvUl that such seditious words 
are sung 

Only by priests, and in tlic Latin 

tongue , , u u 

For unto pneats and people be it 
knovvai, [my tlirone 1 

There is no power can push me from 



LONGFELLOirs POETICAL WORKS 


And leaning back, he yawned and fell 
asleep, 

Lulled by the chant monotonous and 
deep 

When he awoke it wns alreadj night , 

The church was empty, and there was 
no hght 

Save where the lamps, that glimmered 
feiv and faint. 

Lighted a hide space before some saint 

He started from his seat and gazed 
around 

But saw no living dung, and heard no 
sound 

He groped towards the door, but it 
was locked , 

He cned aloud, and listened and then 
knocked 

And uttered awful threatenmgs and 
complaints 

And imprecations upon men nnd 
samts 

The sounds re echoed from the roof 
and walls 

As if dead priests were laughing in 
their stalls 1 

At length the sexton hearing from 
without 

The tumult of the knocking and the 
shout 

And thiAing thieves were m the house 
of prayer 

Came with his lantern, asking “ WTio 
IS there ’ 

Half choked with rage King Robert 
nercely said 

' Open tis I the King ! Art thou 
afraid? 

muttenng, with 
“This is some drunken vagabond, or 

>\orse • 

Turned the great kej and flung the 

portal wade ^ 

A man ™^shed by him at a single 

mo neither turnip, nor looked at 
him nor spoke. 

But leag^into the blackness of the 

And vanfshedhke a spectre froWk 

Pope 

AndValmond Emperor of Allemame, 


Despoiled of his mappiificcnt nttire. 
Bareheaded, breathless, and besprent 
with mire. 

With sense of wrong and outrage des 
pc rate. 

Strode on and thundered at the palace 
gate , 

Rushed through the courtyard, thrust 
ing in his rage 

To right and left each seneschal and 
page, 

And humed upthebroad nnd sounding 
stair. 

His white face ghastly m the torches 
glare 

From hall to hall ho passed with 
breathless speed , 

Voices and cncs he heard, but did not 
heed. 

Until at last he reached the banquet- 
room. 

Blazing with light, and breathing with 
perfume. 

Tliere on the dais sat another king. 
Wearing his robes his crown, his 
signet ring, 

Hing Roberts self in features, form, 
nnd height 

But all transfigured with angelic hght ' 
It was an Angel, and liis presence 
there 

With a divanc cifulgcnce filled the air. 
An exaltation, piercing the disguise 
Tliough none the hidden Angel re- 
cognise. 

A moment speechless, motionless, 
amazed 

The thronclcss monarch on the Angel 
gazed, 

Wio met his look of anger and surprise 
With the div me compassion of his ejais, 
Then s.aid " Wio art thou? and wh> 
com St thou here ? ' 

To which King Robert answered wath 
a sneer, 

"lam the Kmg and come to claim 
my own 

From an impostor, who usurps my 
throne 1 

And suddenly . at these audacious 
words. 

Up sprang the angry guests and drew 
their swords , 

Hie angel answer^, with unruffled 
brow, 

Hay, not the King, but the Kmg s 
Jester, thou 
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Henceforth sh-ilt wear the bells and With look bcwildered.and a vacant 
sc£illoi3cd c<ipc stJirc, ^ 

And for thy counsellor shall lead an Close shaven above \ne cap, as monks 

aoc 1 1. 

Thou shaft obey my servants when By courtiers mocked, by pages mughed 
thevcall to scorn, , 

A«d»a/„po„’ my henchmen m .he 

‘ dued 

Deaf to King Robert’s threats and And when the Angel met him on his 
cries and prayers, way. 

They thrust him from the hall and i And half in earnest, half in jest, would 
down the stairs , say, 

‘ A group of Uttering pages ran before, [Sternly, though tenderly, that he mlgnt 
And as thej opened w ide the folding- i feel , , , , j „r 

i door, |Tha,vcl\ct sgibhardJ}eld_ajwordof 

i His heart failed, for he heard, with , steel, 

i, Xngcal^rnis « Art *0(i the King?’ the passion of 

‘•H- Thi« boisterous laughter of the men- bjs woe i ^ - C. 

i i ^ "at-arms ^ 'A 'Burst from him in resistless overflow^ 

-•^A^nd aU the %a\ilte^chifmber roar and Hung high h;st forehead, he 

£‘\v nnfr'Tl" ' would flllH 'o''' . - T 

-"y With tliem&k plaudits of " Long live The haughtyl^wcr back, I am, I 
^ theKiHg! am the King! 

Next morning, waking with the daj s Almost three years were ended , when 
1 there came 


first beam, l mere game 

He said within himself, "It wns a K^jj^ssadors of great repute and n^o 
1 ■ Tr^m Vilmond. Emperor of Alle 


dream 1 ’ . , , 

But the straw rustled as he turned his 

There w ctc’ the cap an^^Jicll^ beside 

his bed, , 

Around him rosp the tore, discoloured 

avails, . _ 


From Valmond, Emperor of Alle 
mainc, , , n - 

Unto King Robert, saying that Pope 
Urbane 

By letter summoned them forthvvitn to 

come rr» 

On Holy Thursday to his ci^f Rome 


walls t un noiy 1 ijuiiju i;' '"V ' j 

Close by the steeds were champing' tn ^hc Angel with great joy received his 

And in ihe comer, a rwolung ihape, gme them presents of embroi 

^hUprin(r and chattenng sat the dCTcd vests,-. * ' 

w?etchcdape. ,, , , , And velvet mantles wath nch ^me 

Ht was no dream, the world beloved Jn^d^^ 

Had ti^S*^to dust and ashes at his he departed witli them oer the 

^ touch 1 sea r t i ^ 

Days came and went, and now re m^^^^ rtipl- 

turned again dent made , , „ 

To Sicil v the old batumian reign .a „ . ^ nassmg of that cayn!<»“®> rt 

The happy island and the ^ 

and wine, a'r' c Of icwelled bndle and of golden spur 

/ And deep within the mountain Oh ^ menials, m mo^ 

^ ‘hiimincr breast ^ ctnfo . ^ 

, Enceladus the giant, Upon a piebald steed, with sbombtog ^ 

.Meanwhile King Robert y^djd to Ms - 

* silent and di.con^a^ 2 r cS/ 

'i ^sed in themodey garb that Jesters I ape demurely perched 

.. — e . 


^ Ci-r t a, 


f WT ft 


u ^ 

y- 
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King Robert rode, making huge mer- 
riment 


\nd now the visit ending, and once 
more [shore, 


In all tlie countr) toinis through Valmond returning to the Danube's 


which they went 


Homeward the Angel journejed, and 


The Pope rceciv^ them with great made resplendent wath 


pomp and blare 


his train. 


Of bannered iminpcts, on St Peters , Mong’thc towns of Ital> 

Square , ( t. Unto Salerno, nnd from thence b\ sea. 

Giving lus tenediction and embrace, \ndv\hcn once morctvithm Palermo^ ^ 
petvent and full of apostolic grace. — 'jhnll •" 

While with congratulations' and with m hts ^t 


prayers 

He entertained the Angel unawares. 


He heard the Angelas from wnyexn orw 


Robert the Jester, bursting Uirough 


I ^rs, 
ircR^tLlUth 


r . , , He beckonetT to Ring” Robert to draw 

Into their presence rushed and cned Viighcr •< < 

< T I T I .,„,t Andwathagcsturcbadcthercstrctire , 

I am King 1 Look, and behold 


m me ....w.. , 

Robert \our brother Kint: of Stcil\ I .. . . i 

Tins man. who we.ars my semblance 

to V our eves down his head. 

Is an inipbstor m a King s disguise ‘^'"2 
Dovounot know me? docs no voice , . ''is Dre-ast 

•' And meekly answered him ",Thou 

Answermyerj and say wo are akin?' ^ ‘'*iL ’ 

The Pope m sdence, but with troubled “are , Jet me go 

niien . , .henaa. . , . [ponitcncc 


Gazed at the Angel s countenance some cloister s^ scliwl of 

serene, ^ \cross those stones that pave the way 

The Emperor, laughing said, "It is toli'^'an [slinvcn! 

strange sport '' alk barefoot, Ull my guilty soul , 

To keep a madman for thy Pool at ) The Angel smiled, and from his radiant ■' 
court 1 I f^rp « 


And the poor lyafflcd Jester in disgrace 

Was hustled back among the populace. 

In solemn state the Holy Week went 

And Easter Sunday gleamed upon the 

The presence of the Angel with its 
light 

Before the sun rose, made the cltv 
bnght. 

And with new fervour filled the hearts 
of men 

Who felt tiiat Christ indeed had risen 

, again 


\ holy light illumined all the place 
\nd tlirough tlic open wnndow loud, 
nnd clear, [chapel near, 

Dicy beard the monks chant in the 
\bovc the stir nnd tumult of the street 
‘ He has put dowai the mighty from 
their scat 

\nd hnsewaltcd them of low degree 1 ' 
And through the chant a second 
iiiclody , 1 1 ‘ 

Rose like the tlirobbing of a single 
string [King! 

"1 am an Angel, and thou art the 


Wi^ ^ of straw King Robert, who was standing near 

With haggard eyes the unwonted r ^ the throne. 


Hefelt ^liln-o-,^"' ri Fi ^ ' Lifted his cy cs and lo ! he was alone ! 
And kneehmr ■himhfJ ^ ^^nt nil apparelled as in days of old, 

' flnpr ® hly on his chamber With ermined mantle and with cloth 


, / the throne. 

Lifted his cy cs and lo ! he was alone ! 


er^ the rushing garments of tli^ when his courtiers came they 
" ^''"^ngTl'venvva^d™‘ Kneehngupon'hc floor, a^ed m 


silent praver 
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INTERLUDE 

And then the blue-eyed Norseman 
told 

A Saga of the days of old 
"'Ihcrcis, ' said he, '■ a ttondrous 
book 

Of Legends in the old Norse tongue, 
Of the dead kings of Norixntay, — 
Legends that once tv ere told or sung 
In many a smoky fireside nook 
Of Iceland, in the ancient day, 

1^ vvandenng Saga-man, or Scald , 
Heimskringla is tlic volume called , 
And lie who looks may find therein 
ITie story that I now begin 

And in each pause the stoiy made 
Upon Ins violin he played. 

As an appropnate interlude. 
Fragments of old Norwegian tunes 
That bound in one the separate runes. 
And held the mind in perfect mood, 
Entwining and encircling all 
The strange and antiquated rhymes 
With melodics of olden times , 

As over sonic half-ruined wail. 
Disjointed and about to fall. 

Fresh woodbines climb and interlace. 
And keep the loosened stones m place 

THE SAGA or KING OLAF 
I — THE OTALI ENGP OF THOR 

I AM the God Thor, 

I am the War God, 

I am the Thunderer 1 
Here in my Northland, 

My fastness and fortress. 

Reign I for ever I 

Here amid icebergs 
Rule I the nations , 

Tins is my hammer, 

Miblncr tlie mighty , 

Giants and sorcerers 
Cannot withstand itl 

These are the gauntlets 
Wiicrewiih I wield it. 

And liurl it afar off , 
nils IS my girdle 
Whenever 1 brace it, 

Strcngtli IS redoubled 1 

Tlie light tliou belioldest 
Stream througli tlie heav ens. 

In flashes of enmson. 

Is but my red beard 
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Blown by the mght-wind. 
Affrighting tlie nations 1 

Jove IS my brother 
"Kline eyes aie the lightning , 
Tlie wheels of mv chariot 
Roll in the thunder. 

The blows of my hammer 
Ring in the earthquake ! 

Force rules the world still. 
Has ruled it shall rule it , 
Meekness is weakness. 
Strength is triumphant. 

Over the whole earth 
Still It is Thor s day 1 

Thou art a God, too, 

O Galilean ! 

And thus single-handed 
Unto the combat. 

Gauntlet or Gospel, 

Here I defy thee i 

II —KING OLAr’S RETUEN 

And King Olaf heard the cry. 

Saw the red light in the sky. 

Laid his hand upon his sword. 

As he leaned upon the railing. 

And Ins ships went sailing, sailing 
Northward into Drontheim fiord 

There he stood ns one who dreamed , 
And the red light glanced and 
gleamed 

On the armour that he wore , 

And he shouted, os the nfted 
Streamers o er him shook and shifted, 
" I accept tiiy challenge, Hior ' ' 

To avenge his father slain. 

And reconquer realm and reign. 

Came the youthful Olaf home, 
Tlirough the midnight, sailing, sailing. 
Listening to the wild wind s wailing. 
And the dashing of the foam 

To Ins thoughts the sacred name 
Of his mother Astnd came 
And the talc she oft had told 
Of her flight by secret passes, 

Tlirough the mountains and niorasscs, 
T o the home of Hakon old 

riien strange memories crowded back 
Queen Gunhild s WTatii and wracl 
And a burned flight by sea , 
or gnm Vikings, and the rapture 
Of the sea-fight, and the capture. 

And the life of Slav ery 
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How a stringer watched his face 
In the Eslhoman market-place, 
Scanned his features one by one 
Sa)ing ‘We should know each other, 
I am Sigurd, Astnd s brother 
Thou art Olaf, Astnd s son ' 


Then as Queen Allogia s page. 

Old in honours young m age. 

Chief of all her men at-arms , 

TiE aaigue wluspers, and m>stenous. 
Reached King Voldemar, the impe 
nous, 

Filhng him wath strange alarms 

Then his cruisings o'er the seas, 
Westnaird to the Hebrides, 

And to Scillj s rocky shore 
And the hermit s ca\em dismal [mal 
Christ s great name and rites baptis 
In the ocean s rush and roar 

All these thoughts of love and stnfe 
Glimmered through his lund life 
As the stars intenser light [trailing 
Through the red flames o^er him 
As bs ships went saihng sailing 
Northnard m the summer night 

Trained for either camp or court. 
Skilful in each manl) sport. 

Young and beauuful and tall , 

Art of warfare craft of chases, 
Swamming, skatmg snon -shoe races 
Excellent alike in alL 

\Vhen at sea, mth all his rowers 
He along the bending oars 
Outside of his ship could run 
He the Smalsor Horn ascended 
^nd his shimng sbeld suspended 
On Its summit, hke a sun 


On the ship-rails he could stand 
Weld his sword i\ath either hand 
And at once two javelins throw , 

^t all feasts where ale was strongest 
Sat the merry monarch longest 
First to come and last to go 
Norway never yet had seen 
One so beauuful of mien. 

One so royal in attire. 

When in arms completdy furnished, 
Harness gold inlaid and burnished 
Mantle hke a flame of fire. 

Tbis came Olaf to his own, 

VTcn upon the night-wind blown 

^d he answ ered, while the nfted 
StrcMers o er him shook and shiftei 
I accept thy challenge, Thor I 


Iir — THORA OF RIMOL 

'* Thor A of Rimol , hide me ! hide 
me 1 

Danger and shame and death bcUde 
me ! 

For Olaf the King is hunting me down 

Through field and forest, through 
tliorp and town ' 

Thus cned Jarl Hakon 
To TTiora, the fairest of Mometu 

" Hakon Jarl I for the love I bear thee 

Neither shall shame nor death come 
near thee 1 

But the bding-place wherein thou 
must lie 

Is the caie underneath the swine in 
the sty 

Thus to Jarl Hakon 

Said Thora, the fairest of women 

So Hal on Jarl and his base thrall 
Karker 

Crouched in the cave, than a dungeon 
darker. 

As Olaf came nding, with men in mail, 

Through the forest roads into Orka- 
dale. 

Demanding Jarl Hakon 
Of Thora, the fairest of women 

" Rich and honoured shall be who- 
ever 

The head of Hakon Jarl shall dis- 
sever ! 

Hakon heard him, and Karker the 
slave. 

Through the breathing-holes of the 
darksome cave. 

Alone in her chamber 

Wept Thora, the fairest of women 

Said Karker, the crafty, " I will not 
slay thee ! 

For all the King s gold I will never 
betray thee ' ’ 

• Then why dost thou turn so pale, O 
churl 

And then again black ns the earth ? 
said the Earl, 

More pale and more faithful 
Was Thora, the fairest of women 

From a dream in the night the thrall 
started, sayang, 

"Round my neck a gold nng King 
Olaf was layang 1 " 

And Hakon answered, “Beware of 
the King 1 
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He wjI] lay round th> neck a blood- 
red nng ” 

At the nng on her finger 
Gazed ITiora, the fairest of wo- 
men, 

At daybreak slept Hakon, with sor- 
rows encumbered, 

But screamed and drew up his feet as 
he slumbered , 

The thrall m the darkness plunged 
with his knife, 

And the Earl awakened no more in 
tins life. 

But wakeful and weeping 
SatThora, the fairest of women 

At Nidarholm the priests arc all 
singing. 

Two ghastly heads on the gibbet are 
stnnging , 

One IS Jarl Hakon s and one is his 
thrall's, 

And the people are shouting from 
windows and walls. 

While alone in her chamber 
Swoons Thora, the fairest of wo- 
men 


IV — QUEEN SIGRID THE HAUGHTl 

Queen Sigrid the Haughty sat 
proud and aloft 

In her chamber, that looked over 
meadow and croft. 

Heart s dearest. 

Why dost thou sorrow so? 

The floor ivith tassels of fir was be- 
sprent. 

Filling the room with their fragrant 
scent 

She heard' the birds sing, she saw the 
sun shine. 

The air of summer tvas sweeter than 
wine. 

Like a s\\ord without scabbard the 
bnght nver lay 

Bclw'een her oivn kingdom and Nor- 
row ay 

But Olaf the King had sued for her 
hand, 

rhe sword would be sheatlied, the 
river be spanned 

Her maidens were seated around her 
knee. 

Working bnght figures in tapestry 
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And one w'as singing the ancient rune 

Of Brynhilda’s lo\e and the wrath of 
Gudrun 

And through it, and round it, and 
over It all 

Sounded incessant the waterfall 

The Queen m her hand held a nng of 
gold. 

From the door of Lade’s temple old. 

Kmg Olaf had sent her this wedding 
gift. 

But her thoughts as arrows were keen 
and swaft 

She had given the nng to her gold 
smiths twain. 

Who smiled, as they handed it back 
again 

And Signd the Queen, m her haughty 
way. 

Said, "Why do you smile, my gold- 
smiths ? say 

And they answered " O Queen 1 if 
the truth must be told, 

rhe nng is of copper, and not of 
gold 1 ’’ 

The hghtning flashed o cr her forehead 
and check 

She only murmured, she did not 
spicak 

‘ If in his gifts he can faithless be, 

There will be no gold in his love to 
me." 

A footstep was heard on the outer 
stair. 

And in strode King Olaf with royal 
air 

He kissed the Queen s hand, and he 
whispered of love. 

And sivore to be true as the stars arc 
above 

But she smiled with contempt as she 
answered, " O King, 

Will you swear it, as Odin once swore, 
on the nng ? ' 

AndthcKing " Oh speak notof Odin 
to me. 

The wife of King Olaf a Chnstian 
must be 

Looking straight at die King, w ith her 
level brows, [my vows ’ 

She said, "I keep true torn} faith and 
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Then the face of King Olaf w-as 
darkened wth gloom, 

He rose m his anger and strode 
through the room 

"AVh) then should I care to hate 
thee? he said, — 

"A faded old woman, a heathenish 
jade ' 

His zeal was stronger than fear or love. 
And he struck the Queen in the face 
with his glo\e. 

Then forth from the chamber m anger 
he fled. 

And the wooden stairway shook with 
his tread. 

Queen Signd the Haughty said under 
her breath 

“ This insult King Olaf, shall be thj 
death ! 

Heart s dearest 

\\th> dost thou sorrow so ? 

V —THE SKERRY OF SHRIEKS 

NotY from all King Olafs farms 
His men at arms 
Gathered on the E\e of Blaster , 

To his house at Angvalds-ness 
Fast they press 

Dnnking with the royal fcaster 

Loudly through the wade flung door 
Came the roar 
Of the sea upon the Skerry , 

And Its thunder loud and near 
Reached the ear 

Minghng with thcir \oiccs merry 

‘ Hark 1 said OLaf to his Scald, 
Halfrcd the Bald 

" Listen to that song, and learn it I 
Half my kingdom would 1 give 
As I live 

If by such songs you would earn it 1 

For of all the runes and rhymes 
Of all umes. 

Best I like the ocean s dirges 
WTien the old harper heaves androcks, 
His hoary locks 

no^\Tng' and flashing in the surges ! 

Halfred ansivered “lam called 
The Unappalled 1 
Nothing hinders me or daunts me. 
Hearken to me then, O Kina 

\\TiileIsmg [-nic. 

The great Ocean Song that haunts 


" I wall hear jour song sublime 
Some other time, 

Saj-s the drowsy monarch, jmvnmg; 
And retires , each laughing guest 
Applauds the jest , 

Then they sleep till day is dawanng 

Pacing up and dow n the yard, 

King Olaf s guard 
Saw the sea-mist slowly creepmg 
O er the sands and up the hill, 

Gathcnng still [sleeping 

Round the house where they were 

It was not the fog he saw. 

Nor misty flaw. 

That abo\ e the landscape brooded , 

It was Eyvind Kalldas crew 
Of warlocks blue. 

With their caps of darkness hooded ! 

Round and round the house they go, 
Weaving slow 
Magic circles to encumber 
And imprison m their nng 
Olaf the King, 

As he helpless hes in slumber 

Then athwnrt the vapours dun 
The Easter Sun 

Streamed wath one broad track of 
splendour 1 

In their real fonr.s appenred 
The wurlocks weird. 

Aw fill as the Wtch of Endor 

Bhnded by the light that glared. 

They groped and stared 
Round about with steps unsteady , 
From his wmdow Olaf gazed, 

And, am izcd, 

‘ Wlio are these strange people?" 
said he 

Eyvind Knllda and his men 1 " 
Answered then 

From the yard a sturdy farmer , 
While the men-at-arms apace 
Filled the place, 

Busily buckling on their armour 

From the gates they sallied forth. 
South and north 

Scoured the island coast around 
them 

Seizing all the warlock band. 

Foot and hand [them 

On the Skerry s rocks they bound 

■^nd at ere the King again 
Called his tram 

And w ith all the candles burning, 
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Silent Sitind heird once more 
The sullen ronr 
Of the ocean tides returning 

Shnehs nnd cncs of wild despair 
Filled the nr, 

Growing fainter as they listened , 
Tlien the bursting surge alone 
Sounded on , — 

Thus the sorcerers were christened 1 

"Sing, O Scald, your song sublime. 
Your ocean-rhyme, 

Cried King Olaf " it wall cheer me ! ‘ 
Said the Scald, with pallid cheeks, 

" Tlic Skerry' of Shneks 
Sings too loud for y ou to hear me I ” 

\I — THE ^VRAITH OF ODIN 

The guests were loud, the ale was 
strong. 

King Olaf feasted late and long , 

The hoary' Scalds together sang , 

O erhead the smoky rafters rang 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

The door sttaing wide, with creak and 
din , 

A blast of cold night-air came in. 

And on the threshold shivering stood 
A one-eyed guest, with cloak nnd 
hood 

Dead ndcs Sir Morten of Fogcl- 
sang 

The King exclaimed, "Ograybeard 
pale I 

Come warm thee with this cup of 
ale.” 

The foaming draught the old man 
quaffed, 

The noisy guests looked on and 
laughed 

Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel 
sang 

Then spake the King " Be not afraid , 
Sit here by me The guest obeyed. 
And seated at the table, told 
Talcs of the sea, and Sagas old 

Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

And ever, when the talc was o'er. 

The King demanded y et one more , 
Till Sigurd the Bishop smiling said, 

" 'Tis late, O King, and timeforbed 
Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 
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The King retired , the stranger-guest 
Followed and entered with the rest , 
The liglits were out, tlie pages gone. 
But still the garrulous guest spake on 
Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

As one w ho from a v olumo reads 
He spake of heroes and their deeds, 
Of lands and cities he had seen. 

And stormy gulfs that tossed between 
Dead ndes Sir Morten of hogcl- 
sang 

Tlien from his lips in music rolled 
The Havamal of Odin old, 

With sounds mystenous as the roar 
Of billows on a distant shore 

Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel 
sang 

"Do we not learn from runes and 
rhymes 

Made by the gods in elder times 
And do not sull thd great Scalds teach 
TTiat silence better is than speech ? ' 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

Smiling at this, the King rephed, 

" Thy lore is by thy tongue behed , 
For never was I so enthralled 
Either by Saga-man or Scald ' 

Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

Tlic Bishop said, "Late hours we 
keep 1 

Night wanes, O Kingl tis ume for 
sleep 1 

Then slept the King, and when he 
woke 

The guest w'as gone, the morning 
broke 

Dead ndes Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

They found the doors securely barred, 
They found the watch dog in the yard. 
There was no footpnnt in the grass. 
And none had seen the stranger pass 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogel- 
sang 

King Olaf crossed himself and said 
" I know that Odin the Great is dead , 
Sure is the tnumph of our Faith, 

The one-eyed stranger was his wraith ’’ 
Dead ndes Sn Morten of Fogel- 
sang 
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II —IRON' BEARD 

OLiVF tlic King, one summer 
mom, 

Blew a blTst on Ins bugle horn 
Sending his signal through the land of 
Dronthcim 

And to the Hus Ting held nt 
Merc 

Gathered the farmers far and near 
With their war weapons readj to con 
front him 

Ploughing under the morning 
star. 

Old Iron-Beard in \ nar 
Heard the summons, chuckling with a 
low laugh 

He waped the sweat-drops from 
his brow 

Unharnessed his horses from the 
plough 

And clattenng came on horseback to 
King Olaf 


He w as the churhest of the churls ! 

Little ho eared for king or carls 

Bitter as home-brewed ale were his 
foammg passions 

Hodden gray was the garb he 
w ore. 

And by the Hammer of Thor he 
swore , 

He hated the narrow town, and all its 
fashions 

But he Io\cd the freedom of liis | 
farm, ! 

His ale at night, by the fireside 
warm, 

Gudrun his daughter, with her flaxen 
tresses. 

He loved Ins horses and Ins herds. 

The smell of the earth, and the 
song of birds 

His well filled bams his brook with 
Its water-cresses 

Huge and cumbersome was Ins 
frame , 

from which he took 

his name, 

Frosty and fierce, like that of Hvmcr 
the Giant 


^ at the Hus Ting he appeared 

On B Bc.ard 

Un horseback, in an attitude deKant. 


And to King Okaf he cned aloud. 

Out of the middle of the crowd. 
That tossed about him like a stormy 
ocean 

•' Such sacrifices shalt thou bring 

To Odin and to Tlior, O King, 
As other kings have done in tlicir 
devotion 1 " 

King Okaf answered " 1 com 
iiiand 

Tins land to be n Clinslian land , 
Here is mv Bishop vvho the folk bap- 
tises ' 

" But if you ask me to restore 

Your sacnficcs stainc-d with gore, 
Tlicn w ill I oficr liuman sacrifices 1 

"Not slaves and peasants shall 
they be 

But men of note and high degree 
Such men as Orm of Lyra and Karof 
Grvting ! ‘ 

Then to their Tcmplcstrodc ho in. 

And loud behind him heard the 
din 

Of his men at arms nnd the peasants 
ficrcelv fighiing 

riicrc in the Temple, caned m 
wood, 

Tlic linage of great Odin stood. 
And other gods w itli 1 hor supreme 
among them 

King Okaf smote them with the 
blade 

Of his huge V ar-axc gold inlaid 
\nd dowTiwarf shattered to the pave- 
ment flung tlicm 

At the same moment rose without. 

Prom the contending crowd, a 
shout, 

A mingled sound of tnumph and of 
wailing 

^nd there upon the trampled plain 

The famicr Iron-Be.ird lay stain 
Midway between the assailed and the 
assailing 

King Olaf from the doonvay 
spoke 

' Choose ye between two things, 
my folk 

To be baptised or given up to 
slaughter ' 
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/vnd Eccing ilicir Kndcr Etnrk tmd 
clend, 

The people with a mnrtnur saW, 
"O King, ImptiEc us wjili thj holy 
water 1 

So nil the Dronihcim Innd beenme 
V Christeiii laud lu name nnd 
fanic. 

In the old pods no more bcllcring nnd 
trusting 

And as n Wood nloncment, soon 
King Olaf wed the fnir Gudtam , 
And thus in peace ended the Dron- 
thcini Hus Ting! 

Mit — GUtmuN 

Os King Olafs bridal nlglit 
Shines the moon wath tender liglit, 
And across the chainher streams 
Its tide of dreams 

At the fatal midnight hour, 

When all ctil things ha\c power, 
lu the glimmer of the moon 
Stands Gudrun 

Close against her heating breast. 
Something m her hand is pressed , 
Like nn laclr, its sheen 
Is cold nnd I cen 

On the cairn arc fixed Iicr eyes. 

Where her murdered fatlier lies, 

And a toicc remote and drear 
SIic seems to hear 

What a bndnl night Is this ! 

Cold will be the d iggers kiss , 

Laden with the cliiUof death 
Is its breath. 

Like the drifting snow she sweeps 
To the couch w here Olaf sleeps , 
Suddenly he wakes and stirs, 

His c) cs meet hers 

•‘\STiat is that King Olaf said, 

" Gleams so bright nbovc thy head ? 
Wherefore standist tliou so white 
In pale moonlight? ’ 

" 'Tis the bodkin that I wear 
Wien at night I bind m> hair 
It woke me falling on tl e floor 
‘Tis nothing more ' 

' Forests base cars, and fields have 
ejes 

Often treachery lurking lies 


Fn the earliest peep of mom 
Blow King Olaf s bugle-horn , 

And for c\cr sundered ride 
Bridegroom and bnde I 

i\ — TiiaNcnnAVD run priest 

Short of stature, large of limb. 

Burl) face and russet beard, 

.Ml the women stared at him 
WTien in Iceland he appeared 
"Iu3ok, tlicys.aid. 

With nodding head, [Pnest ’’ 
•‘Tlicrc goes Hiangbrand, Olafs 

Ml the praters lie knew by role, 

He could preach like Cniysostomc, 
From the Fathers he could quote. 

He had even been at Rome. 

A learned clerk, 

A man of mark, 

Was this Thanglimnd, Olafs Priest 

He was quarreisome and loud, 

And impatient of control, 

Boisterous in the market crowd, 
Boisterous at tiic wass.ail bowl, 
D\cr)avhcrc 

Would drink nnd swear, 
SwaggcnngTlinngbrand, Olaf s Pnest 
In his house this malcontent 
Could the kang no longer bear, 

So to Iceland he was sent 
To coincri the hcatlicn there, 

And away 
One summer day 

Sailed this Tliangbrand, Olafs PnesL 

Tlierc in Iceland, ocr tlicir hooks 
Pored the people day and night. 
But he did not like their looks , 

Nor flic son^s they used to wntc 
"All this rh)mc 
Is waste of lime 1 

Grumbled Tbangbrand, Olafs Pnest 
To the alehouse, where ho sat, 

Came the Scalds and Saga-men , 

Is it to be wondered at, 

Tlmt they quarrelled now and then, 
M'lien o cr his beer 
Began to leer 

Drunken Tliangbrand, Olafs Pnest? 
All the folk in Altafiord 

Boasted of their island grand , 

Sa)ing in a single word, 

" Iceland is ilie finest Land 
T hat the sun 

Doth shine upon I ’ [Pnest 
jhed riiangbrand Olafs 
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And he answ ered “ WTiat s the use 
Of this bragging up and dot™. 

When three ^lomen and one goose 
Make a market in jour totm ■ 

Every Scald 
Satires scrawled 

On poor Thangbrand, Olafs Pncst 

Something worse they did than that , 
And what vexed him most of all 

Was a figure in shovel hat 
Drawn in charcoal on the vv'all , 
With words that go 
Sprawhng below, 

" This IS Thangbrand OlaTs PncsL 

Hardly knowing what he did 
Then he smote them might and 
main 

Thorvald Veile and Veterhd 
Lay there m the alehouse slam 
To-day we are gold, 
To-morrow mould ' 

Muttered Thangbrand Olafs Pnest 

Much in fear of axe and rope 
Back to Norwaj sailed he then, 

"O, Kmg Olaf ' litde hope 
Is there of these Iceland men ' 
Meeklj said. 

With bending head 

Pious Thangbrand, Olafs Pnest 


Lives the Viking, Raud the Strong , 
All the Godoe Isles belong 
To him and his heathen horde " 
Tlius went on speaking 
Sigurd the Bishop 

• A warlock a wizard is he 
And lord of the wmd and the sea , 
And whichever way he sails. 

He has ever favounng gales. 

By his craft in sorcery 

Here the sign of the cross made 
Devoutlj King Olaf 

“ With ntes tliat w e both abhor. 

He worships Odin and Thor , 

So It cannot ) et be said. 

That all the old g6ds are dead 
And the warlocks are no more. 
Flushing with anger 
Said Sigurd the Bishop 

Then King Olaf cned aloud 

* I will talk with this mighty Raud, 
And along the Salten Fiord 
Preach the Gospel with my sword, 
Or be brought back m nn shroud ' 

So northward from Drontheim 
Sailed King Olaf J 


XI -—BISHOP SIGURD AT SALTEN 
FIORD 


X — RALD THE STRONG 


" All the old gods are dead, 

AH the wold warlocks fled 
But the White Christ lives and reigns 
And throughout my wide domains 
His Gospel shall be spread ' 

On the Evangelists 
Thus swore King Olaf 

But still in dreams of the night 
Beheld he the crimson light 
And heard the voice that defied 
Him who was crucified 
And challenged him to the fight 
To Sigurd the Bishop 
King Olaf confessed iL 


am Sigurd the Bishop said 
The old gods are not dead 
For the great Thor sUll reigns 
^d among *e Jarls and Thanes 
The^d witchcraft still is spread 
Thus to Kmg Olaf 
Said Sigurd the Bishop 


" Far north m the Salten Fiord 
rapme, fire, and sword. 


Loud the angry wind was waihng 
As Kmg Olafs ships came sailing 
Northward out of Drontheim haven 
To the mouth of Salten Fiord. 

Though the ing sea-spray drenches 
Fore and aft the row ers benches. 

Not a single heart is craven 

Of the champions there on board. 

AH without the Fiord was quiet. 

But within It storm and not. 

Such as on his Viking cruises [nde. 
Raud the Strong was wont to 

And the sea through all its tide-ways 
Swept the reeling vessel sidewajs 
As the leaves are swept through 
slmces 

VTien the flood gates open wide, 

"'Tis the warlock ! os the demon 
Raud 1 cried Sigurd to the seamen , 
“ But the Lord is not affrighted 
By the witchcraft of his foes 

To the ship s bow he ascended. 

By his chonsters attended 
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Round him were the tapers lighted, 
And the sacred incense rose 

On the bow stood Bishop Sigurd, 

In his robes, as One transfigured. 

And the Crucifix he planted 

High amid the rain and mist 

Then with holy water sprinkled 
All the ship , the mass bells tinkled , 
Loud the monks around hmi chanted. 
Loud he read the Evangelist 

As into the Fiord they darted. 

On each side the witcr parted , 

Down a path like silver molten 

Steadilj row cd King Olaf s ships , 

Steadily burned all night the tapers. 
And the White Christ tlirough the 
■vapours 

Gleamed across the Fiord of balten, 
Ls through John s Apocalypse, — 

Till at lost they reached Raudsdwel- 
On the httle isle of Gelling , fling 
Not a gimrd was at the doorway. 

Not a ghmmer of hght was seen 

But at anchor, carved and gilded. 

Lay the dragon-ship he budded , 

Twas the grandest ship in Norway, 
With its crest and scales of green 

Up the stairway, softly creeping, 

To the loft where Raud was sleeping 
With thur fists they burst asunder 
Bolt and bar that held the door 

Drunken with sleep and ale they found 
him, [him. 

Dragged him from his bed and bound 
While he stared with stupid wonder. 
At the look and garb they wore. 

Then King Olaf said " O Sea-King 1 
Little time have we for speaking. 
Choose between the good and cvdl 
Be baptised, or thou shalt die 1 

But in scorn the heathen scoffer 
Answered " I disdain thine offer , 
Neither fear I God nor Devil , 

Thee and thy Gospel I defy 1 ’’ 

Then between his jaws distended. 
When his frantic struggles ended 
Through King Olaf s horn an adder. 
Touched by fire they forced to 
glide. 

Sharp his tooth was as an arrow. 

As he gnawed through bone and 
marrow , 
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But without a groan or shudder, 

Raud the Strong blaspheming 
died 

Then baptised they all that region. 
Swarthy Lap and fair Norwegian, 

Far as swims the salmon leaping, 

Up the streams of Salten Fiord 

In their temples Thor and Odin 
Lay in dust and ashes trodden. 

As King Olaf, onward sweeping, 

Preached tlie Gospel with his 
sword 

Then he took the carved and gilded 
Dragon-ship that Raud had builded, 
And the tiller single-handed, 

Grasping, steered into the main 

Southward sailed the sea gulls o or 
him. 

Southward sailed the ship that bore 
him. 

Till at Dronthelm haven landed 
Olaf and his crew again 


XII —KING OLAF S CHRISTMAS 

At Drontheim, Olaf the King 
Heard the bells of Yule-tide nng 
As he sat in his banquet-hall, 
Dnnking the nut-brown ale. 

With his bearded Berserks hale 
And tall 

Three days his Yule tide feasts 
He held with Bishops and Pnests, 
And his horn filled up to the bnm , 
But the ale was never too strong. 

Nor the Saga-man s tale too long. 

For him 

O cr his drinking horn, tlie sign 
He made of the Cross divine 

As he drank and muttered his 
prayers , 

But the Berserks evermore 
Made the sign of the Hammer of Thor 
Over theirs 

The gleams of the firelight dance 
Upon helmet and hauberk and lance. 
And laugh in the eyes of the 
King, 

And he cries to Halfred the Scald, 
Gray-bearded, wnnkled, and bald, 

" Sing 1 

"Sing me a Song divine, 

With a sword in every line, 

And this shall be thy reward ” 
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And he loosened the belt at his ^\alst 
And m front of the singer placed 
His sword 

" Quem-biter of Hakon the Good, 
Wherewith at a stroke he hewed 

The millstone through and 
through 

And foot-breadth of Thoralf the 
Strong 

Were neither so broad nor so long, 

Nor so true. 

Then the Scald took his harp and 
sang 

And loud through the mtisic rang 
The sound of that shining word , 
And theharp-stnngs a clangour made 
As if they were struck with the blade 
Of a sword. 

And the Berserks round about 
Broke forth in a shout 

That made the rafters nng , 

The> smote with then- fists on tlie 
board 

And shouted, " Long live the Sword 
And the King 1 

But the King said " O mj^ son, 

I miss the bnght w ord in one 

Of thy measures and th\ 
rhymes 

And Halfred the Scald replied 
• In another twas multiplied 
Three times 

Then King Olaf raised the hilt 
Of iron cross-shaped and gilt 
And said ‘ Do not refuse , 

Count well the gain and the loss 
Thor s hammer or Christ s cross 
Choose 1 

And Halfred the Scald said • Th-s 

In the name of the Lord I kiss 
Who on It was crucified ! 

^d a shout went round the board 
of Christ the Lord 
Who died ' ’ ’ 

ijjen over the ivaste of snotvs 
the noonday sun uprose 

Through the dnving mists re- 
vealed 

^ the lifung of the Host, 

By incense-clouds almost 
Concealed. 

On the shining wall a vast 
And shadowy cross was cast 

From the hilt of the lifted sword. 


And m foaming cups of ale 
The Berserks drank " Was-hael ! 
To the Lord ! ' 


XIII — THE BUILDIVC OF THE LONG 
SERPENT 

Thorberg ShJtFTiNG master builder, 
In his shipi-yard by the sea 
\\Tiistlmg said "It would bewilder 
Any man but Thorberg Skafting, 

Any man but me ' 

Near him lay the Dragon stranded, 
Built of old by Raud the Strong, 
And King Olaf h id commanded 
He should build another Dragon, 
Twace as large and long 

Therefore whistled Thorberg Skafting, 
As he sat wath half-closed eyes 
And his head turned sideways, draft- 
ing 

That new vessel for King Olaf 
Twace the Dragon s sire. 

Round him busily hewed and ham- 
mered 

Mallet huge and heavy axe , 
Workmen laughed and sang and 
clamouTM , 

Whirred the wheels that into nggmg 
Spun the shimng fla.\ ! 

All this tumult heard the master, — 

It was music to his ear , 

Fancy w hispered all the faster 
Men shall hear of Thorberg Skafting 
For a hundred year 1 

•Vorkmen sweating at the forges 
Fashioned iron bolt and bar 
Like a warlock s midnight orgies 
omoked and bubbled the black caul- 
dron 

With the boiling tar 

Did the warlocks mingle m it, 

Thorberg Skafting, any curse? 
Could j ou not be gone a minute 
But some mischief must be domg, 
Turning bad to worse? 

Twas an ill wand that came wafting 
From his homestead words of 
woe , 

To his farm went Thorberg Skafting, 
Oft repeating to his workmen. 

Build ye thus and so 

After long delays returning 

Came the master back by mght , 
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To Ills ship-ynrd longing, j earning, 
Humcd he, and did not leave if 
Till the morning's light 

*' Come and sec mj ship, my darling 1" 
On the morrow said the Kin^ , 

" Finished now from keel to earhtig , 
Ne\er jet was seen in Nonvav 
Such a wondrous thing 1 ’* 

In the ship jnrd, idly talking, 

At tlic ship the workmen stared , 
Some one all their labour baulking, 
Down her sides had cut deep gashes. 
Not a plank was spared 1 

" Death be to the evil doer 1 " 

Witli an oath King Olaf spoke , 

" But rewards to his pursuer 1 '' 

And with wTath his face grew redder 
Than his scarlet cloak 

Straight the master-builder, smiling, 
Ans^\ered thus the angry King 
" Cease blaspheming and reviling, 
Olaf, It was Thorberg Skafting 
Who has done this thing I " 

Tlicn he chipped and smoothed the 
planking. 

Till the King, delighted s\\ore, 
With much lauding and much thank- 
mg, 

" Handsomer is now my Dragon 
Than she was before ! 

Scicnty ells and four extended 
On the grass the vessel s keel , 
Higliaboicit gilt and splendid. 

Rose the figure-head ferocious 
With Its crest of steel 

Then they launched her from the 
trcssels. 

In tlie ship-yard b) the sea , 

She was the grandest of all vessels. 
Never ship was built in Nonvay 
Half so fine as she ! 

Tlic Long Serpent was she christened 
Mid the roar of cheer on cheer ! 
They who to the Saga listened 
Heard the name of Thorberg SkafUng 
For a hundred vear I 


^iv — the crew of the long 

SERPENT 

Safe at anchor in Dronthclm bay 
King Olaf 's fleet assembled lay. 
And, striped with white and blue, 
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Downward fluttered sail and banner, 
As alights the screaming lanner 
Lustily cheered, m their wald manner, 
Fhc Long Serpent s crew 

Her forecastle man was Ulf the Red , 
Like a w olf s was his shaggj' head, 
His teeth as large and white , 

His beard of grey and russet blended. 
Round ns a swallow s nest descended 
As standard-bearer he defended 
Olaf’s flag in the fight 

Near him Kolbiom had his place. 
Like the King in garb and face. 

So gallant and so hale , 

Every cabin-boy and varlct 
Wondered at Ins cloak of scarlet , 
Like a nver, frozen and star-ht. 
Gleamed his coat of mail 

B> the bulkhead, tall and dark. 

Stood Thrand Rame of Thclcmark, 

A figure gaunt and grand , 

On his hairy arm imprinted 
Was an anchor, auzurc tinted. 

Like Thor’s hammer, huge and dmted 
Was his braw ny hand 

Dinar Tamberskelver, bare 
To the winds his golden hair. 

By the mainmast stood , 

Graceful w ns his form and slender. 
And his C) es w ere deep and tender 
As a woman s m the splendour 
Of her maidenhood 

In the forehold Biom and Bork 
Watched the sailors at their work 
Heavens I how thev swore 1 
Thirty men they each commanded, 
Iron-sincwed, horny handed. 

Shoulders broad, and chests bxpanded. 
Tugging at the oar 

These, and many more like these. 
With King Olaf sailed the seas. 

Till the waters vast 
Filled them wlih a vague devotion. 
With the freedom and the motion. 
With the roll and roar of ocean 
And tlic sounding blast 

When they landed from the fleet. 

How they roared through Drontheim’s 
street. 

Boisterous as the gale 1 [pounded 
How they laughed and stamped and 
Till the tavern roof resounded. 

And the host looked on astounded 
As they drank the ale 1 
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Never sav. the \\Tld North Sea 
Such a gallant company 
Sail Its billows blue ' 

Never while they cruised and quar 
relied 

Old King Gorm, or Blue-Tooth 
Harald 

Owned a ship so wcU-apparelled, 
Boasted such a crew 1 


W —A LITTLE BIRD IN THE AIR 


XVI — QUEEN THYRI AND THE 

angelica stalks 

Northward over Drontheim 
Flew the clamorous sea gulls, 
bang the lark and linnet 
From the meadows green , 

Weeping in her chamber. 
Lonely and unhappy 
Sat the Drottning 1 nyn. 

Sat King Olaf s Queen. 


\ LITTLE bird in the air 
Is singing of Thjn the Fair 
The sister of Svend the Dane , 
■^nd the song of the garrulous bird 
In the streets of the tow n is heard, 
And repeated again and again. 
Hoist up vonr sails of silk. 

And flee away from each other 

To King Bunshf it is said 
Was the beautiful Thyn wed. 

And a sorrowful bade went she, 
And after a week and a day. 

She has fled away and awaj , 

From his town by the stormy sea. 
Hoist up your sails of silk. 

And flee aw ay from each other 


They say that through beat and 
through cold. 

Through weald, they say, and through 
wold 

Bydavandbv night they say. 

She has fled , and the gossips report 
She has come to King Olaf s court, 
And the towm is all in disma) 

Hoist up your sails of silk. 

And flee awaj from each other 


It IS whispered King Olaf has seen. 
Has talked with the beautiful Queen 
And thev wonder how it wiU end , ’ 
ror sureh if here she remain 
1 King Svend the Dane 

^nd KingBunsIaf the Vend' 

A 5 our sails of silk, 

And flee away from each other 

p greatest wonder of all 1 
It u published in hamlet and hall, 

Olaf the King- 
Has tvi^ed her with his nng® 

Queen in the Land ' 
>°tir sails of silk. 

And flee away from each other 


In at all the windows 
Streamed the pleasant sunshine. 
On the roof above her 
Softly cooed the dove , 

But the sound she heard not. 

Nor the sunshine heeded 
For the thoughts of Thyn 
Were not thoughts of love. 

Then King Olaf entered, 
Beauuful as morning, 

Like the sun at Easter 
Shone his happy face , 

In his hand he earned 
Angelicas uprooted, 

Wth dehaous fragrance 
Filhng all the place. 

Like a rainy midnight 
bat the Drottning Thyn 
E\ en the smile of Olaf 
Could not cheer her gloom , 

Nor the stalks he gave her 
With a gracious gesture. 

And with words as pleasant 
As their own perfume. 

In her hands he placed them 
And her jewelled fingers 
Through the green leaves ghstened 
Like the dews of mom , 

But she cast them from her, 
Haughtv and indignant 
On the floor she threw them 
With a look of scorn 

" Richer presents, ’ said she 
" Gave King Hai^d Gormson 
To the Queen, my mother. 

Than such worthless weeds , 

“When he ravaged Norway, 
Laying waste the kmgdom, 
Seizing scatt and treasure 
For her royal needs 
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“ But tliou direst not \cnturc 
Through the Sound to Vcndlind, 
Mt domims to rescue 
trom King Bunslaf , 

" Lest King St end of Denmark, 
Forked Beard, m> brother, 
Scatter all thj \c5sels 
As the ttind the chifT' 

Then up spring King Olaf, 

Like a reindeer bounding, 

With an oath he answered 
I lius the luckless Queen 

“ N'eter )ct did Ohf 
Fear King Stend of Denmark , 
This nght hand shall hale him 
B) his forked chin ! ' 

Then he left the chamber. 
Thundering through the doontaj. 
Loud his steps resounded 
Down the outer stair 

Smarting w ith the insult, 

Through the streets of Drontlieini 
Strode he red and wrathful. 

With his stately air 

Ml his ships he gathered, 
Summoned all his forces 
Making his war lc\ j 
In the region round , 

Dotvn the coast of Norway, 

Like a (lock of sea-gulls, 

Sailed the fleet of OLaf 
Tlirough the Danish Sound 

With his owai hand fearless 
Steered he the Long Serpent, 
Strained the creaking cordage. 
Bent each boom and gaff , 

Till in Vendland landing, 
file domains of Thyrl 
He redeemed and rescued 
From King Bunslaf 

Then said Olaf, laughing, 

" Not ten yoke of oxen 
Have the power to draw us 
Like a woman s hair I 

“ Now will I confess it, 

Better things are jewels 
Than angelica stalks arc 
For a Queen to wear ' 


Xt'fl —KING SVFND OF THE FORKED 
HEARD 

LouDLt the sailors cheered 
Svend of the Forked Beard, 

As with his fleet he steered 
Southw ard to Vendland , 

Wlierc with their courses hauled 
All were together called. 

Under tlie Isle of Svald 
Near to the mainland 

After Queen Gunhild s death. 

So the old Saga saitli, 

Plighted King Svend his faith 
To Signd the Haughty , 

And to avenge his bnde 
Soothing her wounded pnde. 

Over the waters wide 
King Olaf sought he. 

Still on her scornful face, 

Blushing wath deep disgrace, 

Bore she the enmson trace 
I Of Olaf s gauntlet , 

Like a malignant star. 

Blazing in heaven afar, 

1 Red shone the angry scar 
' Under her frontlet 

I 

' Oft to King Svend she spake, 

’ For thine own honour s sake 
I Shalt thou swift vengeance take 
I On the vile coward 1 ’ 

Until the King at last. 

Gusty and overcast. 

Like a tempestuous blast 
Threatened and lowered 

Soon as the Spnng appeared, 

Svend of the Forked Beard 
High his red standard reared, 

^ger for battle , 

While every warlike Dane, 

Seizing his arms again 
Left all unsown the grain. 

Unhoused the cattle. 

Likewise the Swedish King 
Summoned in haste a Thing, 
Weapons and men to bring 
In aid of Denmark , 

Enc the Norseman, too. 

As the war-tidings flew. 

Sailed with a chosen crew 
From Lapland and Finmark. 

So upon Easter day 
Sailed the three kings away. 

Out of the sheltered bav. 

In the bnght season 
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TAILS 01 A WAYSWE INN 


Lvinp \ni!iin the lioir'ic 
N5out)i5 of 5.!ci fiavcn . 

Him to on'Tnre nn<l bnng 
Unto tl c Dtnis’j 1 inf 

tin til-, (loid corse would flinp 
I o'tli to it.t riven 1 


Wilt— KINr OI M A^D I„\1!L 
'■irAAiP 

Os t! '' rn\ sri snrds 
KIni: Oiif *^tini!s 
Noii'iwird ind s'^wn't] 
lie ]>e n*s w itii Jiis Iniids 

\\ 1 li cridv ind whirl 
'llie r id<'- turl 
W I'hinf the Mndik 
Of Sijfnld the J^irL 

'Hie m.inr''’'s itiont, 
nie rhi,> winf ilxmt 
Tin virds nn ill hoisted 
1 iu MiU nutter out 

The Mir 1 oms I'e phved. 
Idle inchoT-i rrc wcifiied 
like moths jfi tlie dist intt 
1 he *iih flit nnd fide. 

'Hie lei J5 like lend, 
rlie hart'our lies dcifl 
/V n e-arse 01 the jc-i ihorc, 
V» ijove <p m Ins lied I 

On tint full cli>, 

The histories ‘1), 

Sc cnlv vessels 
Silled out of the bis 

Rut soon Scattered wide 

0 cr the billo \s the\ ride, 
WliHc Sifpildind Olif 
Sill jtli- b> side 

Cricrl the Ilirl, " rolloM me 1 

1 lour pilot Mill lie 

Tor I f no,v ill the dnnncls 
■kk here flows the deep sen 

So into the stmt 
Where Ins foes lie m wait, 
GalLini King Olif 
Sails to Ills fate I 

Then the £Ci fof wils 
Hie ships and their sills , 
Queen Sifnd the Unughlj, 
111) vengeance prevails I 


M\ — JvISG OLArs WAR HORNS 

"STRikr the fills King Olaf slid , 
"Never shall men of mine Like flight , 
Never ivvij from biltlc 1 fled, 

Never nvMj from m) foes , 

Let God dispose 
Of mv life in the fight? ' 

"Sound the horns ’ said Ohf the 
King , 

And suddenly through tlic dnfting 
bnimc 

Hie blare of the horns begin to nng, 
Like the terrible trumpet sliock. 

Of Pegnarock, 

On the dij of Doom I 

I.otidcr nnd louder the vvnr horns sang 
Over the level floor of the flood , 

All the fails came down witl) n cling. 
And there in the mist overhead 
The sun liiing red 
As 1 drop of blood 

Dnfting down on llic Dimsh fleet 
Three together the ships were hshed. 
So tint nuther should turn ind retreat , 
In the midst, but in front of the rest. 
File burnished crest 
Of the Serjaent flasliccL 

King Olaf stood on the qnirtcr-deck 
With 1 h)W of ash ind irrows of oik 
His gilded shield was without n fleck, 
His liclmct mind with gold, 

And in mmy i fold 
Hung his enmson eloik. 

On tlic forecastle Ulf tlic Red 
Wntciied die laslimg of the slips , 

‘ If the Serpent he so fir nlicad, 

We slinil hive bird work of it licrc, ’ 
Slid lie with 1 sneer 
On his bearded lips 

King Ohf laid in irrovv on stnng, 

' Havel 1 coward on board? said he 
"Shoot it another wiy, O King I 
Sullcnl> answered Ulf, 

Idle old sen wolf , 

"You have need of me 1 

In front came Svend, the King of the 
Dines, 

Sweeping down with his fifty rowers , 
To the right, the Swedish king with 
his thanes , 

And on honrd of the Iron-Beard 
Lari Trie steered 
To the left witli his oars 
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“These soft Danes md Swedes," 
said the Km" 

' At home with their \ i\es had better 
sta\ 

Than come withm reach of m> 
■Nirpent s slincr 

But where Cnc the Norseman leads 
Heroic deeds 

Will be done to-daj ! ' I 

Then as together the scsscls crashed ; 
Enc sescred the cablis of hide 
A\ith which King Olaf s ships wet l 
lashed 

\nd left them to dr\e and drift 
A^ nil the currents swift 
Of the outward tide 

Louder the war horns grow 1 and snarl 
Sharper the draeons bite and sung ' 
Eric the son of Habon Jarl 
A deaih-dnnk salt as the sea 
Pledges to thee, 

Olaf the King ' 


■V.V— EINAR T\MBEPSKFL\FR 

It was Emar Tamherskclscr 
Stood beside the mast 
From his )cw bow tipped wath sihcr 
Flew the arro\"s fast 
Aimed at Enc unavailing 
As he sat concealed 
Half behind the quarter railing 
Half behind his shield 

First an arrow struck the tiller 
Just above his head 
‘“aing O Evvand Skaldaspillcr, 

Then Lari Liac said 
‘ Sing the song of Hakon djang. 

Sing his funeral wail ' 

And another arrow (Iv mg 
Grazed his coat of mail 

Turning to a I^pland ) coman 
As the arrow past 

Said Earl Enc Shoot tluat bowman 
otnndmg b% the m'lsi^ 

SoOTer tLan the word was spoken 
riew the jocman s shaft , 

Dinars bow in twain was broken, 
Dinar only laughed 

Elnar then, the arrow taking 

From the loosened string; 


Answered " Flint was No'waj break- 
ing 

From thj hand, O King ' ” 

' Though art but a poor diviner," 
Straightway Olaf said 
‘ Take my bow, and swifter, Emar, 
I>ct thy shafts be sped ’ 

Of his bow s the fairest choosing 
Reached he from above , 

Linar saw the blood drops oozing 
Through his iron glove 

But the bow was thin and narrow , 

\t the first cssav 
Oer Its head he drew the arrov , 
Hung the bow avvnv , 

Said with hot and angry temper 
Dushing in lius check 
' Olaf for so great a k’tmpcr 
Are tin bows too weak ' 

Tlicn with smile of ^oy defiant 
On his beardless lip, 
bcalcd he, light and self reliant, 

Lnc s dragon ship 
Loose his golden locks were flowang, 
Bright his nmmur gleamed 
Lkc Saint Michael overthrovang 
Lucifer he seemed 


\\t —KING OLAFS DFATH-DRINK. 

\i J dav has the battle raged, 

Ml dav have the ships engaged, 

But not vet is assuaged 
Tlie V cngcncc of Lnc the EarL 

Tlic decks with blood arc red, 

Tlic arrows of death arc sped 
fhe ships arc filled v\ ith the dead 
And the spears the champions hurl 

They drift as WTccks on the tide. 

Flic grappling-irons arc plied 
T he boarders climb up the side 
The shouts arc feeble and few 

Ah 1 never shall Nonvav againjmain , 
■'cc her sulors come back o’er the 
They all be wounded or slam 
Or asleep in the billows blue ! 

On the deck stands Olaf the King, 
Around him whistle and sing 
The spears that the focmen fling. 

And the stones they hurl wath their 
hands 

In the midst of the stones and the 
spears, 

Kolbiom, the marshal, appears, 
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Tiir.'i oh '/ irDswr /aw 


in llif nr he nprtirs 
R> the of Kins Obf lie siind*; 

Ofcr tiie ^iipjvTA wrtek 
Of the J-ont, N: pf-nl s dcci 
f-ttcrp Lrir hirdU n clicck, 

Ills iips wiili nn"er nrc pnie , 

J ie )ic s s s\ !tl) Ins tcc nt the mist 
nUiifitls s\uli tiic Mils oscrcist 
L t c .1 ' low -on crul pine in the t ist 
Dim furots of Ork iiiiic 

Kinu Olif llttn, 

He nish''-. lit with his nicn, 

\s ii Intnii r into the ticn 
01 tin l*eir, when hi. stindsitbit 

'• RrtiieinKr Inti Hi! on < Im ents 
W li< 1 lo * on Ins w nntlt"'iiif' ctes, 
■Jsvokinels fiqures itise 
Two O'lfs in wirlil c iimy? 

Then Ko!h oni 'jxnlj: in tlic cir 
Of Kinp Ohf n wotI of char, 

In 1 wliisjier tint none nn\ line, 
With n emik on Ins trenwious hp , 


Shu heird in the silence 
TTic \oicc of one speaking 
Without in the darkness, 

In gusts of tlie night wind, 
Now louder, now nearer, 
Now lost in the distance 

riic \oicc of 1 stringer 
It fccnicd ns she listened 
Of some one who nnstscred, 
ncSLCching, imiiloring, 

A cn from nfnr off 
She could not distinguish 

T hi, voice of St John, 

Tlic licloicd ilisLipIe 
ho wniidcrcd and willed 
T he Mister s appennnee. 
Atone in the dirkness, 
OnshcliLrcd and friendless 

" It IS acccp'eil, 

The men difiance 
llic chillongL of biulc , 

It is acccpicd 

Rut not with the weapons 

Of wnr tint thou wicldcst ! 


Two sluchh ni'ed high In the air, 
Two flish'-s of roldtn hair, 

T wo scarlet mcii ors glare, 

And lioih have leapctl from tht. ship 

1 jirl Lnc s men in the boats 
V 1 e Kolhiom s shield as It floats 
And cn front tl cir hairv throats, 
'Seel it h Ohf the King! ' 

W hilc far on the opposite side 
1 loats anoilicr shitld on the tide, 

Lit c 1 jLW cl set in the wide 
Kca currents cddving nng 


" Cross against corslet, 

I^ic against hatred, 

Peace cn for w ar-crj ! 
Pitlcncc is powerful , 

He that ovcrcomrth 
Hath pow cr o cr the nations 1 

" As torrents in summer. 
Half dried in their channels, 
Suddcnlj nsc, though the 
Sk\ is still cloudless 
Tor ram has been falling 
1 ar off at their fountains , 


Tlicrc is told a wonderful talc, 

How the King stripped off his mail, 
Ldc leaves of the brown sea kale, 

\s he swam beneath (he mam , 

But the voting grew old and graj. 
And ncvTir hv night or bj daj, 

In his kingdom of Norrowaj 
Was King Ohf seen again 1 


\\u — Tlir NUN OF MDAROS 

In the convent of Dronthcim, 
Alone in her chamber, 

Knelt Asind the Abltcss, 

At midnight, adonng, 
Beseeching, entreating 
Tlic Virgin and Mother 
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So hearts that arc fainting 
Grow full to o erflou ing, 

And the) that Ixiliold it 
Marvel and know not 
That God at their fountains 
Tor oflf has been raining 1 

" Stronger than steel 
Is the sword of the Spint , 
Swifter than arrows 
The light of the truth is , 
Greater than anger 
Is love, and subducth 1 

*' Thou art a phantom, 

A shape of the sea-mist, 

A shape of the brumal 
Rain and the darkness 
Fearful and formless , 

Day dawns and thou art not I 
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incdw-nis noi disuini, 

Nor IS the night starless 
J-ove IS eternal I 
God IS stiU God, and 
His faith shall not fail us 
Christ IS eternal 1 ’ 

interlude 

A the tale 

A Ion, monotonous funeral tLl ’ 
Tttat ^vlth Its cadence wHri « j * 

^tade the Ion? Sain sweet, 

••'TTa 1 ^ ^ ^ore complete. 

■^lank God “ the 'TKoi^i 

reign of MolenStdgd"'^^'^' 

Or dimg surely from the 3, 


^\Tii)c lore triumphant reigns instead, 
And in a bnghter skj o erhead 
His blessed banners arc unfurled 
And most of all thank God for this 
war and naste of clashing erwds 
a words, and not in deeds, 

And no one suffers loss, or bleeds, 
t or thoughts that men call heresies. 

I stand without here in the porch, 
t near the bell s melodious din, 

T V organ peal within, 
i near the prayer with words thatscorch 
^iKe sparks from an interred torch, 
t nw the sermon upon sin, 

Ani" 'nrcatenings of the last account, 
And all trans-a ed in the atr. 
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T-ILES OP A WAYSIDE INN 


I RMchmobuta'iOurdcarLortl sPnjcr, 
And as the bemion on the Mount 

'* Must it be Cal'jn and not Christ' 
Musi ii he Alhauasiiu creeds. 

Of Iiolj uatcr, books and beads? 
^^ust struggling souls reiUTin content 
With councils and decrees of Trent' 
And can it be enough for these 
j nicChnstmn Clturch thej carombaltns 
With evergreens and boughs of palms, 
And fills the air with hinnies? 

" I know that j under Pharisee 
\ Thanks God that he is not like me , 

In my hiiniillntion dressed, 
i I only stand and beat niy breast, 

I And pray for human chanty 

; “ Not to one church alone, but seven, 

Thcvoicc prophetic spake from heaven , 
And unto eacli tlic promise came, 
Diversified, but still die same , 

For him that overcometh arc 
The new name vvntten on the stone. 
The raiment white, the crown, the 
throne. 

And 1 will give him the Morning Star' 

“Ah * to how many Fauli has been ! 
No evidence of things unseen, | 

But a dim shadow that recasts 
The creed of the Phnntasiasts 
For whom no Man of Sorrows died, 
For whom the Tragedy Divine 
Was but a symbol and a sign. 

And Christ a phantom crucified ! 

■' For others a divancr creed 
Is liv ing m the life they lead 
TTc passing of their beauteous feet 
Blesses the pav ement of the street. 

And all their looks and words repeat 
Old Fullers saying, wise and sweet. 
Not os a vailturc, but a dove, 
j The Holy Ghost came from above. 

j • ' And this brings back to me a talc 
So sad the hearer well may quail 
I And question if such things can be , 
j Yet in the chronicles of Spam 

Down the dark pages runs this stain. 
And nought can wash them while again. 
So fearful is the tragedy ’ 


THE THEOLOGIAN S TALE 
torquemada 

Ik the heroic days, when Ferdinand 
And Isabella ruled the Spanish land, 
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A nd Torquemada, waih his subtle brain, 
Ruled them, ns Grand Inquisitor of 
Spam, 

In a great castle near Valladolid 
Moated and high and by fair wood- 
lands hid, 

Tlicrc dwelt, as from the chronicles wc 
leant. 

An old Hidalgo proud and taciturn 
Whose name has penshed, with his 
lowers of stone 

And all his actions save tins one alone , 
Thisotic solemblc, perhaps tvvevebest 
If It, too, were forgotten with the rest , 
Unless, perchance, our eyes can see 
therein 

The martyrdom triumphant oerthe 
sin , 

A double picture, with its gloom and 
glow, 

Tlie splendour overhead the death 
below 

Tins sombre man counted each day os 
lost 

On winch his feet no sacred threshold 
crossed , 

And when he chanced the passing 
Host to meet, 

He knelt and prayed dev outly in the 
street , 

Oft he confessed , and with each 
I mutinous thought, 

As with wild beasts at Ephesus, he 
fought 

In deep conlntion scourged himself m 
Lent 

Walked in processions, with his head 
dowTi bent. 

At plays of Corpus Chnsti oft was 
seen. 

And on Palm Sunday bore his bough 
of green 

His sole diversion was to hunt the 
boar 

Through tangled thickets of the forest 
hoar, 

Or vrttli his Jingling mules to hurry 
down 

To some grand bull-fight m the neigh- 
bounng tow n. 

Or in. the crowd vvath lighted taper 
stand. 

When Jews were burned, or banished 
from the land 

Then stirred within him a tumultuous 

joy . 

The demon whose delight is to destroy 
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Shook him, ind shouted with n 
trumpet tone, 

" KiU, kill I -ind let the Lord find out 
Ins o\\ n ' 

And now m tint old castle in the 
wood. 

His daughters, in the dawn of woman- 
hood. 

Returning from their conrent school, 
had made 

Resplendent with their bloom the 
forest shade 

Reminding liim of their dead mothers 
fact, 

WTitn first she came into tli it gloomj 
place — 

\ memory in his heart as dim and 
sweet 

■\s moonlight in a solitary street. 

Where the same riys that lift the sea, 
art thrown 

Lotely but powerless upon walls of 
stone 

These two fair daughters of a mother 
dead 

Were all the dream had left him as it 
fled 

A joy at first and then a growing care 

As if a \oict within him cned, •' lie 
ware ! 

A TOgue presentiment of impending 
doom 

Like ghostly footsteps in a vacant 
room 

Haunted Iiim day and night , a form 
less fear 

Tliat death to some one of his house 
was near, 

With dark surmises of a Iiiddcn cnnie 

Made life itself a dcatli before its 
time. 

Jealous suspicious, witli no sense of 
shame 

A spy upon his daughters he became 

With \ci\ct slippers noiseless on the 
floors 

He glided softly tlirough half opened 
doors 

Now m the room and now upon the 
Stair 

He stood beside them ere they were 
aware , 

passage when they 

when they walked fside 

He saw the gipsy haunt the mers 


He saw the monk among the cork- 
trees glide , 

\nd, tortured by the mystery and the 
doubt 

Of some dark secret, past his finding 
out 

Rafllcd he paused , then reassured 
ngain 

Pursued tlic flying phantom of his 
brain 

He watclicd them even wlicn they 
knell in chtirch , 

And tlien descending lower in his 
searcl), 

Questioned the sen ants, rmd wath 
eager c\cs 

Listened men diiloiis to their replies , 

The gipsy? none li id seen Iict m the 
wood 1 

The monk ? n mendicant in search of 
food ! 

\t Icngtii the awful revelation came, 

Crushing nl once his pndc of birtli and 
mime. 

Hie hopes his y earning bosom forward 
cast 

\nd tile nnccstral glories of the past , 

\)1 fell together crumbling mdis^cc 

A turret rent from battlement to base. 

His daughters talking in the dead of 
night 

In their own cliambcr, and without a 
light, 

Listening, as be was wont, lie over- 
heard. 

And learned the dreadful secret, word 
by w ord , 

And hurrying from his castle, with a 
cry 

He raised his hands to the unpityang 
sky, 

Rcpeaiting one dread word, till bush 
and tree 

Caught It and sliuddenng answered, 
"Heresy t 

\\ rapt m his cloak, his hat drawm o er 
lus face, 

Now hunying fonvard, now with 
lingering pace. 

He wnlk^ all night tlie alleys of his 
park 

With one unseen companion in the 
dark, 

The Demon who within him lay m 
wait 

And by his presence turned his lov'c to 
hate. 
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For ^-cr mutlerinp in an undertone. But hastened to obey the Lonl sbchest 
K. 1 II kill 'intl let uic Lx5rd find out In him it was accounted n^hteousness 
his own' The Holj Church expects of tbee no 

Lpon the niorrou, after early Mass * 

While xcl the dew was {^listening on A sacred frcn 7 > scircd the fathers 
the gra-ss , brain, 

And all the woods were mustcal \Mth And Mercy from tliat hour implored 
birds in tain 

Tlic old Hidalgo, uttering fearful Ah ! who will ecr believe the words I 
w ords say ? 

Walked homeward with the Priest His daughters he accused, and the 


and in his room 


same day 


Summoned bis trembling daughters to They both were cast into the dungeon s 


their doom 


gloom, 


WHicn questioned, with brief answers That dismal antechamber of the tomb 


thci replied 

Nor when accused etaded or denied , 
Lvpostulations, passionate appeals j 
All that the human heart most fears or 


Arraigned condemned, and sentenced 
to the flame. 

The secret torture and the public 
shame 


In rmn^ihe Pnest wath earnest toicc Inquisitor once 


T„ ,1 , J . . The Hidalgo went, more eager than 

In \-ain the father threatened, wept, before ^ 

Until nMasr^--^-’— ' ^ i— -1— Abraham offered 


prated , 
ist lie sr 


said, wath haught> 


up his son. 


••aa Tr .1 _ _ . ' He clave the wood wherewith It might 

"Tlie Holy Office, tlicn, must inter- be done 

A„d„rtaGn,aI.,««,.orcfSp„. 

With nil the fift) horsemen of Jus tram ■' 

His awful name resounding, like the And the deep voice, without a pause 
blast replied 

Of funeral trumpets, as ho onward 1 "Son of the Church ' by faitli now 


passed 


justified, 


Came to Valladolid, and tliere began Complete thy saenfice, even as thou 


To liarry ilic rich Jews witli fire and 
ban 

To him the Hidalgo went, and at the 
gate. 

Demanded audience on affairs of state. 


wilt , 

The Church absolves thy conscience 
from all guilt 1 

Then this most wretched father wenj 
his wny 


And m a secret chamber stood before Into the woods that round his castle 

A \encmblc graj beard of fourscore lay. 

Dressed in the hood and habit of a Where once his daughters in tlieir 

childhood plajed 

Out of his eves flashed a consuming With their young mother in the sun 

and shade 

And m his hand the mystic horn he Now all the leaves had fallen , the 

branches bare 

■WTiicli poison and all noxious charms Made a perpetual moaning in the air 
dispelled And screaming from their eynes over 

He heard in silence the Hidalgo stale, head , , ,, . , r 


dispelled And screaming from their eynes over 

He heard in silence the Hidalgo stale, head , ,, , , r 

Then answered in a \oice that made The ravens sailed athwart the sky of 
him quail lead 

"Son of the Church 1 when Abraham With his own hands he lopped the 

boughs and bound 

To sacrifice his only son was told, Fagots, that crackled w ith forebodmg 
He did not pause to parley nor protest, sound, 
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And on his mules, capansoned and 

gay 

With bells and tassels, sent them on 
their waj 

Then rnth his mind on one dark pur- 
pose bent 

Agmn to the Inquisitor he Atcnt, 

And said “ Behold, the fagots I ha\c 
brought. 

And non lest my atonement be as 
nought 

Grant me one more request, one last 
desire — 

With my OMTi hand to liglit the funeral 
fire 1 

And Torquemada answered from his 
seat, 

" Son of the Church ' Thine offering 
IS complete 

Her sen’ants through all ages shall 
not cease 

To magnif) thy deed Depart m 
peace ' 


Upon the market-place, budded of 
stone 

The scaffold ros whereon Death 
claimed his own. 

At the four comers in stem attitude 

Four statues of the Hebrew Prophets 
stood, 

Gazing with calm indifference m their 
eyes 

Upon this place of human sacnfice 

Hound which was gathenng fast the 
eager crowd 

With (^mour of voices dissonant and 
loud 


tvindovv was ali%e 
^ gazers, swarming like a 


The church bells toUed, the chant 
monks drew near 

Loud trumpets stammered forth th 
notes of fear 

A line of torches smoked along t 
street, ° 

Th^w^astir amsh a tramp of fe 
banners floating in t 

Slowly the long procession crossed t 
square, 

bound 

Then all the air a blast of trfm^ 


And louder sang the monks with bdl 
and book 

And the Hidalgo, lofty, stem, and 
proud. 

Lifted his torch, and, bursting through 
the crow d. 

Lighted m haste the fagots, and then 
fled, 

Lest those imploring eyes should strike 
him dead 1 

O pibless skies ? why did j our clouds 
retain 

For peasants’ fields their floods of 
hoarded ram i 

O pitiless earth ? why open no abyss 

To bury m its chasm a cnmelike this? 

That night, a mingled column of fire 
and smoke 

From the dark thickets of the forest 
broke. 

And, glaring o er the landscape leagues 
away. 

Made all the fields and hamlets bnght 
as day 

Wrapped in a sheet of flame the castle 
blazed 

And as the villagers m terror gazed, 

They saw the figure of that cruel 
knight 

Lean from a window m the turrets 
height. 

His ghastly face illummed with the 
glare. 

His hands upraised abo\e his head in 
prayer. 

Till the floor sank beneath him, and 
he fell 

Down the black hollow of that burning 
well 

Three centunes and more above his 
bones 

Hate piled the obhtnous years hke 
funeral stones , 

His name has perished wnth him, and 
no trace 

Remains on earth of his afflicted race , 

But Torquemada s name, with clouds 
o ercast 

Looms in the distant landscape of the 
Past, 

Like a burnt tower upon a blackened 
heath. 

Lit by the fires of burning woods 
beneath 1 
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I INTERLUDE 

j Thus dosed the tate of guilt and 
gloom, 

lliat cast upon each listener s face 
Its shadow, and for some brief space 
Unbrohen siLnce filled the room 
1 he Jew was lliouglitfuland distressed. 
Upon his memory thronged and 
pressed 

Tlie persceution of his raee. 

Their wrongs, and sufferings, and 
disgrace , 

His head w as sunk upon his breast, 
\nd from his eves alternate came 
Flashes of w rath and tears of sliame 

The Student first the silence broke, 

As one who long has lain m wait. 
With purpose to retaliate. 

And thus he dealt the avenging stroke 
' In such a company as this, 

A tale so tragic seems amiss. 

That b) Its terrible control 
Oermasters and drags down the soul 
Into a fathomless abjss 
The Italian Tales tliat you disdain. 
Some merry Night of Straparolc, 

Or Machiavelli s Bclpliagor, 

Would cheer us and ddight us more. 
Give greater pleasure and less pain 
Than jour gnm tragedies of Spam ' ' 

And here the Poet raised his hand, 
With such entreaty and command. 

It stopped discussion at us birth. 

And said •' The stoiy I shall tell 
Has meaning in it, if not mirth , 

Listen and hear what once befell 
The merry birds of Kilhngworth 1 ’ 

THE POETS TALE 
THE BIRDS OF KILLINGWORTH 

It was the season, when through all 
the land 

The merle and mavis build, and 
building sing 

Those lovelv Ivncs, written by His 
hand. 

Whom Saxon Caedmon calls the 
Blitheheart King , 

When on the boughs the purple buds 
expand, Spring, 

The banners of the Vanguard of the 
And nvulets, rejoicing, rush and leap. 
And wave their fluttering signals from 
the steep 
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The robin and the bluebird, piping 
loud. 

Filled all the blossoming orchards 
w ith tlicir glee , 

The sparrows chirped as if they still 
were proud 

Their nee in Holy wnt should men- 
tioned be , 

And hungry crows assembled in a 
crow d. 

Clamoured their piteous prayer inccs 
santlj. 

Knowing who hears the ravens cry, 
and said, 

" Give us, O Lord, this day our dailjr 
bread 1 ' 

\cross the Sound the birds of passage 
sailed. 

Speaking some uni novvai language 
sinnge and sweet 

Of tropic isle remote, and passing 
hailed 

The village with the cheers of all 
their fleet , 

Or quarrelling together, laughed and 
railed 

Like foreign sailors, landed m the 
street 

Of seaport town, and w ith outlandish 
noise 

Of oatlis and mbbcnsh frightening 
girls and boys 

' Thus came the jocund Spring of Kil* 

! hngworth. 

In fabulous days, some hundred 
years ago , 

And tlinfty farmers, as they tilled the 
earth. 

Heard with alarm the cawing of the 
crow. 

That mingled with the universal mirth, 

Cassandra - hke, prognosticating 
woe , 

They shook their heads, and doomed 
with dreadful words 

To swift destruction the whole race of 
birds 

■\nd a town-meeting was convened 
straightway 

To set a price upon the guUty heads 

Oi these marauders, who, in lieu of 

pay. 

Levied black-mail upon the garden 
beds 

And corn-fields, and beheld without 
dismay 
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Tnc s=\TCCTOu. win his fmt Th'^c never s as a wii-r man tw'o-e 
tenngsh'-eds , He strmed t’*e ircamte ’ V.cjI, I 

The si- e'eton that vauted at their feast • ^ ' 

\Vhereb) thrr sm'ul pl-asarc was in- \n(i to p^rp-tuate Ins grc't rcrovn 


creased. 

Then from his house, a temple painted 
nhite 

Wth fijted columns, and a roo'^o'^ 
red 

The Squire came fc*th, au^st md 
sp'endid sigh’ ' 

SlowU descending w iih n a^^stic 
tread. 

Three (lights of steps ntrlochmg ’c''t 
nor nghi 

Down the long sirce he roll '•d, as 
one who said 

"A town that boasts inhabitants like 
me 

Can ha\e no lacl. o' good socctv ' 

The Pa-soa too appeared, a man 
austere 

The instinct ol who e natuo: was to 
kill. 

The wratli of Got he p’eached from 
jear to ^car 

rtnd read with fen our Ldward-, 
oa iiie \\ ill 

His la ounlr poatime was to seij th'* 
deer 

In Summer on some ■\droadic 
lull , 

Een nov while walking doim th' 
rural lane, 


Ttwre was a street nam'-d afterhlmia 
town 

These came together in the new town 
hail 

With rundrv fanm'’n from the 
region round 

The Squire prcsid"<], dignifed and 
tall 

His T-r imprc'slvcand hfs reasoning 
sound 

111 fared i with tl e birds both great 
nnd small , 

H'Tdlv n fnend ir •'ll that cared 
thee found 

Hut ci'nnfes enough w-ho carry one 

Charged them with i\li the crimes bc- 
reath the s m 

When trm bad c.ndcd, from hispbocc 
apart 

Roic the IVee p'or. to rudress thr 
wrong 

\nd taml)' ng like a s'ecd Irforo the 
•.uirt 

Iy»kcd ro md br\-ildcatd on the 
cvpectanl lh*o"g , 

Tlicn thought o' 'air Almi-o, nrd toch 
1 ea i 

To spwik out wl at w'os in 1 in dear 
nnd strong 

' -Hike regardless of their sraSe or 


He lopp-d the a-raaide id cs with In-, frown 

I And quite d-tcnnired not to be 
From the Academv Those bcifn I laughed down 


crowTied 


•n,» u.n c- , Plato, ant dpating the Reanewe-j 

^ Scicrce a-nh its vane of From his Republic banished a ithoul 

round The Poets , in th s little towm of a curs 

Now If . 1 ,,- j Ptd t's death bv means of a 

Committee 

^ ^ good os The birds avho make swxct music for 

A*,u us all 

^0 nejrt the Deacon Issued from his hours, ns Daaid did for 

T 

as snow^^^*^ while 'The thrush that carols ct the dawn 

From'^grocnstccpl sof.hepiny 
1 The onole in the elm , the neba jaj, 
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Jargonmg like a foreigner at his 
^ food , 

f Tile bluebird balanced on some lop- 
j; most spray 

; Flooding wth melody the neigh- 

bourhood , 

Linnet and meadow -lark, and all the 
throng 

That dwell m nests, and ha\e the gift 
of song 

"Yousla> them all ! and wherefore? 
for the gain 

Of a scant handful more or less of 
wheat. 

Or n e, or barley, or some other gram, 
Scratched up at random by indus- 
trious feet. 

Searching for worm or weeni after 
rain 1 

Or a few chcmcs, that are not so 
sweet 

As ore the songs these uninsited 
guests 

&ing nt their feast with comfortable 
breasts 

" Do vou ncer think what wondrous 
beings these ? 

Do j ou nc cr think who made them, 
and who taught 

Tlio dialect they speak, where melo- 
dies 

Alone arc the interpreters of 
thought ’ 

ViTiosc household words arc songs in 
many keys. 

Sweeter than instrument of man e’er 
caught 1 

Whose habitations in the tree-lops 
c\en 

Arc half-way houses on the road to 
heaicn I 

" Think, c\xrv morning when the sun 
peeps through 

'The dim, leaf-latticed windows of 
the grove. 

How jubilant the happy birds renew 
Their old, melodious madngals of 
love ! 

And when you think of this, remember 
too 

'Tis always morning somewhere, 
and above 

The awakening conunents, from shore 
to shore, 

Somewhere the birds arc singing ever 
more. 

339 


‘"Think of your woods and orchards 
wathout birds ! 

Of empty nests that cling to boughs 
and beams 

As in an idiots brain remembered 
words 

Hang empty ’mid the cobwebs of 
his dreams 1 

Will bleat of flocks or bellowang of 
herds 

Make up for the lost music, when 
jour teams 

Drag home the stingj hanest, and no 
more 

The feather d gleaners follow to jour 
door? 

"What 1 would jou rathersec the in- 
cessant stir 

Of insects in the windrows of the 
hay. 

And hear the locust and the grass- 
hopper 

Their melancholy hurdj -gnrdies 
plaj ? 

Is this more pleasant to j ou than the 
whir 

Of meadow -lark, and her sweet 
roundelay 

Or twitter of little field-fores, as you 
take 

Your nooning m the shade of bush 
and brake ? 

" You call them thiei'cs and pillagers , 
but know, 

They ore the winged wardens of 
J our farms. 

Who from the cornfields drive the in- 
sidious foe. 

And from vour harvests keep a hun- 
dred harms , 

Even the blackest of them ill, the crow. 

Renders good service as jour man- 
at arms. 

Crushing the beetle in his coat of moil, 

^nd crying ha\ oc on the slug and snail 

" How can 1 teach your children gen- 
tleness. 

And mercy to the weak, and rever- 
ence 

For Life, which, in its weakness or 
excess, [tence. 

Is still a gleam of God s omnipo- 

Or Death, which, seeming darkness, 
is no less 

’The sdf-samo 1 ght, although 
averted hence, 
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When by your laws, jour actions, and 
j our speech, 

You contradict the very things 1 
teach? 

With this he closed , and through the 
audience went 

A murmur like the rustle of dead 
leases , 

The farmers laughed and nodded, and 
some bent 

Their jellou heads together like 
their sheaves , [ment 

Men have no faith in fine spun senti- 
Who put their trust m bullocks and 
in beeves 

The birds were doomed , and, as the 
record shows, 

A bounty offered for the heads of 
crows 

There was another audience out of 
reach 

Wffio had no voice nor vote in 
making laws. 

But in the papers read his little speech, 
And crowned his modest temples 
wath applause , 

They made him conscious, each one 
more than each. 

He still was vactor, vanqmshed in 
their cause. 

Sweetest of all, the applause he won 
from thee 

O fan- Almua, at the Academy 1 

Ai^ so the dreadful massacre began , 

O er fields and orcharas and o cr 
■woodland crests, 

The ceaseless fusillade of terror ran 
Dead fell the birds, with blood- 
slams on their breasts, 

Or wounded crept a;vay from sight of 
man, ® i 

While fte joung died of famine m 
their nests , 

A slaughter to be told m groans, not 
words, 

The very St Bartholomew of Birds ! 

The Summer c^e, and all the birds 
were dead , 

The days were like hot coals , the 
^^ery ground 

Was bmedf to ashes , in the orchards 
Myriads of caterpillars, and around 
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No foe to check their march, hlLthey 
had made 

The land a desert without leaf or shade 

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was 
the town. 

Because, like Herod, it had nithlcsslv 

Slaughtered the Innocents From the 
trees spun dowai 

Tlie cankcr-w orms upon the passers- 

by. 

Upon each woman’s bonnet, shawl, 
and gowai, 

WHio shook them off with just a little 
cry. 

They were the terror of each favourite 
walk. 

The endless theme of all the village 
talk 

Tlic farmers grew impatient, but a few 

Confessed their error, and would not 
complain. 

For after nil, the best thing one can do 

When It is raimng, js to let it ram 

Tlicn they repealed the law, although 
they knew 

It would not call the dead to life 
again , 

As schoolboys, finding their mistake 
too late. 

Draw a w et spionge across the accusmg 
slate. 

That j ear m KiUingworth the Autumn 
came 

\\ ithout the light of his majestic 
look, 

Tlie wonder of the falling tongues of 
flame. 

The illumined pages of his Doom's- 
Day book. 

A few lost leaves blushed crimson wath 
their shame. 

And drowned themselves despainng 
in the brook. 

While the wild wmd went moaning 
everywhere. 

Lamenting the dead children of the 
air 1 

But the next Spring a stranger sight 
was seen, 

A sight that never yet by bard was 

A 

As great a wonder as it would have 
been 

If some dumb ammal had found a 
tongue I 

A wagon, overarched vnth evergreen, 
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And a now heaven bent over a new 
earth 

Amid the sunny farms of KiUm£v\ orlh. 


finale 

The hour nas late , the fire burned 
low. 

The Landlord’s eyes were closed in 
sleep, 

And near the story's end a deep 
Sonorous sound at times was heard, 
As when the distant bagpipes blow 
At this all laughed , the Landlord 
stirred, 

As one awaking from a sw ound. 

And, gazing anxiously around, 
Protested that he had not slept. 

But only shut his eyes, and kept 
His cars attentive to each word 

Then all arose, and said " Good 
Night ’ 

But blither still and louder carolled Alone remained the drowsy Squire 
they To rake tlie embers of the fire. 

Upon the morrow, for they seemed And quench the waning parlour light, 
to know While from the windows, here and 

It was the fair Almlm’s wedding-daj, there, [gleamed. 

And everywhere, around, above. The scattered lamps a moment 
below. And the illumined hostel seemed 

When the Preceptor bore his bnde The constellation of the Bear, 

away. Downward, athwart the misty air. 

Their songs burst forth in joyous Sinklim and setting toward the sun 
overflow , Far off the village clock struck one. 


PART SECOND 

PRELUDE 

A COLD, uninterrupted ram. Dawned on the silent Sudbury Inn, 

That ivashcd each southern window- And all the guests that in it lay 

pone. Full late they slcpL fliey did not 

And made a nver of the road , hear 

A sen of mist that merllowed Tlie challenge of Sir Chanticleer, 

The house, the barns, the gilded vane, WIio on the empty threshing-floor. 
And drowned the upland and the plain. Disdainful of the ram outside. 
Through which the oak-trees, broad Was strutting with a martial stride, 
and high, As if upon his tliigh he wore 

Like phantom ships went dnfting bv , Tlie famous broadsword of the Squire 
And, hidden behind a \vatery screen. And said, "Behold me, and admire ! 
The sun unseen, or only seen Only the Poet seemed to hear. 

As a fmnt pallor in the sky ,— In drowse or dream, more near and 

Thus cold and colourless and gray, near 

The mom of that autumnal day, Across the border-land of sleep 

As if reluctant to begin, The blowing of a blithesome horn, 
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Upon whose boughs were wackcr 
cages hung. 

All full of singing birds, came down 
the street. 

Filling the nir with music wild and 
sweet 

From all the country round these 
birds were brought. 

By order of the town, with anxious 
quest. 

And, loosened from their wicker pri- 
sons, sought 

In woods and fields the places they 
loved best. 

Singing loud canticles, which many 
thought 

Were satires to the authorities ad- 
dressed. 

While others listening in green lanes, 
averred 

Such lovclv music never had been 
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That laughed the dismal daj to scorn , . 
A splash of hoofs and rush of wheels 
Through sand and mire like strand- 
ing keels, • 

As from the road with sudden sweep 
The Mail drove up the little steep 
And stopped beside the tavern door , 

A moment stopped and then again 
With crack of whip and bark of dog 
Plunged fonvard through the sea of 
fog 

And all was silent as before — 

All silent save the dnpping ram. 

rhen one by one the guests came 
down, 

And greeted with a smile the Squire, 
Who sat before the parlour fire 
Reading the paper fresh from town 
First the Sicilian Lkca bird 
Before his form appeared was heard 
Whistling and singing down the stair , 
ITien came the Student waih a look 
As plaad as a meadow brook 
The Theologan still perplexed 
With thoughts of this world and the 
next , 

The Poet then as one who seems 
Walking in visions and in dreams , 
rhen the Musician hke a fam 
Hypenon from whose golden hair 
The radiance of the morning streams , 
And last the aromauc Jew 
Of Alicant who as he threw 
The door wide open on the air 
Breathed round about him a perfume 
Of damask roses in full bloom, 

Malang a garden of the room 

The breakfast ended each pursued 
yie promptings of his vanous mood , 
itoide the fire in silence smoked 
The taciturn, impassive Jew, 

Lost m a pleasant rev ene 
While, by his gravat) provoked, 

His portrait the Sicilian drew 
Md waote beneath it " Edrehi 
At the Red Horse m Sudbuiy 

B> fii^e busiest of them all, 
in the hall 

Was feeding robins in a cage,— 

Two corpulent and lazy fe, 
VapnUMd pilferers at best 

‘ ^ '^rds, 

t-nief instrument of their arrest 
Twop^tsofthe GoldenTg? ’ 
a boundless heritage 

Offields and orchards, and west. 


And sunshine of long summer days 
Though outlawed now and dispos- 
sessed ! — 

Such was the Theologian s phrase. 

Meanwhile the Student held discourse 
With the Musician on the source 
Of all the legendary lore 
Among the nations, scattered wide 
Like silt and seaweed by the force 
And fluctuation of the tide , • 

The talc repeated o cr and o'er, 

With change of place and change of 
name. 

Disguised, transformed, and yet the 
same 

We VC heard a hundred times before. 

The Poet at the window mused. 

And saw, as in a dream confused. 

The countenance of the Sun, dis- 
crowned 

And haggard vvath a pale despair, 

And saw the cloud-rack trail and dnft 
Before it, and the trees uplift 
Their leafless branches and the air 
Filled wath the arrows of the run, 

And heard amid the mist below, 

Like voices of distress and pain. 

That haunt the thoughts of men in- 
sane, 

The fateful cawangs of the crow 
Then down the road with mud be- 
sprent, 

And drenched with nun from head to 
hoof. 

The ram drops dnpping from his 
mane 

And tail as from a pent-house roof, 

A jaded horse, his head dowoi bent. 
Passed slowly, hmping as he w cnt. 

The young Sialian — who had grown 
Impatient longer to abide 
A pnsoner, greatly mortified 
To see completely overthrown 
His plans for angling m the brook 
And leaning o er the bndge of stone 
To watch the speclJed trout glide by. 
And float through the invert^ sky 
Still round and sound the baited 
hook — 

Now paced the room with rapid stride, 
^d. pausing at the Poet s side 
I Look^ forth and saw the wTetched 
steed, 

said • ' Alas for human greed 
That wath cold hand and stony eye 
I Thus turns an old friend out to die, 
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r //./:? or t way^wl inn- 



Or bet; lik food from fT'W t° f 
This brin"'' a tile into m\ minil 
Which, if \t)H arc not <3i inclinul 
Tolijtcn I vmII now rchic 

All fjasc a's-'-rt all vKhril to hc’r 
Not without tn\m a j'''l and jccr, 

1 1 c '■lor) of n d siccd 

>n 1 <r la tlic stud' rt with the rest 
1't.t in hi plcismt little jesf 
r>ut of 'lalhcr})"', that 1 ti asu'" 

Is bin a hor e tint a ith all speed 
Heirs («cW to the lio'pit d , 

While tl c S cilian self pos'Cjsed 
After a inomcni s inters si 
Bc^nn his 'itnp'e sto*) tints 

rUL SICII lAN-^ TAIX 

Till I>H t Ot ATI I 
At Atri tn a tniall town 

Of ancient Kenan elite, hut scant 
Tcito en 

One of those nitie places that I asc ntn 
Half tip the lull, berieAtli a bhtmg 
'■tin 

And then stt down to rest ns if to sa), 
"I climb no firtlep upward, conic 
what tna), — 

The Re Giovanni, now uni now n to 
fame 

So mans monirchs since Insc borne 
the name 

Had a fifcai bcU liunq; m the market 
piice 

Beneath a roof, projccung some small 
space, 

B) v-a) of siieltcr from tlic sun and 
rain 

Then rode be tliroucli tlio sta-cts with 
all his train, 

\nd, With tilt blast of inimpcis loud 
and lonfT, 

Made proclamation, that tihcncicr 
w rong 

Was done to any man he should but 
amp 

Tlic great Iwll in the square, and he, 
the King 

W'otild cause the S) ndic to decide 
thereon 

Such was the proclamation of King 
John 

How swift the happy days in Atn 
sped, 

WTial wrongs were righted need not 
here be said 
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Suffice It that, as all things must decay. 
The hempen rope at length was worn 
aw a) , 

Unmccilcd at the end and strand by 
strand 

I-oostncd and wasted in the ringers 
hand, 

fill one who noted tins in passing h), 
Mended the rop, with braids of hriony, 
S) that the lemcs and tendrils of the 
\inc 

1 lung like a \ Olivo garland at a shnne 

B> chance it happened that In Atri 
dwell 

A knight with spur on heel, and 
sword m belt 

Wlioloced to hunt the wild boar In 
the woods, 

U ho loccd his filcons With their enm 
son hoods. 

Who loicd Ins hounds nnd horses and 
nil sports 

\nd prodigalities of camps nnd 
courts ,-~ 

I^cctl, or had loccd them , for at lasli 
CTow n old, 

Ills only passion was the loco of gold 
He sold his horses, sold his linwks nnd 
hounds 

Rented his vineyards nnd Jils garden- 
grounds, 

I Kept but one steed, his facouritc steed 
of nl), 

To stnrcc and shiver in n naked stall, 
And day by day sat brooding In his 
ciinir. 

Devising plans how best to hoard and 
spare 

U length he said " What is the use 
or need 

T o keep nt my ow n cost this Inry steed, 
Dating his licad off in my stables hero, 
When rents arc low and provender is 
dear? 

Let him go feed upon the public ways , 

I want him only for the holidays ' 

So the old steed was turned into the 
heat 

Of the long, lonely, silent, shadelcss 
street , 

And v/andcred in suburban lanes for- 
lorn. 

Barked nl by dogs, nnd tom by brier 
and thorn 

One afternoon, ns in that sultry clime 
It LS the custom fa the summer time, 


/oAcrfj/oir^ ronricAf // wa '? 


With bolted doors and t indn\ shut- 
ters closetl 

The inhnbii-ints of \tri skiit or do'cd 
WTien suddcnlv iit>on thnr •;> ii os Wl 
The loud ahruiii of tltc tccifiini ti' II ' 
ThcStndic snrtsd front hi d ip rt 
1)0 e 

Turncaon hiscoutli and listened an'' 
then ro c 

And donned his rolxis and with rt 
luctint pace 

Went panting forth into the marl el 
plaa 

Where the great I'd! upon its ern*' 
beam swung 

Reiterating with ixrsistcni tongue 
In half articulate jargoa tin old song 
"Some one hath done a wrong hath 
done a wrong ' 

But ere he reached the bcifn s h, ht 
nreadt 

He saw or thought he sa b nraih 
tts shade 

No shape of human form of woman 
bom 

But a poor steed dejected and forlorn 
Wio with ujihftcd head and t-tn r pm 
Was lugging at the sines of hnon\ 

" Domcneddio ' cried the s>nd 
straight 

"This IS the Knight of Atns steed 
of state ! 

He calls for justice h' mg 'ore di 
tressed 

And pleads lus cause as loudK as the 
best. 

Meanwhile from street and Lanea noisx 
crowd 

Had rolled together like a summer 
cloud 

And told the storj of the wactehed 
beast 

In fi\c and twent) different wass at 
least 

Wth much gesticulation and appeal 
To heathen gods, m their cscessuc 
zeal 

called andquesuoned. 
Tiiloa ‘lens . 

Urated the matter as a pleasant test 
And sc^at naught the s/nSdThe 

mt'he’shA.'r/a ‘“F' undertone 


And tilt rritpon the Syndic gratcl> read 
Hie proclinaikn 01 the King, tlirn 
aid 

" Pride } (X 111 forth on horsek '■jt 
grand iiid jpt 

Hut contclh b'cl on foot and Ixgs its 
wav , 

I am'* I tlic fngraneeof h'rolc de'dr, 
Of fl'jAcrs of chnnlrs. and net of 
Wt ctp I 

IhC"* irt f imiliar jiroitTb' b,.tlfeit- 
riict nMe- \et iiaae Tt-aclied toU'' 
kin, hiU car , 

W hat fair rm<awn what honour, w at 
repute 

< an come to \ o i from snrv rj^ th r 
poor bnite ' 

lie who *e"\r vi 11 and 'js-iks rot, 
iri'-nt tno'-e 

Ilian til'-) w I g c! mour loudert at the 
door 

Tl crefere the hti ilcerici tKat a^ t! ti 
sttiaj 

''-ned \oi In actiih hci)W'''o*t!i rot 
•fiall take h a tl 

I o comfort his old age, nnd to po- 

side 

‘-’teUrr in nail nnd food nnd fiC^d 
Ih id 

I n ( Knmht w ih 1 r aKasli'Hl tl " 
prop' nil 

l-ed home the ‘tta d h tmimp’i to Ins 
s all 

Hie King heard 'iid appro' cd ard 
laugh'd m gif'* 

\nf! cicd aloud " Right well it 
ji’cascth me 

Omrcli IkIIs at best but ring us to the 
door 

Put go nr't into mass , ni) liell do'h 
more 

It conuili into court nnd pKads tJ*i 
cause 

Of creatures dumb ai d iinkrowai to 
the laws 

\nd tins shall make in carra Chnstbu 
• ^ chine 

Hic Bell of \tri finious for nil time 


INTlZRLUDn, 

"hrs well ) our stora pleads the cause 
Of those dumb mouths that hare no 
sjicecli, 

OnU a era from each to each 
In ns owgi kind, aaaih its own laws , 
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Something that is beyond the reach 
Of human power to leam or teach, — 
An inarticulate moan of pain, 

Like the imnicasurible mam 
Wreaking upon an unknown beach " 

Thus spake the Poet wth a sigh , 
Then added, with impassioned cry. 

As one who feels the words he speaks, 
Tlic colour flushing in his cheeks. 

The fen our burning in his eye , 

'* Among the noblest in the land. 
Though he may count himself the 
least. 

That man 1 honour and re\ere 
Wnio wathoui favour witliout fear. 

In the great citj dares to stand 
Tlie fnend of os cry friendless beast, 
And tames w ith his unflinching hand 
The brutes that wear our form and 
face. 

The were wolscs of the human mce 1 
Then paused, and waited svith a frow n 
Like some old champion of romance, 
^Vho, having thrown his gauntlet 
dowm, 

Expectant leans upon his lance , 

But neither Knight nor Squire is found 
To raise the gauntlet from the ground 
And try w ith him the battle s chance 

" Wake from your dreams, O Edrelii ' 
Or dreaming speak to us, and make 
A feint of being half assaike, 

And tell us svhat your dreams may be 
Out of the hazy atmosphere 
Of cloud-land deign to reaper 
Among us in this Wayside Inn , 

Tell us what visions and what scenes 
Illuminate the dark ravines 
In which you grope your w ay Begin 1 

Thus the Sicilian spake Tlie Jew 
Made no reply, but only smiled. 

As men unto a wayivard child, 

Not knowing w’liat to answer, do 
As from a cavern s mouth, o ergrown 
With moss and intcrtanglcd Mnes, 

A streamlet leaps into the light 
And murmurs o\cr root and stone 
In a melodious undertone , 

Or as amid the noonday night 
Of sombre and wand haunted pines, 
There runs a sound as of the sea , 

So from bis bearded lips there came 
A melody without a name, 

A song, a tale, a history. 

Or whatsoever it may be, 

Wnt and recorded m these lines, 
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THE SPANISH JEW’S TALE 
KAMBALU 

Into the city of Kambalu, 

By the road that leadeth to Ispahan, 
At the head of his dusty caravan. 
Laden with treasure from realms afar, 
Baldacca and Kclat and Kandahar, 
Rode the great captain Alau 

The Khan from his palace-window 
gazed, 

And saw m the thronging street be- 
neath, 

In the hglit of the setting sun, that 
blazed 

Tlirough the clouds of dust by the 
caravan raised. 

The flash of harness and jewelled 
sheath. 

And the shining sejamtarsof the guard, 
Vnd the weary camels that bared 
their teeth. 

As they passed and passed through 
the gates unbarred 
Into the shade of the palace-yard 

Thus into the city of Kambalu 
Rode tlie great captmn ALau , 

^nd he stood before the Khan, and 
said 

“ The enemies of my lord are dead , 
All the Kalifs of all the West 
Bow and obey thy least behest , 

The plains are dark wth the mulberry- 
trees. 

The weavers are busy m Samarcand, 
The miners are sifting the golden sand. 
The divers plunging for pearls in the 
seas, 

i\nd peace and plenty are in the land, 

" Baldacca s Kalif, and he alone. 

Rose in revolt against thy throne , 

His treasures are at thy palace-door, 
With the sivords and the shawls and 
the jewels he wore 

His body is dusto er the desert blown 

" A mile outside of Baldacca’s gate 
I left my forces to he in wait, ’ 
Concealed by forests and hillocks of 
sand, 

And fon\ard dashed with a handful of 
men. 

To lure the old tiger from his den 
Into tlie ambush I had planned 
Ere we reached the town flic alartP 
\vas spread, 
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For we heard the sounds of gongs from 
within , 

And with clash of cymbals and war- 
like dm 

The gales swung wade , and we turned 
and fled , 

And the gamson sallied forth and pur- 
sued, 

With the gray old Kalif at their head, 
And abo\e them the banner of Mo 
hammed 

So we snared them all, and the town 
was subdued 

" As in at the gate i e rode behold, 

A tower that is called the lower of 
Goldl 

For there the Kalif had hidden his 
wealth 

Heaped and hoarded and piled on high. 
Like sacks of wheat m a granary , 

And thither the miser crept by stealth 

To feel of the gold that ga\ e him health 

And to gaze and gloat with his hungry 
eye 

On jewels that gleamed like a glow- 
worm s spark. 

Or the ejes of a panther in the dark 

' ' I said to the Kalif ‘ Thou art old. 
Thou hast no need of so much gold ' 
Thou shouldst not have heaped and 
hidden it here. 

Till the breath of battle was hot and 
near. 

But have sown through the land these 
useless hoards 

To spring into shining blades ofsw ords 
^d keep thine honour sweet and clear 
These grains of gold are not grams of 
wheat , 

TOese bars of siber thou canst not cat 
Inese jewels and pearls and preaous 
stones 

^nnot cure the aches in thy bones 

Fr°nm ‘ hour 

rrorn climbing the stainvajs of thv 
toner' ^ 

' Then into his dungeon I locked the 
drone 

And left him to feed there all alone 

Ne! CT his golden hive 

er a prayer nor a cry nor a irroan 

Nor again was the Kalif seen alive ! 

door 

weiound him dead upon the floor. 


The rings had dropped from his 
withered hands. 

His teeth were hke bones in the desert 
sands 

Still clutching his treasure he had died , 
And as he lay there, he appeared 
A statue of gold with a siKcr beard. 
His arms outstretched as if crucified 

This is the story, strange and true, 
That the great captain Ainu 
Told to his brother the Tartar Khan 
WTien he rode that day into Kambalu 
By the road that lendeth to Ispahan 


IMTERLUDE, 

“ I THOUGHT before your talc began " 
The Student murmured, "wo should 
have 

Some legend wntten by Judah Ra\ 

In his Gcmara of Babjlon , 

Or something from the Gulistan, — 
The tale of the Cazv of Hnmadan, 

Or of that King of Khorasan 
Who saw in dreams the ejes of one 
That had a hundred years been dead 
Still moving restless in liis head, 
Undimmed, and gleaming with the lust 
Of power, though all the rest was dust, 

" But lo 1 your glittering caravan 
On the road that leadeth to Ispahan 
Hath led us farther to the Last 
Into the regions of Cathay 
Spite of your Kalif and his gold. 
Pleasant has been the tale you told. 
And full of colour, that at least 
No one will quesuon or gainsay 
And yet on such a dismal day 
We need a merner tale to clear 
The dark and heavy atmosphere. 

So listen, Lordlings w hile I tell, ' 
Without a preface, what befell 
A simple cobbler in the vear — 

No matter , it was long ago , 

And that is all vv e need to know ” 


the STUDENTS TALE. 
the cobbler of hagenau 

I TRUST that somewhere and somehow 
You all have heard of Hagenau 
A quiet quaint, and anaent town 
Among the green Alsatian hills 
„ of valleys, streams and mills, 

1 V\ here Barbarossa s castle, brown 
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Wilh rust of centunos still looks down 
On the broad, drowsy hnd below, — 
On shadowy forests filled with game. 
And the blue nver winding slow 
Through meadows, where the hedges 
grow 

That gi\e this little town its name 

It happened ip the good old times, 
While yet the Master-singers filled 
Fhe noisy workshop and the guild 
With \-anous melodies and rhymes. 
That here in Hagenau there dwelt 
A cobbler,— one who loted debate. 
And, arguing from a postulate. 

Would say what others onU felt, 

A man of forecast and of thrift. 

And of a shrewd and careful mind 
In this world s business, but inclined 
Somewhat to let the nest world drift 

Hans Sacks with vast delight he read, 
And Regenbogen s rhymes of lo\c, 

For their poetic fame had spread 
Ewn to the town of Hagenau 
And some Quick Melody of the Plough 
Or Double Harmony of the Dose, 

Was always running in his head 
He lept, morcotcr, at his side. 
Among ills leathers and his tools, 
Reynard the Fox, the Ship of Fools, 
Or Eulonspiegcl, open wide , 

With these he was much edified 
He thought them wiser than the 
Schools 

His good wfc full of godly fear. 

Liked not these tt orldly themes to hear , 
The Psalter was her book of songs , 
The only music to her car 
Was that which to the church belongs. 
When the loud choir on Sunday' 
chanted. 

And the two angels caned in wood. 
That by the windy organ stood, 

Blew on their trumpets loud and clear, 
And all the echoes, far and near. 
Gibbered ns if the church were haunted 
Outside his door, one afternoon. 

This humble a otary of the muse 
Sat in the narrow strip of sliade ! 
By a projecting comice made. 

Mending the Burgomaster s shoes. 

And singing a familiar tune 

" Our ingress into the world 
Was naked and bare , 

Our progress through the world 
Is trouble and care , 

Our egress from the world 
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Will be nobody knows where 
But if we do well here 
We shall do well there. 

And I could tell you no more. 

Should I preach a \ hole year 1 ' 

Thus sang the cobbler at his work 
And with his gestures marked the time. 
Closing together with a jerk 
Of his waxed thread the stitch and 
rhyme 

Meanwhile his quiet little dame 
Was leaning o er the wmdow-sill. 

Lager, exciied, but mouse still, 

Garing impatiently to see 
What the ^cat throng of folk might be 
That onward in procession came. 

Along the unfrequented street. 

With horns that blew, and drums that 
beat 

And banners flying and the flame 
Of tapers and, at times the sweet 
Voices of nuns , and as they sang 
Suddenly all the church-bells rang 

In a gay coach, above the crowd 
riierc sat a monk in ample hood. 

Who with his nght hand held aloft 
A red and ponderous cross of wood. 

To which at times he meekly bowed 
In front three horseman rode and oft. 

With voice and air importunate 
A boisterous herald cned aloud 
“ The grace of God is at your gate ! 

So onward to the church they passed 

The cobbler slowly turned his last. 

And, wagging his sagacious head. 

Unto his kneeling housewafe said 
“ Tis the monk Tetzcl Ihaveheard 
The cawings of that reverend bird 
Don't let him cheat you of vour gold , 
Indulgence is not bought and sold 

The church of Hagenau, that night, 

Was full of people, full of light . 

An odour of incense filled the air. 

The pnest intoned, the organ groaned 
Its inarticulate despair , 

The candles on the altar blared. 

And full m front of it upraised 
'The red cross stood against the glare 
Below, upon the altar-rail 
Indulgences were set to sale. 

Like ballads at a country fair 
A heavy strong-box, iron bound 
And carved with many a quaint device. 
Received, wath a melodious sound, j 

The coin that purchased Paradise 


cr-^ 




Then from the pulpit o\cthcnd 
Tclzcl the nionV. ^ ith fitry kIow 
T hundered upon the cro\ d l>elo\ 
"Good people all, dnsv near' 
said 


he 


Allured h) hope or dn^tn 1)> 
ith man) n roh and mtn> tt tear. 
Ml c'osadcd to the altar ntU 
Pieces of sil er an 1 of poM 
Into the tiiiUmr stronp IjO* fell 


" Purchase these letters signed and , lake jy-Iihlc'- dromaed into 


sealed. 

By which all sms, though unrevealed 
And unrepented arc forgiven 1 
Count but the gam count not the lo'S ' 
Your gold and silver are but dro's 
And yet they pave the vvay to heaven 
1 hear your mothers and vour sir s 
Cry from their purgatorial fires 
And will ye not their ransom pav ? 

0 senseless people 1 when the gate 
Of heaven is open, will vou wait? 
Will ye not enter m to-day ? 
To-morrow it wall be too late , 

1 shall be gone upon my way 


\i d scon the halladi vven* all so’d 
^^^e cobblers v ifc amonr tlw rr-t 
bhpp^l into the captaous c! tst 
A goldvn norm . then vvithrireve, 
Ilidirg the p.ipcr in her Ireait , 

And homeward throiipll the darknes? 
j went 

Comfo'ied, quieted content 
1 Mic did not walk she rather flea, 

A dove that settles to her nevt, 

1 When some appalling bird ef p cy 
Tint scared her has lictn dnvxnavar 

Tliedavsvvcnlby the monk was gO"' 


Make haste 1 bnng money whUc )c 

may 1 ■' •’ Tliough seasons changed, yet sim 


same 


The women shuddered, and turned I The daily round of life went on , 
P"*! I 1 The dally round of liouschold care 



Tlic n wow life of toil md prnj cr 
But in her Iicnrt the cobbler s dame 
Had now a trcosun. bc\ond price, 

\ lecrtt jo> wiiboni a name, 

I In. ccrtaini) of Paradise 
Mas, alas 1 Dust unto dust I 
Beforu the winter wore awa\, 

Her body in tlic clitiixhyard Ia\, 

Her patient soul was witli the just ' 
After her ik itli, nnionp the things 
That even the poor preserve with 
care,' — 

Some little Innkcts and cheap rings, 

\ locket With her mothers hair. 

Her wedding govvn, the faded flowers 
She wore upon her wedding day — 
Among these meinoncs of past hours, 
Idiat so much of the heart reveal. 
Carefully kept and put nwn> , 

Hie la-itcr of Indulgciicc lay 
Folded with signature and seal 

Meanwhile the Priest, nggricvcd and 
pained, 

Waited and wondered tint no word 
Of mass or requiem lie licani 
As bj tlic Hol> Cliiireli ordained 
Hicn to tlie Magistrate compiatned. 
That os tins yyoiiian lind been d-ad 
A week or more, and no mass said. 

It was rank licrcs) or at least 
Contempt of Qitircli , thus said the 
IMest , 

v\nd stniglit the cobbler was ar 
raigned 

He came, confiding in his cause, 

But rather doubtful of the laws 
Idle Justice from his elbow-chair 
Case him a look tint seemed to saj 
' Thou standest before a Magistrate, 
Therefore do not prey ancaic 1 
Tlicn asked him in a business yy a). 
Kindly but cold “Istiiyyvifcdead'’ 
The cobbler meekly bowed his head , 
"She is, ’ came struggling from liis 
throat 

Scarce audfblj The Justice yyrotc 
Tlie yyords dowm in a book, and then 
Continued, as he raised his pen 
" She is , and hath a mass been said 
For the salvation of her soul? 

Come, speak the truth ! confess the 
whole 1 ” 

The cobbler without pause replied 
"Ofmass or prayer there was no need , 
For at the moment yvhen she died 
Her soul was with the glonflcd 1 " 

And from his pocket with nil speed 
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He drew the priestly title deed 
\nd pra>cd tlic Justice he would read 

llic Justice read, amused amazed, 
\nd as lie read his mirth increased , 
\t times ills sliagg) brows he raised, 
Now yyondenng at tlic cobbler gazed, 
N'oyy nrclifiill) at tlic angry Priest 
" 1 roll! all eveessLs sins, and enmes 
lliQii Inst conuiiittcd in past times 
Hicc 1 tbsolv L ! And furtlicrmore, 
Purified from all cartlilj taints 
lo tlic communion of tlic Saints 
\nd to the Sacraments restore 1 
\1) sums of weakness, and all trace 
Of shame and censure I effaec , 

Remit tlic pains thou siiouidst endure, 
\iid make tlKO: innocent and pure, 

So that in d)iiig. unto tlicc 
Hie gates of Iieaycn shall open be ! 
lliough long thou liyest, )cl this grace 
Until tlic moment of thy death 
Lnclnngcaliie continucth 1 ’ 

Then said he lo llic Pnest " 1 find 
Tliis doeuiiieiit IS dill) signed 
Brotlier Joliii Tclzcl, ids o\yn hand 
\t all iribunals in the land 
III cndcncc it ina) be used , 
nicrclore acquitted is tlic accused ' 
llicn lo the cobbler turned 'My 
friend, 

Praj tell me didst tliou ey or read 
Rej nard tlic I ox ? — ‘ O j cs m 
deed I — 

" I thought so Don t forget the end " 


INTDRLUDL 

'What was the end? I am ashamed 
Not to remember Reynard s fate , 

I have not read the book of late , 

Was he not hanged ? the Poet said 
Tlic Student gravely shook his head. 
And answ ered "You exaggerate 
There was a tournament proclaimed, 
And Reynard fought yvith Isegrim 
Tlic Wolf and having vanquished him, 
Rose to high honour in the State, 

And Keeper of the Seals was named 1 ” 
At this the gay Sicilian laughed 
" right fire with fire, and craft with 
craft 

Successful cunning seems to be 
The moral of your tale, said he. 

" Mine had a better, and the Jew's 
Had none at all, that I could see , 

His aim was only to amuse ’ 
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Meanwhile from out its ebon case 
His violm tbc Minstrel drew, 

And having tuned its stnngs anew. 
Now held it close in his embrace, 

And poising m his outstretched hand 
rhe bow, like a mamaan s u-and. 

He paused, and said, with beaming 
face I 

" Last mght my story was too long , 
To-daj I gne you but a song 
An old tradition of the North , 

But first to put you in the mood, 

1 will a little while prelude, 

And from this instrument draw forth 
Something by way of overture. 

He played , at first the tones were pure 
And tender as a summer night, 

The full moon climbing to her height. 
The sob and npple of the seas. 

The flapping of an idle sail , 

And then by sudden and sharp degrees 
The multiplied, wald harmomes 
Freshened and burst into a gale , 

\ tempest howling through the dark 
A crash as of some shipwrecked bark, 
\ loud and melancholy wail 

Such was the prelude to the tale 
Told by the ^ltnstrcl , and at times 
He paused amid its varying rhymes. 
And at each pause again broke m 
The music of his violin 
With tones of sweetness or of fear. 
Movements of trouble or of calm. 
Creating their own atmosphere , 

As sitting in a church we hear 
Between the verses of the psalm 
The organ playang soft and clear. 

Or thundenng on the startled car 


THE MUSICIANS TALE 

THE BALLAD OF CAR.MILH 
I 

AtStralsund by the Baltic Sea, 
Within the sandv bar 
\t sunset of a summer s day, 

Ready for sea at anchor lay 
The good ship Valdemar 

The^Mbeams danced upon the waves. 
And play ed along her side , 

And through the cabin windows 
streamed 

seemed 

The npple of the tide. 


There sat the captain with his friends, 
Old skippers brown and hale, 
j WTio smoked and grumbled o er their 

And t:5kcd of iceberg and of fog, 

Of calm and storm and gale. 

And one was spinning a sailors yam , 
About Klabotcnnan, 

The Kobold of the sea , a spright 
invisible to mortal sight, 

WTio o er the ngging ran. 

Sometimes he hammered in the hold. 
Sometimes upon the mast, 
Sometimes abeam, sometimes abaft 
Or at the bows he sang and laughed. 
And made all tiglit and fast 

He helped the sailors at their work, 
And toiled vvath lovial dm , 

He helped them hoist and reef the 
safls, [bales. 

He helped them stov the casks and 
And heave the anchor in 

But woe unto the lazy louts. 

The idlers of the crew , 

Tliem to torment was his delight, 

\nd vv ony them by dav and night. 
And pinch them black and blue 

And woe to him whose morUl eyes 
Klabotcrman behold, 

It Is a certain sign of death 1 — 

The cabin-boy here held bis breath. 
He felt his blood run cold 


The jolly skipper paused a while, 

And then began again 
I " There is a Spicctrc Ship," quoth he, 
” A ship of the Dead that sails the sea. 
And IS called the Carmilhnn 

I 

" A ghostly ship with a ghostly crew. 
In tempest she appears , 

And before the gale, or against the 

She sai^ vv ithout a rag of sail. 
Without n helmsman steers 

' She haunts the Atlantic north and 
south, 

But mostly the mid-sea. 

Where three great rocks rise bleak 
and bore 

Like furnace-chimneys in the air. 

And are called the Chimney fi Threo, 

“ All ill betide the luckless ship 
That meets the Cnrmilhnn 
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Over Ii>T decks the sens snll Icnp. 

She must go down into the deep, 

And pcnsli mouse md mm 

The enptnin of the Vnldcmir 
Lauclied loud w ith mcrr> hcnrl 
■< 1 should like to see this ship, said 
lie rThrccf 

" I should like to find these Chimne>s 
Tlint nrc marked do\.n in the chart 

" 1 have silled right otcr the spot, 

" with "n good stiff brccrc behind. 
When the sLa was blue, and the sky 
was clear, — , 

You cm follow nij course by these 
pin holes here,— , 

And never a rock could find 
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And then he swore a dreadful wih 
He swore by the Kingdoms Three. 
Tint, should he meet the Cnrmilhnn, 
He would rtin her down, although he 
ran 

Right into Etcmity 1 

All this, while passing to and fro, 

The cabin boy had heard , 

He lingered at the door to hear. 

And drank In nil with greedv cor, 

And pondered every word. 

He was a simple country Ind, 

Rut of a roving mind 

" O, it must be like heaven, thought 

he, . , 

"Those far-off foreign lands to sec, 
And fortune seek -n 1 find I 
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But in the fo cnstk, \\hcn he hcanl j 
Ihc m-tnncrs bh'^phcmc i 

He thought of home he thought of 
God, fsot> 

\nd his motticr under the cliiircb>nrd 
And wisficd it ucre -i dream 

One fnend on lioard that ship had he , 
Twasthc Klabotemian 
W ho saw the Bible in his chest 
^nd made n sign upon his breast. 

AH c\il things to ban 


TitE cabin w indow-s hat e grotrn bl ml 
As ciclnlis of the dead , 

No more the glancing samb-ams burn | 
On the gilt letters of tlie stern, , 

But on the figure head , j 

On A aldcniar \ ictonous 1 

Yt ho laohclh with disdain 
To s-’C his image in the tide 
Dismembered lloat from side to side 
\nd reunite again. 

It IS the w ind those skippers said, 

■ That swings the tesscl 'o , 

It IS the wand it freshens fast 
Tis time to s.aj farewell at last 
'Tis time for us to go 

Thet shook the captain h\ the hand 
Good luck 1 gootl luck ' the) 
cned , 

Each face was like the setting sun 
As hraad and red thev one bi one 
Went o cr tlic \csec1 s side 

The sun went dowai the full moon 
rose 

Serene o cr field and flood 
And all the winding creeks and hajs 
And broad sea meadows sccnieal 
ablaze 

The sk) was red as blood 

The southwest wind blew fresh and 
fair 

\3 fair os Wind could be 
'or Odessa ocrihebar. 

With nil sail set the Valdemar 
Went proudly out to sea. 

The locely moon climbs up the skt 
As one who walks m dreams , 

A toi er of marble m her light 
A 11^1 of black a wall of white 
the stately vessel seems. 

Low down upon the sandy coast 
the lights begin to bum , 


And now. uplifted high m air. 

Ill,) kindle with a fiercer glare, 

\nd now drop far nstem 

riic dawn appears the land is gone, 
llie lea IS all around , 

1 lien on tacli hand low lulls of sand 
Ltnerge and form another land , 
bhc stc.reifi ihrougli the bound 

Hirougn Kalltgat and SLager racl 
blic flitttth like a phost , 

Bt di) nnd iilrhi b> night and dai, 
S i< Imtiuds, she flics upon her \ i> 
Mong the Ltighsli caast 

Cape I imUcrrc is drawing near, 
l api Hnistcrre is p,ajt , 

' Into th_ open oo an stream 
I ''he float*-, the vision of a dream 
Too beautiful to List. 

''itns nsc mid set nnd n' and )et 
niere is WO land ill -igfit 
riie lUiiiid planets o xrhead 
Bum bri( liter now the moon fs dead, 
And longer stays ibc night 


\SD no V along the hmzon s tdge 
Mountains of cloud uprose 
Black as vvlih forwts underneath 
Mwic thtir sharp and jagged teeth 
Were white ns drifted snows 

I bn«ccn behind them sank the 'Win, 

I Put flashed each snowy peak 
\ little while wath rosv light 
That faded slo \ly from the sight 
As blushes from the check. 

PLack gxc V the shv, — all black, all 
black 

Tlic clouds were cvtryavhcrc . 
llierc was a feeling of suspense 
In nature a mysterious sense 
Of tcTor In the nlr 

And all on board the Valdemar 
Wns still as still could lx: 
fkavc when the dismal ship-bell tolled, 
As cva;r and anon she rolled. 

And lurched into the sea 

The caplcin up and down the deck 
Went striding to and fro , 

Now watched the compass nt the 
Now hfied up his hand to feel 
Which way the wand might blow 

And now he looked up to the sails 
And now upon the deep . 
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In every fibre of his frame 
He felt the storm before it came. 

He had no thought of sleep 

Eight bells I and suddenly abaft. 

With a great rush of rain, 

Making die ocean white with spume, 
In darkness like the day of doom. 

On came the hurricane. 

Tlie lightning flashed from cloud to 
cloud. 

And rent the sky In two , 

A jagged flame, a single jet 
Of \vhite fire, like a bayonet, 

That pierced the eyeballs through 

Then all around was dark again. 

And blacker than before , 

But m tint single flash of light 
He had beheld a fearful sight. 

And thought of the oath he swore. 

For nght ahead lay the Ship of the 
Dead, 

The ghostly Carmilhan I 
Her masts were stripped, her yards 
wore bare. 

And on her bowsprit, poised in air, 
Sat the Klabotcrman 

Her cre^v of ghosts was all on dock 
Or clambering up the shrouds , 

Tile boatswains whistle, the captain's 
hall. 

Were like the piping of the gale. 

And thunder in die clouds 

And close behind the Carmilhan 
There rose up from the sea. 

As from a foundered ship of stone. 
Three bare and splintered masts alone 
'Hicy were the Chimneys Threa 

And onward dashed the Voldemar 
And leaped into the dark , 

A denser mist, a colder blast, 

A little shudder, and she had passed 
Right through the Phantom Bark 

She cleft in twain the shadowy hulk. 
But cleft It unaware , 

As when carcenng to her nest. 

The sea gull severs with her breast 
The unresisting air 

Again the lightning flashed , again 
They saw the Carmilhan 
Whole as before m hull and spar , 

But now on board of the Valdctnar 
Stood the Klabotcrman 
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And they all knew their doom was 
sealed , 

Tlicy knew that death was near , 
Some prayed who never prayed before. 
And some they wept, and some they 
swore. 

And some were mute with fear 

Then suddenly there came a shock. 

And louder than wind or sea 
A cry burst from the crew on deck. 

As she dashed and crashed, a hope- 
less wreck. 

Upon the Chimneys Three 

The storm and night were passed, the 
light 

To streak the East began , 

The cabin-boy picked up at sea. 
Survived the wreck, and only he. 

To tell of the Carmilhan 


INTERLUDE 

When the long murmur, of applause 
That greeted the Musician s lay 
Had slowly burzed itself away. 

And the long talk of Spectre Ships 
That followed died upon their lips 
And came unto a natural pause, 

" These talcs you tell are one and all 
Of the Old World, the Poet said 
" Flowers gathered from a crumbling 
wall. 

Dead leaves that rustle as they fall , 
Let me present joii in their stead 
Something of our New England earth 
A talc which, though of no great 
worth. 

Has still this ment, that it^elds 
A certain freshness of the fields, 

A sweetness as of home-made bread 

TIic Student answ ered "Be discreet , 
For if the flour bo fresh and sound. 
And if the bread be light and sweet. 
Who carcth m what mill 'twas 
ground. 

Or of what oven felt the heat ? 

Unless, ns Old Cen antes said. 

You are looking after better bread 
Than any that is made of wheat 
You know that people nowadays 
To what IS old give little praise , 

All must be new in prose and verse 
They want hot bread, or something 
w orse. 

Fresh every morning, and half baked , 
A A 
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The wholesome bread of yestcrdaj , 
Too stale for them, is thrown awaj. 
Nor IS their thirst with water slaked 

As oft we see the sky in May 
Threaten to rain and yet not rtin, 
The Poet s face, before so , 

Was clouded tnth a look of pun, 
But suddenly bnghtcned up again , 
And tvithout further let or stay 
He told his tale of yesterday 


THE POETS TALE. 

LAD\ tVE'mtORTn 

One hundred years ago, and some 
thing more, 

In Queen Street Portsmouth, at her 
tavern door. 

Neat as a pin, and blooming ns a 
rose 

Stood Mistress Stavcrs in her furbe- 
lows. 

Just as her cuckoo-clock was striking 
nine 

Above her head, resplendent on the 
sign 

The portrait of the Earl of Halifax, 

In scarlet coat and pen\ng of flax, 

Sun eyed at leisure all her varied 
charms, 

Her cap, her bodice, her white folded 
arms 

And half resoU ed, though he was past 
his pnme. 

And rather damaged by the lapse of 
time, 

^ fall down at her feet and to declare 

The passion that had dnven him to 
despair 

For from his lofty station he had seen 

Stavers, her husband, dressed in 
bottle green, 

Dnve his new Flying Stage-coach, 
four-in hand, 

Down the long lane, and out into the 
land. 

And knew that he was far upon the 
way 

To Ipswich and to Boston on the Bay ! 

Tim then the meditations of the Earl 

Were interrupted by a httle girl 

Barefo^ ragged with neglected 

.tauLtag'"’ 


A thin slip of a girl, like a ne\V moon, 
Sure to be rounded into beauty soon , 
A creature men would worship and 
adore. 

Though now in mean habihments, 
she bore 

A pail of water dnpping, through the 
street. 

And bathing, as she went, her naked 
feet. 

It was a pretty picture full of grace,— 
The slender form, the delicate thin 
face , 

The sway mg motion, ns she burned 
by , 

The shining feet, the laughter in her 
eye. 

That o er her face m npples gleamed 
and glanced. 

As in her pail the shifting sunbeam 
danced 

And with uncommon fcchngsof dehght 
The Earl of Halifax beheld the sight 
Not so Dame Stavers, for he heard 
her say 

These words, or thought he did, as 
pkain as day 

" O Martha Hilton ! Fic ! how dare 
you go 

About the towai half dressed, and 
looking so 1 

At which the gipsy laughed, and 
straight replied 

‘‘No matter how I look , I yet shall 
nde 

In my own chanot, ma'am And on 
the child 

The Earl of Halifax benignly smiled 
As wath her heavy burden she passed 
on. 

Looked back then turned the comav 
and was gone. 

What next, upon that memorable day. 
Arrested his attention was a gay 

; And brilliant equipage, that flashed 
and spun, 

; The silver harness ghttenng in the 
sun, 

I Outnderswith red jackets, hthe and 
lank, 

Pounding the saddles as they rose and 
sank, 

i While all alone within the chanot sat 
A portly person wath three-cornered 
. hat, 

A enmson velvet coat, head high in air, 

354 


T4LES OF A WAYSIDE INN 


Gold-hcndcd cinc, and nicely pon- 
dered Inir 

And diamond buckles sparkling at his 
knees, 

Dignified, stitel> , flond, much at ease 

Onnnrd the pageant swept, and as it 
passed, 

Fair Mistress Stavers curtseyed low 
and fast , 

For this was Go\cmor Wentworth, 
dn\ang dow n 

To Little Harbour, just bejond the 

tOWTI, 

WTicrc his Great HctUsc stood looking 
out to sea, 

A goodly place, where it was good to 
be. 

It was a pleasant mansion, an abode 

Near and yet hidden from the great 
highroad. 

Sequestered among trees, a noble pile. 

Baronial and colonial in its style , 

Gables and dormer windows every- 
where. 

And stacks of chimneys rising high in 
air 

Pandccan pipes, on which all winds 
that blew 

Made mournful music the whole w inter 
through 

Within, unwonted splendours met the 
eye. 

Panels, and floors of oak, and tapes- 
try , 

Carved chimney-pieces, where on 
braicn dogs 

Ret died and roared the Christmas 
fires of logs , 

Doors opening into darkness una- 
wares, 

Mystenous p,assagcs, and flights of 
stairs , 

And on tlie wnlls, in heavy gilded 
frames. 

The ancestral Wentworths tvith Old- 
Senpture names 

Such was the mansion where tlic great 
man dwelt, 

A widower and childless , and he fdt 

The loneliness, the uncongenial gloom. 

That like a presence haunted every 
room , 

For thougli not given to w eakness, he 
could fed 

The pain of wounds, that ache be- 
cause they heal 
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Tlie years came and the years w'ent — • 
seven in all. 

And passed in cloud and sunshine o’er 
the Hall , 

The dawns their splendour through 
its chambers shed. 

The sunsets flushed its western win- 
dows red , 

The snow was on its roofs, the wind, 
the ram , 

Its woodlands were in leaf and bare 
again , 

Moons waxed and waned, the lilacs 
bloomed and died , 

In the broad nver ebbed and flowed 
the tide. 

Ships went to sea, and ships came 
home from sea. 

And the slow years sailed by and 
ceased to be. 

And all these years had Martha Hil- 
ton sened 

In the Great House, not wholly unob- 
served 

By day, by night, the silver creseent 
grew. 

Though hidden by clouds, her light 
still shining through , 

A maid of all work, whether coarse or 
fine, 

A servant who made service seem 
divine I 

Through her each room was fair to 
look upon , 

The mirrors glistened, and the brasses 
shohe. 

The very knocker on the outer door. 

If she but p.asscd, was brighter tlian 
before 

And now the ceaseless turning of the 
mill 

Of Time, that never for an hour stands 
still. 

Ground out the Governor’s sixtieth 
birthday. 

And powdered his brown haur with 
silver gray 

The robin, the forerunner of the 
spnng, 

Tlie bluebird wath his Jocund carol- 
ling. 

The restless swallows building in the 
eaves, 

The golden buttercups, the grass, the 
leaves. 

The lilacs tossing in the winds of May, 

All welcomed this majestic hohday I 
A A 2 


He gave a splendid banquet, served 
on phtc. 

Such as b^me the Governor of the 
State, 

WTio represented England and the 
King 

And was magnificent in everything 

He had invated all his fnends and 
peers. 

The PcppcTcls, the Langdons, and 
the Lears, 

The Sparhavvks, the Pcnhallovvs, and 
the rest , 

For vvhj repeat the name of cverv 
^est ? 

But I must mention one, In bands and 
gown 

rhe rector there, the Rctcrcnd Arthur 
Brown 

Of the Established Church, with smil 
ing face 

He sal biaide llic Governor and said 
grace 

And then the feast went on, as others 
do. 

But ended as none other I e cr knew 

When they had drunk the King, with 
man) a cheer, 

The Governor whispered in a scr 
vanl s car 

Who disappeared, and prcscnllv there 
stood 

Withm the room m perfect vv oman 
hood, 

A maiden modest and yet sclf-nos- 
sessed * 

Youthful and bcauUful, and siraplv 
dressed. ^ 

Can this be Martha Hilton ? It must 
be I 

Yes, hlmha Hilton, and no other 
sne I 

Dowered with the bc-auty of her 
twenty years, 

How ladylike how quccnlikc she an- 

j pcirs 

^oneb7 

H plan now fn all her majesty ! 

then 

Arthur 


'* Ilus is my birthday it shall likc- 
vvisc lie. 

My wedding-day , and you shall many 
me ! 

Tlic listening guests were greatly mys- 
tificrl. 

None more so than the rector, v,ho 
replied 

" Many y ou ? Yes, that were a pica 
sant task, 

\our Excclh ncy' , Inil to whom, I 
ask? 

The Governor answered "To this 
kady here , 

And btekoned Martha Hilton to draw 
near 

She came and stootl, all blushes, at 
his side 

The rector paused- The impabent 
Governor cried 

" This IS the Lady do you hesitate? 

Then 1 command jom as chief ma 
gistratc 

llie rector read the service loud and 
clear 

"Dearly beloved, we are gathered 
here," 

\nd so on to the end. Athis command 

On the fourth finger of her fair left hand 

The Govanior placed the nng nnd 
that was all 

Martha vas 1-ady Wentworth of the 
Hall I 


INTERLUDE. 

Wri I pleased the audience heard the 
talc 

The Theologian s.aid " Indeed 
To praise you there is little need 
One almost hears the farmer s flail 
Thresh out v our wheat, nor does there 
fail 

A certain freshness ns y on said 
And svv ectncvs asof home-made bread. 
But not less sweet nnd not less fresh 
Arc many legends tint 1 know, 
pi hy the monks of long ago. 

Who loved to morti^ the flesh, 

^ that the soul might purer grow, 
And nsc to a diviner state 
And one of these — perhaps of all 
lost beautiful — I now recall, 

And with permission will narrate , 
Hoping thereby to make amends 
ror that gnm tragedy of mine 
AS strong and black as Spanish wme, 
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I told last night, and wish almost 
It had remained untold, my fnends , 
For Torquemada s awful ghost 
Came to me in the dreams I dreamed. 
And In the darkness glared and 
gleamed 

Like a great hghthouse on the coast ’’ 

The Student laughing said " Far 
more 

Like to some dismal fire of bale 
Flaring portentous on a hill , 

Or torches lighted on a shore 
By warcckcrs m a midnight gale ' 
Iso matter , be it as you will, 

Only go forward with your tale." 


THE THEOLOGIANS TALE 

THE LEGEND BEAUTIFUL. 

"Hadst thou Stayed, I must have 
fled!' 

That is what the Vision said 

In his chamber aU alone. 

Kneeling on the floor of stone. 

Prayed the Monk in deep contntion 
For his sms of indecision. 

Prayed for greater self-denial 
In temptation and in trial , 

It ivas noonday by the dial, 

And the Monk was all alone. 

Suddenly, as if it lightened. 

An unwonted splendour bnghtcued 
All within him and without him 
In that narrow cell of stone , 

And he saw the Blessed Vision 
Of our Lord, with light Elysian 
Like a vesture wrapped about him, 
Like a garment round him thrown 

Not as crucified and slam, 

Not m agonies of pam. 

Not with bieeding hands and feet, 

Did the Monk his Master see , 

But as m the village street. 

In the house or harvest-field, 

Halt and lame and blind he healed. 
When he walked m Gahlee 

In an atutude imploring. 

Hands upon his bosom crossed. 
Wondering, worshipping, adoring. 
Knelt the Monk m rapture losL 
Lord, he thought, m heaien that 
reign est. 

Who am I, that thus thou deigncst. 
To reveal thyself to me ? 
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\Vho am I, that from the centre 
Of thy glory thou shouldst enter 
This pioor cell, my guest to be ? 

Then amid his exaltation 
Loud the convent bell appalling. 
From Its belfry calling, calling. 
Rang through court and comdor 
With persistent iteration 
He had never heard before. 

It was now the appointed hour 
When ahke m shine or shower, 
Winter’s cold or summers heat. 
To the convent portals came 
All the blmd and halt and lame. 
All the beggars of the street. 

For their daily dole of food 
Dealt them by the brotherhood , 
And their almoner was he 
Who upon his bended knee, 

Rapt m silent ecstasy 
Of divinest self-surrender, 

Saw the Vision and the Splendour 
Deep distress and hesitation 
Mingled ivith his adoration , 
Should he go, or should ho stay ? 
Should he leave the poor to wait 
Hun^ at the convent gate, 

Till the Vision passed away? 
Should ho slight bis radiant guest. 
Slight this \isitant celestial. 

For a crowd of ragged, bestial 
Beggars at the convent gate? 
Would the Vision there remain ? 
Would the Vision come again? 
Then a voice within his breast 
Whispered, audible and clear. 

As if to the outward ear 
" Do thy duty , that is best , 

Leave unto thy Lord tlie rest 1" 

Straightw'ay to his feet he started. 
And with longing look intent 
On the Bless^ Vision bent, 

Slowly from his cell departed, 
Slowly on his errand went 

At the gate the pioor were waiting. 
Looking through the iron grating, 
With that terror in the eye 
That is only seen m those 
Who amid their wants and woes 
Hear the sound of doors that close. 
And of feet that pass them by , 
Grown familiar with disfavour. 
Grown familiar with the savour 
Of the bread by which men die 1 
But to day, they knew not why, 
Like the ^tc of Paradise 
Seemed the convent gate to nse, 
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Like a sacrament divine 
Seemed to them the bread and mne. 
In his heart die Monk \ias pripng, 
Thinking of die homeless poor. 
What they suffer and endure , 

WTiat we see not uhat ac sec , 

And the inward voice was 5a)ing 
" Whatsoever thing thou doest 
To the least of mine and lowest. 
That thou doest unto mo 1 

Unto me I but liad the Vision 
Come to him in beggar s clothing. 
Come a mendicant implonng, 
Would he dien have knelt adonng, 
Or have listened with dension, 


And lol It happens, ns with these. 
That one is missing from our heaven. 
^\^lcrelsthelandlord? Bnng him here, 
l.x:t the Lost Hand reappear " 

Tims the Sicilian cned, and went 
Fortlivvith to seek his missing star, 
But did not find him in the tor, 

A place that landlords most frequent, 
Nor j ct beside the kitchen fire 
Nor up the stairs, nor in the hall. 

It was in vain to ask or call, 

There were no tidings of the Squue. 
So he came back with downcast head, 
LxcLaiming '* Well, our bashful host 
Hath surclv given up the ghost. 


And have turned away with loathing? \nother proverb s.ays the dead 
Thus his conscience put the question, ^'*1' kales , and that is ^e. 

Full of troublesome suggestion, '?'if ° 

As at length, with humto pace 

Towards his cell he turned his face, he to the Student^d, 

And beheld the convaint bnght . hnow so many of the best, _ 

With a supernatural light. 

Like a luminous cioud avpanding 
Over floor and wail and ccilmg 


And tell tlicm belter than the rest" 

Straight, by these flattcnng words be- 
guiled. 


But he paused with awe struck feeling The Student, happy as n child 


At the threshold of his door, “ When he is called a little man, 

For the Vision still w as standing Assumed the double task imposed, 

As he left it there before, •'^wd wathout more ado unclosed 

VTien the convent bell appalling, His smiling lips, and thus began. 
From us belfry, calling, calling, 

Summoned him to feed the poor 

Through the long hour intervening THE STUDENTS SECOND 
It naa waited his return, t-att- 

And he felt his bosom burn lAEE. 

Comprehending all the meaning '■'"f BAKON OF ST C,\ST1N'E 

\yhen the Blessed k^sion said, Bar os CASTtNE of St, Castino 

™ flpAi sta)cd, I must have Has left his chdteau m the PjTences, 

' And sailed across the western seas 

, ^ ,, When he went away from his fair de- 

mesne 

INTERLUDE, building, the woods 

^me^to^ nowTh^a^ds of Winter blow 

&me ®sc . Round the turrets of the old chateau, 

Th' »« 

Until waiVi iii^n,«,^iLi j . * ' The leaves he dead in the ravine. 

At all’ their wvilhn^aUi^t ^ PvTenecs arc w hitc wath snow 

Tto Thcoloman gravel) said His father, lonelv, old and gray, 

The Spanish proverb then, is right 2,*® fireside day bv day, 
v^nsult your friends on w hat ) ou do ' Tliinking ev er one thought of care , 
Md one will say that It IS white, ’ Through the southern windows, nar- 

A 5 ?. ^cd.’ 

And Amen! quoth the Spanishjew "P's sun shines into the ancient hall, 
“Sixstonestoldl WpvnMoWo.^ ^d makes a glorv round his hmr 
A cluster hke the Pleiades house-dog, stretched beneath hls 

chair, 

3SS 


THE STUDENTS SECOND 
TALE 

TIIF UAKON OF ST C,\ST1N'E 
Bafon CASTtNEofSt, Castino 


'JAIES 01 •/ U'1)WD£ J.YN. 


Grcnm in Ins tirc,i ns if in piln, 

Tbi.n nnd j wrni, nnd ilccps 

m* v] 

So 'tit li i , It ntTvnhtn?, — 
filtnt joii cm lienr thr mouse 
Ri n Mul nimniT c nionj, llic t>Mn« 
It-'idnit tim ss .n’ucot of the \s dl . 

And ilti ofti mnn teU-iCS fmm Ids 
dresins {’lOU'c, 

Ar 1 sssndr*^ tiirouj'h i!tc 

jVs if lie htsil Mruiu;c \t>!ccs tnll 

Ills rcho n!o uj the fioo- 

OfaiJivfihl r swl|wU'.cnnfin'*, 

Pc 1' mt!i!t,' ii) ftn oiH.n <!oor 
Ijwkim lonp wihtvssU <\Mct smile. 
Into tin- nvsm o' lih nlm nt son. 

Then; is il t l*s5 on wlucli Ijc h\ 

TlKrc "ire t' '• ji cti rt< 1' i^lii nnd pi), 
Hopes nnl liounds nnit 'tn lit vs, 
IIktc nix. 1 t riavii'er llx'iv nnd pun. 
And in- bonti ti* I nlscs i i slnpc of a 
fsn 

Tlicc'pur In tl , windo"- uhcri. hcMt 
With tl rc'nud- I tictr 'kin for a mat, 
Ijcx'V n" out oa the i*} n ne-s. 

I^Xikjm' enu on Ho mt MatlKJTt ] 
And t’ " “v- til \ allct’s of leaser] m 
Ah rot 1 lit turns a\\a\ and : i hs 
IdirT is a tnpl lit'on. lu< c)t3 

At r!''ht, \\1 ate' cr the vritlui' lit, 

\\ irol or rtl 1 or tirrshf-aaen, 
lull ai the clock IS »int inp rorti 
'^nu''c\sho look from ilic windousso. 
Ilic MiLapt Cumte, uitli hutem nnd 
nmid fpirk 

Come Vluoiir'i the j ateua) from the 
And CTO'S the counsard damp and 
dark, — 

\ nrs of hpht in a nnp of slsadc 

And nots at the old man s side he 
stands, 

1 lii \ 0 !cc IS clicrr) , his 1 earl expands, 
lie possips pleasant!) , h) the blare 
Of Die fire of fnfois nhoiit old da)-s, 
^nd Cardinal Mnrann nnd the 1 rondc. 
And the Cardinal s mtccs (air and fond, 
x\nd what tl c) did, and what the) said 
hen thc\ heard his 1 mlntncc was 
dead 

And after a pause the old man saj s, 
HLs mind still cominK Isack apam 
To the one sad tiioughl that Inaums 
Ills brain, 

“ \rc there an\ lidinps from o\xr sea? 
All, wh) Ins that wild ho> gone from 
we?’ 
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And the Curate answers, looking down. 
Harmless nnd dotik as a Lamb, 
•'Noiing blood 1 \oung blood' Iimust 
so lie! 

And draw s from the iiockct of IiiS gown 
A handkcrchirf like nn oriilamb, 

And wi^w' his siKctaclcs nnd the) play 
Hicir hull, gaiiu of Innsquxnti 
In Silence for an hour or so, 

I ili the clocl at nine stnl cs loud and 
clc-ar 

Prom the \allugc 1) inp asleep below , 
\iul aero 5 tlic couris’artl into tlu dark 
Of the winding p itliwu) m the park. 
Curate nnd lanltni disapixmr, 

\nd iLarkncss reigns in the old clAieau 

The sliip ins come back from otcrsca, 
She has been sign died from below, 
And into the hnrlioiir of Bortlcaiis 
She s,niK with her palLtnl companj 
I Hut ainonp them is nowhere seen 
I llie brn c j ounp llaron of St Castinc , 

! He hath tamid licliiiid, I ween, 

‘ In the beauuful land of Ac.adic' 

And tl le father paces to and fro 
Through the clianibers of tlic old 
cliltcau, 

Wnitmr, v aitlng to hteir tlic hum 
or w heels on the road tint runs liclow , 
Of senants hiirrjang here and there, 

1 he a Dice in the court) .ard, the step on 
tlic stair, 

Uniting for some one who doth not 
coinel 

But letters there \re, winch the old 
man re-ads 

To the Curate, w hen he comes at night. 
Word b) word, as an ncol)le 
Repeats his prt)crs, iiid tells his 
beads 

I otters full of the rolling sen, 

1 nil of a >oung man s jo) to lie 
Abroad m the world, alone nnd free 
1 ullofndscnturcsandwondcrfulsccncs 
Of hunting Die deer through forests 

\“ISt 

Jn the ro)~iI grant of Pierre du Cast , 
Of nights in the tents of the Tnrra- 
tlncs, 

Of Mndocawando tlic Indian chief, 
Andhisdaughtersnsgfonousaseiuccns, 
And lieauliful liceoml belief, 

And so soft llic' tones of tlicir natnc 
longue. 

Phe words arc not spoken, tlicy arc 
sung ! 


rnvr.PnLLOWS POETICAL WOKJ^ 


And the Ctinte listens, and smiling 


No other life or sound is there , 

ulti No more the Curate comes at nigh , 

We should ha\ o liked to ^ The window s of tlie hall arc dark, 

The clj^l^rs are dreary, cold, and 

i M length, at hst, when the imtcris 


And to sleep 
raunes , 

But now It IS better sitting here 
Within four walls, and w itliout tlie f^ 
Of losing our hearts to Indian queens , 
tor man is fire and woman is tow. 
And the bomebody comes and begins 
to blow 


\nd bir^'-^ building, and woodsare 
With ^ing skirts is the curate se^ 


to blow , Speeding along m*- ”,"7' - 

Then a gkani of distrust and \aguc jjuniming gaii>, " No daj *5 so lon^ 
T>.«* «» nt I'l*;! lO ^CSpC^ SOii£ 


surmise 

Shines m the father s gentle c) cs, 
Asfire-hghtonawir w-panc 
Glimmers and \ anisk -S again , 

But nought he answers , he otil) signs, 
And for a moment bows lus head , 
Then as their custom is, thc\ play 
Tlieir little game of lansquenet. 

And another day is waih the dead. 

Another day, and man) a da) 

And many a week and month depart, 
\\then a fatal letter wangs its wai) 
Across the sea, hkc a bird of prc) , 
And strikes and tears the old man s 
heart 

Lo ! the young baron of St Castinc, 
Swift as tlie wand is and as wild 
Has niarnod a dusk) Tarralinc, 

Has marned Madocawando s child 1 


The letter drops 
hand 


from the father s 


But It comes at last to „ 

He stops at the MrterS 
Tint at last the Baron of St 
Is coming home w ith his 
Is coming w ithout a week s delay , 
And all the house mi«t be swept and 
clean, , 

And all tilings set in good ' . 

And the solemn porter shakes nis 

head , .. r 1 

And the answ cr he makes is Back' 

a-day I jin 

1 We wall sec, as the bhnd man said l 

Alert since first the day began 
The cock upon the Hllago church 
Looks northward from lus airy perch, 
As if bc) ond the 1 cn of man. 

To see the ships come sailing on. 

And pass the Isle of Oldron, 

, i\nd pass the Tower of Cordouan, 


nano , i In the church below is cold m cl^ 

Though the sinews of his heart arc jxho heart tliat would harc Icapca w 


[ 

1 wr 


tvrung. 

He utters no cry, he breathes no 
pra)cr. 

No malediction falls from his tongue . 
But his statel) figure, erect and grand 
Bends and sinks bkc a column of sand 
In the whirlwind of his great despair 
Dying, yes diang ! His latest breath 
Of parlc) at the door of death 
Is a blessing on Ins watavard son 
Lower and lower on his breast 
Sinks lus gray head he is at rest , 
No longer he wails for any one. 

For man) a year the old ch&tcau 
Lies tenantless and desolate 
Rank grasses in the court)aird grow , 
About its gables caws the crow , 
Only the porter at the gate 
Is left to guard It and low ait 
The coming of the nghtful heir , 


10 ) — > 

O tender heart of truth and trust !— 

To sec the coming of that da) , 

In the cliurch below the lips are d>^t , 
Dust arc the hands, and dust the leet , 
That would have been so swafl to meet 
Tlie coming of that wayataird bo) 

At night the front of the old ^fitcau 
Is a blaze of light above and 
There s a sound of wheels and booi 
in the street, , 

Cradung of whips, and scamper o 
feet, 

Bells arc ringing, and horns arc bloim. 
And the Baron hath come again to his 
owai 

The Curate is waiting in the hall 
I Most eager and alive of all 
To welcome the Baron and Baroness, 
I But his nund is full of vague distress, 
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r.1L£S OF A WAYSIDE INN 


For he Inth rcid in Jcs\iit books 
or iho'c ehiUlnii of the wilderness, 
Ard no\ , good, simple nnn he looks 
1 o ^ r n pointed sa\“>gc stride 
Into the room with shoulders bare, 
And ell It fnthers in her Inlr, 

And around her a robe of panthers 
h dc 

Instead he lx.Iiolds inih secret slnme 
\ form of lieam\ undefined, 

A loichnca. withinit a nnnit. 

Not of degree but mote of kind 
Nor bold norshs nor short nor tall, 
nut n new mingling of them all 


Yes b lutiful bet ond belief, 
Trintfigured and imnsfused, he sees 
Tlic lad\ of die rbrences, 
riie daughter of the Indian cliicf 
Beneath the shadow of her liair 
File gold broarc colour of the skin 
‘'cems lighted b> a fire a ithin, 

As when n burst of Miiilighi shines 
IVneith n sombre grove of pine-s — 

A duska splendour in the ntr 
Idle two small leands, that now arc 
pressed 

In bis, seemed made to be caressed, 
Thev ik so warm and <oft, and still, 
like birds half hidden in a nest, 
Irusiful, and innocent of ill 
And nh 1 he cannot behevc his cars 
When her melodious voice he hears 
‘vixeal mg Ins native Gascon tongue , 

I he words she titter seem to lie 
Bart of some poem of Goutlouli, 

'llaa are not spoken, lhe> arc sung I 
And the Ikaron smiles, and sajs, 
“ Y’oii see 

1 told sou but the simple initli , 

Ah, joumay trust the ejes of )OUth 1" 

Dow n in die vallagc day b) day 
Ilic people gossip in their vvn). 

And stare to see the Baroness pass 
On Sunda) morning to carl^ Mass , 
And vvlicn she kneelUh dovvai to pray, 
llicv wonder, nnd whisper together 
and sa), 

" Surcl) thib is no heathen lass ! 

And in course of time dicj leant to 
bkss 

Tlie Baron nnd die Baroness 

And in course of time the Curate 
learns 

A secret so dreadful that by turns 
He Is ice nnd fire, he freezes and bums 
1 he Baron nt confession hntli siUd, 
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That though this woman be bis wife, 
He bath wed her as the Indians wed, 
He hadi bought her for a gun nnd a 
knife 1 

And the Curate replies "Oprofll- 
gntc, 

O Prodigal Son I rcliim once more 
To die open arms and the open door 
Of the Churcli, or ever it be too late. 
Thank God, thy fatlicr did not live 
To sec what lie could not forgive , 

On thee so reckless and perverse, 

He left bis blessing, not his curse. 

But the nearer the davvaa thcdnrkcrtlic 
night. 

And by going wTong nil things come 
right , 

lliingsliave been mended dial were 
worse. 

And die w orse, the nearer they arc to 
mend [dead. 

For die s.akc of the living and the 
Thou shall be wed as Christians wed, 
And alt things come to a happ) end " 

O sun, that follovvcsi the niglit 
In }on blue sly, serene and pure, 

And pourcst iliinc impartial light 
Alike on mountain and on moor. 

Pause for a moment in tliy course. 

And bless the bridegroom and the 
bndc I 

O Gave that from thj hidden source 
In jon mjstcnotis mountain side 
Pirsucst th> wandering way alone. 
And leaping down its steps of stone, 
Along the meadow -lands demure 
Stcalcst nvvny to the Adour, 

Pause for a moment m thy course 
To bless the bridegroom and the 
bndc I 

The choir is singing the matin song, 
Tlic doors of the cliurch arc opened 
wide. 

The people crowd, nnd press, nnd 
throng 

To see tlic bndegroom and die bndc. 
Tlicy enter and pass along the nave , 
Tliey stand upon the father s grave , 
riic bells arc ringing soft and slow , 
The living above nnd the dead below 
Give their blessing on one and twain , 
The vvairm winds blow from the hills of 
Spain, 

The birds arc building, the leaves arc 
green. 

And Baron CoStino of St Gastinc 
Hath come nt last to his own again 


LONGFELLOirS POETICAL WORKS 


FINALE. 

" Nunc plaudite ! the Student cncd, 
\Vhen he hid finished, "now ap- 
plaud, 

As Roman actors used to sa> , 

At the conclusion of i pLiy , ' (abroad. 
And rose, and spread his hinds 
And smiling boned from side to side, 
As one nho bears the palm i\vij 
And generous n-as the applause and 
loud. 

But less for him thin for the sun. 
That e\en as the tale nis done 
Burst from its canopy of cloud 
And lit the landscape with the blare 
Of iftemoon on autumn da)s. 

And filled the room mth light, and 
mide 

The fire of logs i painted shade 

A sudden wind from out the west 
Blew all Its trumpets loud and shrill , 
The windows rattled with the blast, 
The oak-trees shouted as it passed, 


And straight, as if b) fear possessed, 
The cloud encampment on the hill 
Broke up, and fluttenng flag and tent 
Vanished into the firmament, 

And down the tollej fled amain 
The rear of the retreaung ram. 

Onl} far up in the blue sky 
A miss of clouds, like dnftcd snow 
Suffused with a flint Alpine glow. 
Was heaped together, \-ist ind high, 
On which a shattered runbow hung. 
Not rising like the ruined arch 
Of some iLnil aqueduct. 

But like a roseate girland plucked 
From an OI>’mpian god, ind flung 
Aside m his triumphal march. 

Like prisoners from their dungeon 
gloom. 

Like birds escaping from a snare, 
Like school-boj-s at the hour of play. 
Ail left at once the ficnt-up room, 
And rushed into the open air, 

^nd no more tales were told that day 


part third. 
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PRELUDE 

A“oS"in fhnad'’®"*' ' A ^ • 

Thendarkenf^ j' A ghostl) nnd nppcnling csill, 

As from the east the ^ sound of da>s that irc no more ! 

And gnllow teg ,te te ST I '£2.“'''’““ 


jfet bnghter than the afternoon 
That followed the dark day of rain 
^d bnghter than the golden i-ane' 
^at glistened in the rising moon 
Within the ruddy fire hght gleamed 


iiiu ciouu 01 gnosis 

In their interminable flight 
And listening muttered m his beard, 
»> ith accent indistinct and weird 
“ VTio are je, children of the Night?" 


Wthin the ruddy fire hghfia'^^'j Scolding his mjstenous face, 

And e,eo.separa"te niSw£? ' thejaj Sicilian said, 

Racked by the outer darkneiw .:h™, t it that in breaking bread 

A flamel^rieamrf ' down your head, 

^d flickered to and fro and i paused a little space, 

A bonfire hghted m the road, ^ "^0 says a silent grace ? ' 


A wr™ ^ seemed 

A bonfire hghted m the road. 

Amid the hospiuble glow, 

actor on the stage 
Wth the uncertain toice offge, 

^e singing chimney chanted low 

^ehomelj songs of long ago 
Thetoice that Ossian heard of jore, 


Jew replied, wath solemn air, 

1 said the Manich'ean s prayer 
R was his faith,— perhaps is mine, — 
inat life m all its forms is one. 

And that its secret conduits nm 
Unseen, but in unbroken line, 

From the great fountain head duane 
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Through iti-m and beast, through grain 
and grass 

Howe’er wc struggle, stnve, and cry. 
From death there can be no escape. 
And no escape from life, alas 1 
Because we cannot die, but pass 
From one into another shape 
It IS but into hfc we die 

"Therefore the Mamchcean said 
This simple prajer on breaking bread. 
Lest he with hasty hand or knife 
Might wound the incarcerated hfe, 
Tlie soul m things that we call dead 
' I did not reap thee, did not bind thee, 
I did not thrash thee, did not grind thee. 
Nor did I m the o\en bake thee! 

It was not I, It tvas another 
Did these things unto thee, O brother I 
I only ha\c thee, hold thee, break 
theel'" 

' ‘That birds ha\e souls I can concede," 
Tlie Poet cried, with glowing cheeks , 
"The flocks that form their beds of reed 
Upnsing north or southward fly. 

And flying write upon the sky 
The biforked letter of the Greeks, 

As hath been said by Ruccllai , 

All birds that sing or chirp or cry, 
Even those migratory bands. 

The minor poets of the air, 

The plover, peep, and sanderhng. 
That hardly can be said to sing. 

But pipe along the barren sands, — 

All these have souls nkm to ours , 

3o hath the lo\ cly race of flowers 
Thus much I grant, but nothing more 
The rustj hinges of a door 
Are not ^is e because they creak , 

T^is chimney, wth its dreary roar, 
Tliesc rattling -window s, do not spieak I 

"To me they speak,” the Jew replied, 
" And in the sounds that sink and soar, I 
I hear the voices of a tide ' 

That breaks upon an unknown shore I ' 

Here the Sicilian interfered [dozed 
" That was your dream, then ns you 
A moment since, with eyes half-closed. 
And murmured something in your 
beard ” 

The Hebrew smiled, and answered, 
"Nay, 

Not that, but something very near , 
Like, and yet not the same, may seem 
The vision of my waking dream , 
Before it wholly dies away, 

Listen to me, and you sliall hear ” 


THE SPANISH JEW’S TALE 
AZRAEL 

KrNG Solomon, before his palace gate, 
At evening, on the pavement tesselate 
Was ivalking with a stranger from the 
East, 

Arrayed m nch attire as for a feast, 
The mighty Runjeet-Sing, a learned 
man. 

And Rajah of the realms of Hindostan 
And as tliey walked the guest became 
aware 

Of a white figure m the twilight air. 
Gazing intent, as one who with surpnse 
His form and features seemed to 
recognise , 

And m a whisper to the King he said 
"Wliat IS yon shape, that, pallid as 
the dead. 

Is watching me, as if he sought to trace 
In the dim light the features of my 
face?’ 

The King looked, and replied " I 
know him well , 

It IS the Angel men call Arrael, 

"Us the Death Angel , w hat hast thou 
to fear?' 

And the guest answered " Lest he 
should come near. 

And speak to me, and take away my 
breath 1 [death 1 

Save me from Azrael, save me from 

0 King, that hast dominion o er the 

wind. 

Bid It arise and bear me hence to Ind." 

The King gazed upivard at the cloud- 
less sky, [on high, 

Whispered a word, and raised his hand 
And lo 1 the signet nng of chrysoprase 
On his uphfted finger seemed to blaze 
With hidden fire, and rushing from 
the west 

Tliere came a mighty wind, and seized 
the guest 

\nd lifted him from earth, and on they 
passed, [blast. 

His shining garments streaming m the 
A silken banner o er the walls upreared, 
A purple cloud, that gleamed and 
disappeared. 

Then said the Angel, smiling "If 
this man 

Be Rajah Runjeet-Sing of Hindostan, 
Thou hast done well in listemng to 
his prayer , 

1 vvos upon my way to seek him there ” 




LONGFELLOIV' S POETICAL WORKS 


INTERLUDE. 

O Edrehi, forbear to-night, 

Your ghostly legends of affright, 

And let the Talmud rest m peace , 
Spare us jour dismal tales of death 
That almost take away one s breath , 
So doing may jour tribe increase 
Thus the Sicilian said then went 
And on the spinets rattling kejs 
Plajed Mananma hke a breeze 
From Naples and the Southern seas. 
That bnngs us the delicious scent 
Of citron and of orange trees 
And memones of soft days of case 
At Capn and Amalfi spent 

" Not so the eager Poet said , 

•• At least, not so before I tell 
The story of mj Azracl 
An angel mortal as oursches 
Which m an anaent tome I found 
Upon a conient s dusU shehes. 


Upon a conient s dusU sneiies, aDpear 

Chained mth an iron rhmn and tound ficho! 


As hostage at the court of Trance, and 
knew 

The Emperors form and face "Is 
Charlemagne 

Among that host? ’ And Olgar 
answered "No ” 

And still the innumerable multitude 

Flowed onward and increased, until 
the King [magne 

Cned in amazement " Surely Charle- 

Is coming in the midst of all these 
knights ! 

AndOlgcranswercdslowlj "No, not 

>ct, 

He wall not come so soon " Then 
much disturbed 

King Dcsideno asked " What shall 
we do, 

If he approach with a still greater 
army'' 

And Olger answ ered " WTien he shall 
appear, [he is , 

You wall tichold what manner of man 

But w hat wall then befall us I know not. 

Then came the guard that never knew 
repose. 

The Paladins of France , and at the 
sight 


T _ t. » J 1 /■!_ IWU \>iU UUliUlU VtlJUL 111 UlllUi Wl limis 

In par^ment and vaih clospsof briss Bui\\ hat will then bcfiiluslknou not 
Lesi from Its pnson some dark di\, 

It might be stolen or steal awav Then came the guard that never knew 

While the good fnars were singing repose, 

™ass. The Paladins of France , and at the 

" It IS a tale of Chariemagne, sight 

WTienhke a thundcr-cloud, that lowers The Lombard King o’crcome with 


And sweeps from mountain crest to terror cned ^ 

coast, ‘This must be Charlemagne 1" and 

With lightmng flaming through its ns before 

show ers Did Olger answ cr "No, not j ct, not 

He swept across the Lombard plain jcb’ 

appcaredmpanoplj complete 

Thus heralded the talc began, Of thcimpenal chapel, andtheCountS, 

And thus m sober measure ran And Dcsideno could no more endure 

^ The bght of day, nor j-ct encounter 

death, 

THE POETS TALE But sobbed aloud and said " Let us 

CHAEEEMAGNE. . j i, , r .t, -U 

ni f-rn _ j T.. j "s in the bosom of the earth, 

Kinir nf Desideno, Far from the sight and anger of a foe 

S to"er So tcmble as this !' And Olger said 
Stood^ngnorthwardocrtheroUing -men jou behold the hanests in 
puiins, ibc fields 

Shaking with fear, the Po and the 

citj walls with iron waves, 

te^J-nuy Arongingalltheroads ‘hat Charlemagne 

Said unto Oleer^vTho b ashespake, in thenorthwest, 

^outh^ Lo 1 there upros^black and threaten- 

ing cloud, 
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THE POETS TALE 

CHAEEEMAGNE. 


7JLES OF A WAYSIDE INN 


I Out of wJiose bosom flnslied the Hght 
I of tirms 

Unoji the people pent up In the city , 

I AlighlniorcterriblcUnnnn) darkness, 

i And Cliorlcmagne nppeared a Man 

I of Iron r 

[ His helmet s\ns of iron, and hisgloses 

I Of iron, and his breastplate and his 

[ greases 

And Inssctssscrcof iron nndhisshield 
In lus left hand he held an iron spear. 
In his right hand Ins sword iiuincible. 
llic horse he rode on had the strength 
of iron, 

And colour of iron. All who vent 
before him, 

Desidc him and behind him, hiswhole 
host, 

\\ ere armed n ith iron, and their hearts 
within them 

Were stronger Uian the armour that 
I they wore 

I Tlic fields and all the roads were filled 
; with iron. 

And points of iron glistened in the sun 
And shed a terror through the citj 
I streets 

‘ This at a single glance Olger the Dane 
! Saw from the tow cr, and turning to the 
King, 

Exclaimed in haste Behold 1 this is 
the man 

You looked for with such eagerness!' 
and then 

Fell as one dead at Desldcno's feet 

V W %> W VV WX/* 

INTERLUDE 

Wfll pleased all listened to the tale. 
That drew, the Student said, its pith 
And marrow from the ancient myth 
Of some one wath an iron flaii , 

Or that portentous Mon of Brass 
Hephxstus made in days of yore, 

Wlio stalked about the Cretan shore. 
And saw tlie ships ajinear and pass. 
And threw stones at the Argonauts, 
j Being filled with indiscriminate ire 
Tliat tangled and pcrpicxcd his 
tlioughts 

But, hkc a hospitable host 
When strangers landed on the coast 
Heated himself red-hot with fire, 

And hugged them in his arms, and 
pressed 

Their bodies to his burning breast 
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Tlic Poet answered " No, not thus 
Pile legend rose , it sprang at first 
Out of the hunger and the thirst 
In all men for the marvellous 
And thus it filled and satisfied 
The imagination of mankind, 

And this ideal to the mind 
Was truer than histone fact 
Fancy enlarged and multiplied 
The terrors of the awful name 
Of Charlemagne, till he became 
Armipolcnt in every act, 

And, clothed m mystery, appeared 
Not what men saw, but what they 
feared 

“ Besides, unless my memory fail, 
V'our some one witli an iron flail 
Is not an ancient myth at all. 

But comes much hter on the scene. 
As Talus m the Faerie Quecno, 

The iron groom of Artegall, 

WBio threshed out falsehood and de- 
ceit. 

And truth upheld, imd righted wrong, 

I And was, ns is the swallow, fleet, 

And os the lion IS was strong ’ 

Tlic Tlieologian said ‘'Perchance 
Your chronicler m wntmg this 
Had in his mind the Anabasis, 

Where Xenophon desenbes the ad- 
vance 

Of Arlaxerccs to the fight , 

At first the low ^y cloud of dust. 
And then a blackness o er the fields 
As of a passing thunder-gust. 

Then flash of brazen armour bright. 
And ranks of men, wath spears up- 
thnist. 

Bowmen and troops with wicker 
shields. 

And cavalry equipped m white. 

And chanots ranged in front of these 
With scythes upon their axle-trees 

To this the Student answered ' ' Well, 

I also have a tale to tell 
Of Charlemagne , a tale that throws 
A softer light, more tinged wath rose. 
Than your gnm appantlon cast 
Upon die darkness of the past 
Listen, and hear in English rhyme 
■\^at the good Monk of Lauresheim 
Gives as the gossip of his time. 

In mediceval LaUn prose 
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THE STUDENT S TALE. 

EMMA AND EGIMI/RD 


Surely some demon must possess the 
hd, 

\Mio shott'cd more \s-5t than eva 


Whev Alcuin nuglit the sons of . , , scliool l>oy hid, 

learned Ins Invium thus mthout 

In the free schools of Aiv, how kings m t, 

Bill Alcum said it was the grace of 


should reign 


And with them taught the children of -j-jjuj my, up, in Logic pomt-de- 
thepoor 

Hov, subjects should be patient nnd perfect in Grinimir, nnd in Rhetoric 
endure _ 

He tou^rf the bps of some, ns best Soence of Numbers Geometne rut, 

I,,, r .t, t. „ r Tt 1 And lore of Stirs, nnd Music knee by 

With hone) from the hues of Holj l ^ 


Others intoxicated with the wine Qf ,] ,.g sang "their love in Sua- 

Of ancient histor), sweet, but less <11 rhvmcs 

vine, ^ 

Some with the wholesome fruits of The Cmperor, when he heard this 


heart , 

A Minnesinger long before the times 


grammar fed 


good report 


Others with m) stcncs of the stars o cr- Of Eglnlinrd mucli burzed about the 
head, court. 

That hang suspended in the wtultcd Said to himself, " Tins stnphng seems 
sky to be 

Like lamps in some fur palace vnst Ptirposclj sent into the w orld for me , 


and high. 

In sooth it was a pleasant sight to see 


Ht shall become my scribe, and sliaJl 
be schooled 


That Saxon monk, with hood and In all the arts wherebj the world is 
rosar), ruled 

With inkhom at his belt, and pen and Tlius did the gentle Eginhard attain 


book 

And mingled love and reverence m his 
look 

Or hear the cloister and the court rc- 
picat 

The measured footfalls of his san 
dallcd feet 

Or watch him with the pupils of his 
school 


To honour in the <X3Urt of Charle- 
magne , 

Became the sovereign's favountc, his 
nghl hand. 

So that his fame was great in all the 
Land, 

And nil men loved him for his modest 


u u . u , knd comeliness of figure and of face; 

of rtile An inmate of the palace, >et recluse, 
g them, nlwaj-s (xirlicst In hts ■k man of books, jet sacred from nbuse 

Was ^^“n'ard a youth of Fmnkish hcT''^ 

WhoseTce was bnght with flashes horses and the clang of 

The •„ , **'0 EmpcTor promised he was 

i ne roiendours of a yet unnsen sun. schooled 

'Teemed possible, and In nil the nris by winch the world is 

"had drcamcd^'^°"'^''^^'^' supreme, whose Law 

^ "hisVla^ others were The Emperor never dreamed of till 

The pasume of an idle hohdaj 

Smaragdo Abbot of St Michaels convent to the palace 

With ma^y a shnig and sfe^^of 
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Had nsen before the dawn, and 
musing gazed 

Into the silent mght, as one amazed 

To see the calm that reigned o er all 
supreme 

When his own reign mus but a trou- 
bled dream 

The moon ht up the gables capped 
•with snow 

And the white roofs, and half the 
court below. 

And he beheld a form, that seemed 
to cower 

Beneath a burden, come from Emmas 
tower, — 

A woman, who upon her shoulders 
bore 

Clerk Eginhard to his own pntate 
door 

And then returned in haste, but still 
essayed 

To tread the footprmts she herself had 
made , 

And as she passed across the hghted 
space 

The Emperor saw his daughter 
Emma s face 1 


And flo'wing flaxen tresses come to ask 

Ais was his wont, the day s appointed 
task. 

The Emperor looked upon him with a 
smile, [awhile. 

And gently said " Mj' son, wait yet 

This hour my council meets upon 
some great 

And aery urgent business of the state. 

Come back wthin the hour On thy 
return 

The work appointed for thee shall 
thou learn. ' 

Hanng dismissed this gallant Trou 
badonr. 

He summoned straight his council, 
and secure 

And steadfast m his purpdse, from the 
throne 

All the adventure of the night made 
known , 

Then asked for sentence , and with 
eager breath 

Some answ ered banishment, and others 
death 


He started not , he did not speak or 
moan. 

But seemed as one who had been 
turned to stone , 

And stood there like a statue, nor 
awoke 

Out of his trance of pain, till mommg 
broke, 

Tifl the stars faded, and the moon 
went down 

And o er the towers and steeples of 
the town 


Came the gray dayhght , then the sun 
who took 

'Theempre of the world with sovereigi 

^ Eolden glov 

All the dead landscape m its shroui 

Of sno^ 

Touching with flame the tapenni 
chapel spires, 

Windows and roofs and smoke o 
Donsehold fires 

And kindling park and palace as h^ 
came , 

seemed in flame. 

And th^stood tm Eginharf ap 
Demure and modest with his S 


Then spake the king " Your sentence 
IS not mine , 

Life is the gift of (^d, and is divine i 
Nor from these palace walls shall 
one depart 

Who cames such a secret in his heart , 
My better judgment piomts another 
way 

Good Alcuin, I remember how one day 
When my Pepino asked you, ‘ What 
are men ? [pen, 

You wrote upon his tablets with your 
‘Guests of the grave and trav^ers 
that pass ! 

This being true of all men we, alas 1 
Being on fashioned of the self-same 
dust, 

Let us be merciful as well as just 
This passing trav eller, who hath stolen 
away 

The brightest jewel of my crown to- 
day [restore , 

Shall of himself the precious gem 
By giving It, I make it mine once 
more. 

Over these fatal footprints I will throw 
My emune mantle hke another snow 

Then Egmhard was summoned to the 

hall, [all, 

And entered, and m presence of them 


1 I LL^ OF A WAYSIDE INM 


11)0 JCnipcror said "My son, for 
thou to me 

Ilnst been a son, and et crmorc shall be, 

Long hast thou scncd th) sotercign, 
nnd th> zeal 

Pleads to mcttith importunate appeal 

Wliilc 1 hate been forgetful to requite 

Tin service and nfrcciion ns tvns nghu 

But now the hour is come, when I, thy 
lord, 

\\ ill crow n thy love watli such supreme 
resv-ord, 

A gift so precious kings hate stmen 
in vain 

To Win it from tlic liands of Qiarlc- 
magne ' 

Tlicn sprang thcportals of the cliamber 
wide, 

\nd Pnnccss Emma entered in the 
pndc 

Of birth and beaut) , tiint m ixirt o'er- 
came 

The Conscious terror nnd the blush of 
shame. 

And the good Emperor rose up from 
his throne, 

And taking her white liand watiiin his 
own 

Placed It in Eginhard's, and said 
" My son, 

Tliis is the gift th) constant zeal hath 
won , 

Thus I repay the ro) al debt I ow e. 

And cover up the footprints in the 
snow ' 


INTERLUDE 

Thus ran the Student’s pleasant 
rhyme 

Of Lgminrd and love and youth , 
Some doubted its histone truth. 

But while the) doubted, nccrthcless 
Saw m it gleams of truthfnlncss. 

And tlnnked the Monk of I^urcs- 
heim 

This the) discussed m tnnous mood , 
Tlicn in the silence that ensued 
Wns heard a sharp and sudden sound 
As of a bowstnng snapped m air , 

And the Musician watli a bound 
Sprang up m terror from his chair. 
And for a moment listening stood, 
'Then strode across the room, and 
found 

His dear. Ins darling vaolia 
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Still l)ing safe asleep within 
Its little cradle, like a child 
Tint giies a sudden cry of pain. 

And wakes to fall asleep again , 

And as he looked at it and smiled, 

B) the uncertain light beguiled. 
Despair I two stnngs were broken m 
twain 

WHiilc ail lamented and made moan, 
Will many a s)nip ithctic word 
As if the loss had been their owoi. 
Deeming the tones they might hate 
heard 

Sweeter tlian the) had heard before, 
rhc) saw tlie Landlord at the door. 
The missing man, the portly Squire 1 
lie had not entered, but he stood 
With both arms full of seasoned wood. 
To feed the much-de\ounng fire, 

Tliat like a lion in a cage 
I..ashcd Its long tail and roared wath 
rage 

The missing man ' Ah, yes, they said. 
Missing, but whither had lie fled’ 
Where had he hidden himself away? 
No farther tlian the bam or shed , 

He had not hidden himself nor fled , 
How should he pass the rainy day 
But m his bam with hens and hay 
Or mending harness cart, or sled ? 
Now , having come, he needs must stay 
And tell his tale as well as they 

The Landlord answ ered only " Tliese 
Are logs from tlie dead apple trees 
Of the old orchard planted here 
By the first Howe of Sudbury 
Nor oak nor maple has so clear 
A flame, or bums so quietly 
Or leav cs an ash so clean and w hitc , ’ 
Thinking by this to put aside 
The impending talc iliat temfied , 
When suddenly to his delight, 

The Theologian interposed, 

Saynng that when that door w as closed. 
And they had stopped that draught of 
cold. 

Unpleasant night air, he proposed 
To tell a talc w orld-wide apart 
From tint the Student had just told , 
World wide apart, and yet akin. 

As showing tint the human heart 
Beats on for ever os of old. 

As well beneath the snow-white fold 
Of Quaker kerchief, as within 
Sendai or silk or cloth of gold. 

And without preface would begin 
n B 
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And then the clamorous clock struck 
eight 

Dehbcrate, with sonorous chime 
Slow measunng out the march of time, 
Like some gra\ e Consul of old Rome 
In Jupiter s temple dnwng home 
The nails that mark the jear and 
date. 

Thus interrupted in his rhjTue, 

The Theologian needs must wait , 

But quoted Horace, where he sings 


Tlie dire Necessity of things, 

That dnves into the roofs subhme 
Of new-built houses of the great 
The adamantine hails of Fate, 

When ceased the httle canllon 
To herald from its wooden tower 
The important transit of the hour, 
The Theologian hastened on. 
Content to be allowed at last 
To sing his Idjl of the I^st 


THE THEOLOGIAN’S TALE 

ELIZABETH 

t' ^ night overtakes us 1 

In the old countiy the twLght is longer , but here m the forest 
buddenly comes the dark, wath hardly a pause m its commg, 

H^dly a moment between the two hghts, the day and the lamphght 
Yet how grand is the wanter ! How spotless the snow is, and ?ie^t ' ” 

AsTS Ae housemaid, 

^ house katchen that served for kitchen and parlour. 

^the window she sat \nth her work and looked on a lan^mpc 
WUte ^ the great white sheet that Peter saw in hu tasiOT ^ 

descending out of the heavens, 

Nothmg was d^k'but thea^°^*^A if meadows 

' BeautiMV/i^r^ made Mswer Hannah the housemaid 

If one co^d oS^i'llkTkc a ^ wuh'n 
But the great Delaware Run,- ^ *he ccihng 

Out of our upper windows in it 

Crowded wath masts and snilc 'J.*^'^'’hdhc Street m the Borough, 

Here there is nothing but pines ^wIa ™ coming and going , 

There is snow in the air and sneY It snow on their branches. 

the roads will bebtoked and T Jf ^'^"B^^cady , 

Breaking his way through the rinftl^'^^ to-morrow, 

How in all the world shall we get to Mctmg S'Rmte '' 

• Siliny’ YSr^whfro "de^" f «=Proving 

^ thou on the earth the good t^”’’ snow ho sajeth, 

Giveth snow hkkwiMl • he IS It 

So she folded her work and hoar-frost' 

Meanwhn H ^ “ her basket 

*e cloth, and cl^d and fastened the shutters, 

and cups from thl dr^r ‘he table, and placed there 

Khd„;‘g3!i‘kd'is'‘,a“‘ "" 

' 
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For the poor in the \nlligc A good lid nnd cheerful is Joseph , 

In the nglu phcc is his licarl, and his hand is ready and wilhng " 

Thus in pnise of her ser\-ant she spake, nnd Hannah the housemaid 
Laughed wth her c}cs, as she listened, but governed her tongue, and was 
silent, 

\Vliilc her mistress went on " The house is far from the village , 

We should bo loncl) here, were it not for Fncnds that in passing 
Sometimes tany o emiglit, and make us glad by their coming " 

Thereupon answered Hannah the housemaid, the thrifty, the frugal 
"Yea, they come and they tarrv, ns if thy house were a tavern , 

Open to all arc its doors nnd they come and go like the pigeons 
In and out of the holes of the pigeon-house oxer the hayloft, 

Cooing nnd smoothing their feathers nnd basking themselxcs in the sunshine. ' 

But in meekness of spint, and calmly, Elizabeth ansxxcrcd 
" All 1 haxe is the Lord s, not mine to give or withhold it , 

I but distribute his gifts to the poor, nnd to those of his people 
Who in joumeyings often surrender their lives to his scrxdcc. 

His, not mine, arc the gifts, and only so for can I make tliem 
Mine, as in giving I add niy heart to whatever is given 
Therefon, my cvctllent father first built this house in the clcanng. 

Though he came not himself, 1 came , for the Lord vv as my guidance. 
Leading me here for this service We must not grudge, then, to others 
Lver the cup of cold water, or crumbs that fall from our table ” 

Thus rebuked, for a season was silent the penitent housemaid , 

\nd Elizabeth said in tones even sweeter and softer 
" Dost thou remember Hannah, the great May -Meeting in London, 

Wlicn I was still a child, how we sat in the silent assembly, 

Waiung upon the Lord in patient and passive submissions 

No one spake till at length a voung man, a stranger, John Eslaugh, 

Moved by the Spint rose as if he were John the Apostle, 

Speaking such words of jxivvcr that thev bowed our hearts, as a strong wand 
Bends the grass of the fields, or gram tnat is njx: for the sickle. 

Thoughts of him to-day have been oft borne inward upon me. 

Wherefore I do not know , but strong is the feeling within me 
Tliat once more I shall see a face I liavc never forgotten " 

II 

E TM as she spake they heard the musical jangle of sleigh-bells, 

First far off with a dreamy sound nnd faint in the distance, 

Tlicn growing nearer and louder, and turning into tlic farmyard, 

Till it stopped at tlic door, with sudden creaking of runners 
Then there were voices heard as of two men talking together. 

And to herself, as she listened upbraiding said Hannah the housemaid, 

"It is Joseph come back, and I wonder what stranger is with him " 

Dovvai from its nail she took and lighted the great tin lantern 
Pierced with holes, and round, and roofed like the lop of a lighthouse. 

And went forth to receive the coming guest at the doonvay, 

Casting into the dark a network of glimmer and shadow 
Over the falling snow, the y cllow sleigh, nnd the horses. 

And the forms of men, snow -covered, looming gigantic 

Tlicn gving Joseph the lantern, she entered the house with the stranger 

Youthful he was and tall, and his checks aglow with the night air , 

And as he entered, Elizabeth rose, and going to meet him, 

As if an unseen power had announced and preceded his presence, 

And he had come as one whose coming had long been expected, ^ 

Quietly gave him her hand, nnd said, “ Tliou art welcome John Estnugh 
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And the stranger replied, vith staid and quiet bchatiour, 

” Dost thou remember me still, Elizabeth ? After so many 
Years have passed, it seemeth a wonderful thing that I find thee 
Surelj the hand of the Lord conducted me here to thy threshold. 

For as I journeyed along and pondered alone and in silence 
On his ivays, that arc past finding out, I saw in the snow-mist. 

Seemingly weary with travel a wajdarcr, who by the wayside 
Paused and waited Forthwith I remembered Queen C^daces eunuch. 
How on the way that goes dowm fromjcrusalcm unto Gaza, 

Reading Esaias the Prophet, he joumejed, and spake unto Philip, 
Prawng him to come up and sit in his chanot with him 
So I greeted the man, and he mounted the sledge beside me. 

And as we talked on the way he told me of thee and thy homestead. 
How, being led by the light of the Spint, that nc\er deceivcth. 

Full of zeal for the work of the Lord, thou hadst come to this country 
And I remembered thy name, and thy father and mother in England, 
And on my journey hai c stopped to sec thee, Llizabcth Haddon, 
Wishing to strengthen thy hand in the labours of love thou art doing ” 

And Elizabeth ansttcred wath confident voice, and serenely 
Lwking into his face with her innocent ejes as she answered, 

•Surely the hand of the Ixird is in it , his Spirit hath led thee 
Out of the darkness and storm to the light and jicacc of my fireside." 


^en, mth stamping of feet, the door was opened, and Joseph 
Entered, beanng the lantern, and, carcfullj blow mg the light out, 
Hung it up on its nail, and all sat down to their supper 
For underneath that roof was no distinction of persons, 

Eut one family only, one heart, one hearth, and one household 


) me iircpiace, 


supper w-u ended they drew their chairs to tli 

of firewood, 

unfclled, and not a gleaner of fagots, 

MThn o’V^'^oe with lnc.xhaustibfc bounty 

unly Hannah the housemaid was busy in clt^ne the table 
Coming and going, and busUing ab^t in closet Ld chamlir 

In ^ *° Jofi" Estaugh, 

^w of her cfiildhood , 

Comforted with the pvi "rrehed, m all her doubts and bcsetmenls 

Here in the desert hnd,ln^GoTwrul5”.L°^r^^^^ 

Lis^o"' >me^d to 1 T demurely 

Nothing wasS for i that followed 

Walking the floor overhpqri ^ °f Hannah the housemaid 

And Elfzabeth ^.d obambers in order 

Hath a light hrartinhSbr^.?'^!?^,*?"'?®^'®"' "The maiden 
Inwardly Joseph laughed but heavj and awkward " 

Then i r ' governed his tongue and was sflent 

Of the great f f counterfeit nightly rehearsal 

Ij^keth, but all are still and it,P Shadows where no man 

SflenUv over that houle ^obroken ! 

But when the morning dawned^nd ®/^'“"tbcr descended 

bis way thrSi^ Xuds tE-.f)!' bis splendour, 

Joseph was seen with hu sled and orl^if'^^ib^red his path ih the heavi 
^ breaking a pathway 
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Through the dnfis of snow , t)ic horses nlnnd) were Jnmessed, 

And John Lslntipli wns simding nnd tihinp Ica\e nt tlic threshold, 

tint he should return nt the Meeting m ifny . while above them 
Hinmh the housemaid, the homeU, was looking out of the attic, 

Laughing aloud at Joseph then suddenly closing the easement. 

As the bird in the cuckoo-clock peeps out of Its window. 

Then disappears again, nnd closes the shutter behind it 

III 

Kov was the w mter gone, nnd the snow , and Robin the Redbreast, 

Boasted on bush and tree it w as he, it was he nnd no other 
Tint had co\crc<l with leases the Rabes in the Wood, nnd blithely 
All the birds sang with film, and httle eared for his hoisting. 

Or for Ills Babes in the Wood, or the Cnicl Uncle, and only 
Sang for the mates the) had chosen, nnd eared for the nests the) were building 
With them, but more scdntel) nnd meekly, Elizabeth Hnddon 
Sang In her inmost heart, but her lips were silent and songlcss 
riius came the lo\a;lv spnng with n rush of blossoms and music. 

Flooding the earth with flowers, nnd the air with melodies vernal 

Tlicn it came to pass, one pleasant morning, that slowl) 

Up the road there came a ca\-alcade, ns of pilgrims. 

Men and women wending their way to the Quarterly Afeeting 
In the neighlxjiinng town , nnd with them came riding John Cstaugh 
At Elizalicth s door the) stopped to rest, nnd alighting 
Tasted the currant wine, and the bread of zyo, nnd the honey 
Brought from the hues that stood by the sunny wall of the garden , 

Tlicn rcniounlcd their horses, refreshed, nnd continued their journey, 

And Dizabeth witl them, and Joseph, nnd Hannali the housemaid 
But, as they started, Llizabcih lingered a httle, nnd leaning 
Oicr her horse s neck, in a whisper said to John Estaugh 
"Tart) a while behind, for I have something to tell tlicc, 

Not to be spoken lighll) , nor in the presence of others , 

Tliem it conccmctli not, only thee nnd me it conccmcth " 

And ihc) rode slowl) along through the woods, conversing together 
It waus a pleasure to breathe the fragrant air of tlic forest , 

It was a pleasure to liic on that bnght nnd happy May morning ! 

Then Elizabeth said, though still wath a certain reluctance. 

As if impelled to reveal a secret she fain would have guarded 
*' I will no longer conceal what is laid upon me to tell thee , 

I have received from the Lord a charge to love thee, John Lstaugh ’’ 

And John EsLaugh made answer, surprised by the words she had spoken, 

•' Pleasant to me arc thy converse, thy ways, thy meekness of spint , 

Pleasant ih) frankness of spicech, and thy soul s immaculate whiteness, 

Love t ithout dissimulation, a holy nnd inward adorning 

But I hava: )Ct no light to lead me, no voice to direct me 

Wlicn the Lord s work is done nnd the toil nnd tlic Labour completed 

He hath appointed to me, I will gather into the stillness 

Of my owai heart a while, and listen nnd wait for Iiis guidance " 

Then Elizabotii said, not troulfled nor wounded in spint, 

" So is it best John Estaugh We will not speak of it further 
It hath been Laid upon me to tell thee this, for to-morrow 
Tliou art going avva), across the sea, nnd I know not 
WTicn I shall see thee more but if the Lord hath decreed it. 

Thou wait return again to seek me here and to find me 

And they rode onward in silence, and entered tlio town willi the others 
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Ships that pass in tli6 night, and speak each other in passing, 

Only a signal shoivn and a distant voice in the darkness , 

So on the ocean of life \\-e pass and speak one another, 

Only a look, and a \oice, then darkness again and a silence. 

Now went on as of old the quiet life of the homestead 
Patient and unrepining Ehzabeth laboured, in all things 
Mindful not of herself, but beanng the burdens of others. 

Always thoughtful and kind and untroubled , and Hannah the housemaid 
Diligent early and late, and rosy with washing and scounng, 

Sull as of old disparaged the eminent ments of Joseph, 

And was at times reproved for her light and frothy behataour. 

For her shy looks, and her careless words and her evil surmisings. 

Being pressed down somewhat, like a cart with sheav es overladen. 

As she would sometimes say to Joseph, quoting the Suiptures 

Meanwhile John Estaugh departed across the sea, and departing 
Camed hid in his heart a secret sacred and precious, 

Filling Its chambers wath fragrance and seeming to him in its sweetness 
Mary s ointment of spikenard that filled all the house with its odour 
O lost days of dehght that are wasted in doubtmg and waibng 1 
O lost hours and days in which we might have been happy 1 
But the hght shone at last, and guided his wavenng footsteps. 

And at last came the voice, imperative, questionless, certain 

Then John Estaugh came back o er the sea for the gift that was offered. 
Better than houses and lands, the gift of a woman s affection 
And on the First-Day that followed, he rose in the Silent Assembly, 

Holding in his strong hand a hand that trembled a httle. 

Promising to be kind and true and faithful in all things 
Such were the mamage ntes of John and Elizabeth Estaugh 

And not otherwise Joseph, the honest, the dihgent servant. 

Sped m his bashful wooing with homely Hannah the housemaid , 

For when he asked her the question, she answered, "Nay , ' and then added 
" But thee may make beheve, and see what will come of it, Joseph. 


INTERLUDE 

winsome tale,” The Indian tale of Hobomok, 
TheSiud^t said, " though somewhat And Pbilothea s classic jiage. 

A j , I found It like a waif aflaat, 

Md quiet in Its colounng. Or dulse uprooted from its rock. 

As u It caught its tone md an: On the swaft tides that ebb and flow 

tlmt Quakers wear , In daily papers, and at flood 
lel \\Orth\ of some rr^rmnn Hni-rl Aw ...llt-r-. J i_ .A* 3 


I el worth} of some German bard, 
Hebei or Voss, or Eberhard, 

\Vho lov e of humble themes to sing, 
jm humble verse but no more true 
Than was the tale 1 told to y ou. 


Bear freighted vessels to and fro. 

But later when the ebb is low. 

Leave a long waste of sand and mud." 

" It matters httle " quoth the Jew 
" The cloak of truth is lined with hes. 


The Theologian made reply o 

And vnth some warmth ■■ Thit T ' 

deny , ' * Love is master of all arts, 

Tis no invention of my own And puts it into human hearts 

But something well and widdy known strangest things to say and do ' 
**0 rcftdcrs of 'i nocr a j i « 

Wnt by the .u . controversy closed 

vvni oy the Skilful hand that wrote Abruptly, ere twas weU begun , 
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For llic Sicilinn interposed 
With " Ixirdlings, )jitLn, everyone 
Tint listen rmy, unto n tnlc 
That s memcr tlnn the mcihtingnle , 
A talc tint cannot boast, forsooth, 

A sinttlc np or shred of truth , 

Tint docs not lease the mind in doubt 
As to the with it or ssithout , 

A naked falsehood and absurd 
As mortal told or heard. 
Therefore 1 tell it or, ma) be 
Simply because it pleases me ’ 


THE SICILIANS TALC 
TIIF MOSK OF CSSM-MAGGIORE, 

Oncv on a time, some centunes ajjo. 
In the hot sunshine two I ranclscan 
fnars 

Wuidcl their ucarj way with foot- 
steps slow 

Back to their content, uliosc uhile 
trails and spires 

Gleamed on the hillside like n patch of 
snott 

Cotcred ttilh dust tlic> were, and 
tom bt bncTS, 

And bore like suinpior mules upon 
their backs 

Tlic badge of potert}, their beggars 
sacks 

The first was Brother Antlionj , a spare 
And silent man, ttaOi pallid checks 
and dim, 

Much given to tigils. penance, fast- 
ing pra) cr, 

Solemn and gray, and ttom ttitli 
discipline, 

As If his bod) but tthitc ashes ttcrc, 
Heaped on the living coals that 
giotted t ilhin , 

A simple monk like man) of his da), 

Whose instinct t -as to listen nnd obc) 

A different m.an \t as Brother Timothy, 
Of larger mould nnd of a coarser 
paste . 

A rubicund and stalwart monk tras he, 
Broad in the shoulders, broader in 
the waist, 

Who often filled the dull refectory 
With noise b) v hich the convent 
uns disgraced. 

But to the mass book gave but little 
heed. 

By reason he had nev er learned to read 
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Now , as ilicy passed the outskirts of a 
wood. 

The) saw, with mingled pleasure 
and snrpnse. 

Fast tethered to a tree an ass, that 
stood 

Lazilyw inking Ins large, limpid eyes 

The firmer Gilbert of that neighbour- 
hood 

His otTier was, who, looking for 
supplies 

Of fagots, deeper in the wood had 
sfra)cd 

Leaving his beast to ponder m the 
shade 

As soon as Brother Tlmoth) espied 

31ie patient animal, he said 
*’ Good lack 1 

Thus for our needs doth Providence 
provide , 

Well lay our wallets on the 
crc-aturc s bacL 

This being done he leisurely untied 

From head nnd neck the halter of 
the jack, 

And put it round his own, and to the 
tree 

Stood tethered fast as if the ass were ho 

And, bursting forth into a meny laugh, 

He cned to Brother Anthony 
“ Awny I 

And dnvc the ass before you with 
) our staff , 

And when )ou reach the convent 
you may say 

You left me at a form, half tired and 
half 

111 with n fever, for n night and day, 

And that the farmer lent this ass to 
bear 

Our wallets that arc heavy with good 
fare ' 

Now Brother Anthony, who knew the 
pranks 

Of Brother Timoth), would not 
persuade 

Or reason with him on his quirks nnd 
cranks, 

But, being obedient, silcn^ obeyed , 

And, smiting with his staff tlic ass s 
flanks. 

Drove him before him over hill and 
fI3,c1C| 

Safe with his provend to the convent 
gate, 

Lcavinij poor Brotlicr Timotliy to hjs 
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Then Gilbert, hden wth figots for 
his fire, 

Forth issued from the wood, and 
stood nghist 

To see tlic ponderous body of the fmr 

Standing where he had left his 
donkey last 

Trembling he stood, and dared not 
\enturc nighcr. 

But stared and gaped, and crossed 
himself full fast , 

For being credulous and of little \wt, 

He thought it was some demon from 
the pit 


Tlie simple Gilbert, hearing words 
like these. 

Was consciencc-sttickcn, and fell 
down apace 

Before the fnar upon his bended knees, 

And mlh a suppliant aoiec implored 
his grace , 

\nd the good monk, now much 
at case. 

Granted him pardon with a smiling 
face, 

Nor could refuse to be that liight his 
guest. 

It being late, and he in need of rest 


While speechless and bewildered thus 
he gazed 

And dropped his load of fagots on 
the ground 

Quoth Brother Timothy '• Be no^ 
amazed 

That w here y ou left a donkey should 
bo found 

A poor Franciscan fnar, half start cd 
and crazed 

Standing demure and with a halter 
bound , 

But set me free and hear the piteous 
story 

Of Brother Timothy of Casal Mnir- 
giore " 


1 am a sinful man although you s 
1 wear the consecrated cowl ai 
cape , 

You netcr owned an ass but t< 
owned me ■’ 

Changed and Uansformed from n 
All /■ natural shape 

of gluttony. 

From which 1 could not othenti 
escape 

And being worked and beaten ^ 
ass 

" Tfenk nf It® I endured 

J. tunk of the miserable life I led 

My Inched lodging m a wan, 
My sc^fore so grudgingly pt 
The damp and musty straw .k 

formed my bed “ 

But, ha^g done this penance for r 

My Me i „an and monte 


Upon n hillside where the olwc thrives. 

With flares painted on its white 
washed walls, 

Tlic cottage stood , and near the 
humming hives 

Made murmurs as of far-off \ “itcr- 
falls . 

A place where those who love secluded 
lives 

Might live content, and, free from 
noise and brawls, 

Like Gaudian s Old Man of Verona 
here ' 

Measure by fruits the slow -revolving 
year 

And, coming to this cottage of content, 

Tliey found his cluldren, and the 
buxom wamch 

His w ifc Dame Cicely , nnd his father, 
bent 

"With y ears and labour, seated on a 
bench, 

Repeating over some obscure event 

In the old wars of Milanese nnd 
French , 

All welcomed the Franciscan, watha 
sense 

Of sacred awe and humble reverence. 

VTicn Gilbert told them what liad 
come to pass. 

How beyond question, cavil, O' 
surmise. 

Good Brother Timothy had been their 
ass 

Y’ou should have seen the wonder m 
their eyes , 

»ou should have heard them err, 
" Alas I alas I ’ 

Have heard their lamentations and 
their sighs ! 

For all bcheved the story and began 

t o see a saint in this afnicted man. 

376 


T'-f/rv OF ! /JV/J?//?/: /VjV 


Fc'tli.'itH t' rrc is pn'parcd i fninl 

“To i!i* cnijti;’ of iI'C fnir 

Aftr* ""a rri/l nnJ }'(o'oni>nt n f ui , 
T1 ^ surrod the 

hkt ?t-n Itfi , 

nrOi IrT luo fimi ttt’' pullets nnil her 
h“ 

\\ f p ' to deith ftt her csprcM 

/irtj <riir ’ tip vith ft Mhtl in ft IwiI, 
Aid til 1 1 o( cT-vftttft Mtftctoaoint 
nhs r 

It tioft' ' ti'/! K Irt'CTfd should I 

Hci 1 'intTv I •nilrr 'llmolhy ftp 
jv^'ir-j , 

It Vt^-- ft { Vi t I* I It tn 'TV him I'ftt, 
Ite iih'tr t'—th ftishm, thro (('h hi' 
It r ft Ivii 1. 

Uij f*(V ft( - rtf ftti'* fltiv'iLi;! iMth wine 
Jtnd rftf tt 

li t niptji ' ejo* t’tfti roh'-d ftnd 
I'li he*l nnd I'rrtM ' 

1/t J ' K n he tlf ml the hKoiI rc<l 

O't fttn iiftnr 

A i tl tr n.h pe nniure itc o <U'tne ' 

Ard 11*1 It r vhilo he fUked nithoiit 
s ro'-s'e 

Ard toM hn rie*r) t-ilcr intli joiiil 
fhv, 

Tl H H'-irr d'''’rrd hut riificr did m 

O'rt e 

\rd ht!j hH nlmul m if in'tne nerc 

JrT, 

And w-iptf' 1 ts red 1 vtrd muted like 
ft (Imeo 

\nd ciiM sudi flinecr, nl Dime 
Cl Ml 

Tl.'t Gillian no t pmtf nn'm) iiiih Ins 
rwjt. 

And thus In isonh hb nsinp unth 

txp-cSfSi^l 

"Good fuher, snld he, '‘easily iic 

How nvdful In vinic jienons, nnd 
hov ni,hi 

Mortification of the nnh maj lie. 
'n)Clndu1fcncc)oulnicftivcnJt to 

niRht. 

After lonf penance, c’earl> proves to 
me 

Your streiiKth afjalnst temptation Is 
hut *h(;ht 

And shot s the dreadful peril you arc In 
Of ft rclaprc into jour deadly sin 
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"lo-tnorrou morninf, vvitli the rising 
sun, 

Go hack unto \ our convent, nor re 
fnin 

hrom ftstiny nnd from scourging, for 
jou nm 

^ Grcatdancertobecomcnnnssngftin 

Since monktsh flesh nnd nslnmo nro 
one , 

Tliercforc lie wise, nor longer Iierc 
remnln 

t’nle's jDu vvi'h the scourge should be 

ftjtph'-d 

ft) other hands tluat will not spare 
sour hide " 

\\ hen ihi*' the monk had heard, his 
colour fled, 

And then returned like lightning in 
lltc nlr, 

rdl he was ill one Ithish from foot to 
Iiead 

And even the Intd spot m his nis'ct 
hair 

Turned from Us u'lial pallor to bright 
rctl ! 

The old man was nslecp upon his 
chair, 

Tlien ftll retired nnd sank into the 
deej) 

\nti hcliilcss Imliecilit) of sleep 

TIicj 'Icpt until the dawn of daydrevv 
near 

Tin die coclc should hate crowed, 
but (hd not crow. 

Tor they had slain tlic shining cluin- 
UCleer 

And eaten him for supper, as jou 
know 

Tlie monk vvftstip betinics nnd of good 
ciii er. 

And invingbrcakfislctl, made haste 
to go 

As if he heard the distant nntm bell. 

And bad inti little time to saj farcvvcIL 

Fresh was the morning ns tlic breath 
of kmc , 

Odours of hcrlis commingled with 
tlie s\ eel 

Balsamic cxlialations of the pine , 

A leare was in the air presaging 
licai , 

Uprose tlic sun above tlic Apcnninc 

And nil llie mlstj vallcjs nt its feet 

Were full of the delirious song of 
birds, [herds. 

Voices Of men, nnd bells, nnd low of 
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All thia to Brother Timothy was It happened now by chance, as some 


He didno^eire for scenery, nor here Othersperhaps wonld call it destiny, 
His busy fancy found the thing it Gilbert was at the Fair , and heard a 
sought , bray, 

But when be saw the convent walls And nearer came, and saw that it 


might say, 


And OToIm'^'from kitchen chimnc)s And whispered m his car, "Ah, lack- 
upward caught adnj 1 

And whirled aloft into the almo- Good father, the rcbelhotis flesh, I 
sphere, sec, 

He quickened his slow footsteps, like Has changed you back into on ass 
a beast peasu agam. 

That scents the stable a league off at And all m> admomtions were in vain." 

And as he entered through the con- The ass, who felt this breathing in his 


was he. 


vent gate 

He saw there in the court the ass, 
who stood 


Did not turn round to look, but 
shook his head 


Twiilmg his ears about, and seemed As if he were not pleased these words 


[wood , 


to hear. 


just as he found him waiting in the And contradicted all that had been 
And told the Pnor that, to alleviate said. 

The dai^ labours of the brother- And this made Gilbert cry in voice 
hood, more clear, ^ 

The owner, being a man of means and •<! yjiow jou well, your hair is 
thnft, russet red , 

Bestowed him on the convent as agift Ho not deny it , for j ou are the same 

And thereupon the Pnor for many ^ 

days name. 

Revolved this senous matter in his The ass, though now the secret had 
mmd, come out, 

And turned it over many different Was obsunate and shook his head 
ways, again , 

Hoping that some safe issue he Until a crowd was gathered round 
might find , about 

But stood in fear of what the world To hear this dialogue between the 


would say, 


twain , 


If he accepted presents of this kind And raised their v oices in a noisv shout 
Employing beasts of burden for the When Gilbert tned to make the 
packs matter plain, 

That lazy monks should carry on their And flouted him and mocked him all 
backs da> long, 

Then to avoid all scandal of the sort. 

And stop the mouth of cavil, he del scraps of song 


rp. 1 ^ If this brother Timothy," they 

That he v,ou\d cut the tedious mailer cned, 

.t, II *' 'iti^ feed him on the 

^ convenient tenderest grass 

ThussStheezpenseofhissupport. ^ 

And hoarding something for a time 
of need. 


A J espense oi nis support, so tned 

something for a time As to be twice transformed into an 

^ iirj^e Gfibert bought him, and 


cumber and His halter, and oer mountain and 
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He led him homcw ord, talking as he 
n ent 

Of good behaviour and a mind con- 
tent 

The children saw Uiem coming, and 
adranced, 

Shouting with joy, and hung about 
his neck, — 

Not Gilbert’s, but the asss, — round 
him danced, 

And wove green garlands where- 
withal to deck 

His sacred person , for again it chanecd 

'Their childish feelings, wathout rein 
or check. 

Could not discnminnle m any way 

A donkey from a fnar of Orders Gray 

•' O Brother Timothy," the children 
said, 

"You have come back to us just as 
before , 

We w ere afraid, and thought that you 
were dead, 

And we should never sec you any 
mora" 

And then they kissed the white star on 
his head 

'That like a birth-mark or a badge 
he wore, 

And patted him upon the neck and 
face, 

And said a thousand things with 
childish grace. 

Thcnccfoni ard and for ever he was 
known 

As Brother Timothy, and led alway 

A life of luxury, till he had grown 

Ungrateful, being stuffed with com 
and hay. 

And very vicious. 'Then in angry tone, 

Rousing himself, poor Gilbert said 
one day, 

" When simple kindness is misunder- 
stood ,, 

A little flagellation may do good ’ 

His many vices need not here be told , 

Among them was a habit that he had 

Of flinging up his heels at young and , 
old, 

Breaking his halter, running off like _ 

mad 

O er pasture lands and meadow, w ood j 
and wold, j 

And other misdemeanours quite as 
bad , J 


But worst of all was breaking from 
his shed 

At night, and ravaging the cabbage 
bed. 

So Brother Timothy went back once 
more 

To his old life of labour and dis- 
tress 

Was beaten worse than he had been 
before 

And now, instead of comfort and 
caress. 

Came labours manifold and trials, sore 

And as his toils increased his food 
grew less. 

Until at last the great consoler. Death, 

Ended his many sufienngs with his 
breath 

Great was the lamentation when he 
died , 

And mainly that he died imjienitent , 

Dame Cicely bewailed, the children 
cried. 

The old man still remembered the 
event 

In tlie French war, and Gilbert mag- 
nified 

His many nrtues ns he came and 
went. 

And said, "Heaven pardon Brother 
Timothy, 

And keep us from the sin of gluttony ’’ 


INTI- RLUDE 

"Signor Luigi,’ said the Jew, 
Wlicn the Sicilian’s tale was told, 
"'The wcrc-wolf is a legend old, 

But the were-ass is something new. 
And yet for one I think it true. 

’1 he da) s of w onder hai e not ceased , 
If there are beasts in forms of men. 
As sure it happens now and then. 
Why may not man become a beast. 

In ivny of punishment at least ? 

"But this I will not now discuss 
I leave the theme, that w e may thus 
Remain ivithin the realm of song 
'The story that I told before, 

Though not acceptable to all. 

At least you, did not find too long 
I b^ you let me try again. 

With something in a diflbrent lein 
^fore you bid the curtain fall 
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Meanwhile Keep^ntch upon the door. 
Nor let the Landlord leave h\s dtair, 
Lest he should vanish into air, 

And thus elude our search once 
more ' 

Thus saying, from his lips he blew 
A little cloud of perfumed breath, 

And then, ns if it were a clew 
To lead his footsteps safely through. 
Began his tale ns follow ctn 


THE SPANISH JEWS SECOND 
TALL 
SCAN DER BEG 

The battle is fought and won 
By King Ladislaus the Hun 
In fire of hell and death s frost. 

On the day of Pentecost 
And in rout before his path 
From the field of battle red 
Flee all that arc not dead 
Of the army of Amurath 

In the darkness of the night 
Iskander, the pride and boast 
Of that mighty Othman host, 

With his routed Turks takes flight 
From the battle fought and lost 
On the day of Pentecost , 

Lcanng b^md him dead 
The army of Amurath, 

The vanguard as it led. 

The reaiguard as it fled, 

Mowai dowm m the blooid) swath 
Of the battle s aftermath 

But he cared not for Hospodars, 

Nor for Baron or Woiodc 
As on through the night he rode 
And gazed at the fateful stars. 

That were shining oierhcad , 

But smote his st^ wath his staff. 
And smiled Jo himself and said 
'' This IS the time to laugh 

In the middle of the night. 

In a halt of the huniy ing flight, 
rhere came a Scribe of the King 
Weanng his signet nng. 

And said in a v oice severe 
IS the first dart blot, 

^thy^me George Castnotl 

Alas I why art thou here 
a 5 the army of Amurath slam. 
And left on the battle plain? ’ 


And Iskander answered and said 
" Tlicy he on the blood) sod 
B> the hoofs of horses trod , 

But this was the decree 
Of the watchers overhead , 

For the w ar belongolh to God, 

\nd in battle who arc vve, 

Who are we that shall walhstand 
■liie wind of his lifted hand? ’ 

Then he bade them bind wath chains 
This man of hooks and brains , 

And die Senbe said "What misdeed 
Have I done that, wadiout need. 
Thou docst to me this thing?" 

And Iskander nnswcnng 
Said unto him " Not one 
Misdeed to me hast thou done , 

But for fear that thou shouWst run 
And hide thyself from me. 

Have I done this unto thcc, 

"Now wTitc me a waiting, O Scribe, 
And a blessing be on thy tnbe ' 

A willing scaled with thy nng, 

To King Amumtii s Pasha 
In the dly of Cron, 

The dty moated and walled, 

That he surrender the same 
In the name of my master, the King , 
For what is wait in his name 
Can ncicr be recalled 

And the Senbe bowed low in dread. 
And unto Iskander said 
"Allah is great and just, 

But we arc ns ashes and dust , 

How shall I do this thing, 

WTien I know that my guilty head 
Will be forfcil to the King? ' 

Then swaft as a shooting-star 
The curved and shining blade 
Of Iskander s scimctar 
From its sheath, with jewels bnghf. 
Shot, as he thundered " Wnte I ’ 
And the trembling Senbe obeyed. 
And WTOtc in the fitful glare 
Of the bivouac fire apart, 

Wth the chill of the midnight nir 
On his forehead white and bare. 

And the chill of death m his heart. 

Then again IsLandcr cned 
" Now follow whither I ride. 

For here thou must not stay 
Thou shalt be as my dearest friend. 
And honours vvithout end 
Shall surround thee on every side. 
And attend thee night and day " 
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But the sullen Senbe replied 
“ Our pathways here divide , 

Mine leadelh not thy waj ’’ 

And even as he spoke 
Fel! a sudden scimetar-stroke, 

\Vheri no one else was near , 

And tlie Senbe sank to the ground, 
As n stone, pushed from the bnnk 
or a black pool, might sink 
With a sob, and disappear , 

And no one saw the deed , 

And in the stillness around 
No sound was heard but the sound 
Of the hoofs of Iskander s steed, 

As fontnrd he sprang ^vith a bound 

Then onward he rode and afar, 

With scarce three hundred men. 
Through nver and forest and fen, 
O’er the mountains of Argentar , 

And his heart was merry within, 
Wien he crossed the river Dnn, 

And saw m the gleam of the mom 
Tlie White Castle Ak-Hissar, 

The city Croia called. 

The city moated and tvalled. 

The city where he was bom, — 

And above it the morning star 

Then his tmmpcters in the van 
On their silver bugles blew, 

And in crowds about him rau 
Albanian and Turkoman, 

That the sound together drew 
And he feasted wath his fnends. 

And when they were warm with wine. 
He said " O friends of mine, 

Behold what fortune sends, 

And what the fates design 1 
King Amumth commands 
That my father's wide domain. 

This city and all its lands, 

Shall be given to me again " 

Then to the Castle AVhite 
He rode in regal state. 

And entered in at tlie gate 
In all his arms bediglit, 

And gave to the Pasha 
Who ruled in Croia 
The wnting of the King, 

Scaled with his signct-nng 
And the Pasha bowed his head, 

And after a silence said 
' Allah is just and great 1 
I yield to the will divine, 

The city and lands arc thine 
Who shall contend wath fate? " 
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Anon from the castle walls 
The Crescent banner falls, 

And the crowd beholds instead, 

Like a portent in the sky, 

Iskander s banner fly. 

The Black Eagle w itli double head , 
And a shout ascends on high. 

For men s souls arc tired of the Turks, 
And their wicked ways and works, 
That have made of Ak-Hissar 
A city of the plague , 

And a loud, exultant cry 
That echoes wide and far 
Is " Long live Scanderbeg 1 " 

It was thus Iskander came 
Once more unto his own , 

And the tidings like the flame 
Of a conflagration blown 
By the winds of summer, ran, 

1 ill the land was in a blaze 
And the cities far and near, 

Sayeth Ben Joshua Ben Mcir, 

In his Book of the Words of the Days, 
*' Were taken as a man 
Would take the tip of his ear " 


INTERLUDE 

'• Now that is after my own heart," 
The Poet cned , ' ' one understands 
Your swarthy hero Scanderbeg, 
Gauntlet on hand and boot on leg. 
And skilled in every warlike art. 
Riding through his Albanian lands. 
And following the auspicious star 
That shone for him o er Ak-Hissar 

Tlie Theologian added here 
His word of praise not less sincere, 
Although he ended with a jibe , 

' ' The hero of romance and song 
Was bom," he said, "to nght the 
wrong , 

And I approve , but all the same 
That bit of treason with the Scribe 
Adds nothing to j our hero s fame." 

TheStudent praised thegood old times. 
And liked the canter of the rhjnncs 
That had n hoof beat in their sound , 
But longed some further word to hear 
Of the old chronicler Ben Mcir, 

And where his \ olume might be found 

The tall Musician walked the room 
With folded arms and gleaming eyes. 
As if he saw the Vikings rise. 

Gigantic shadows in the gloom , 
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And much he lilkcd of their empnse, 

And meteors seen m Northern skies. 

And Heimd-il s honi, and da> of doom 
But the Sicilhn laughed again , 

'■ Tills IS the umc to laugh he said, 

For the whole stor) he well knmv 
Was an invention of the Jew. 

Spun from the cobwebs m his brain, 

And of the same bright scarlet thread 
As w'os the Tale of Kambalu 1 

Only the Landlord spake no w ord , 

Twas doubtful whether he had heard 
The tale at all so full of care 
Was he of his impending fate, 

That, like the sword of Damocles, 

Above his head hung blank and bare 
Suspended bj a single hair 
So that he could not sit at ease 
But sighed and looked disconsolate. 

And shifted restless in hrs chair. 
Revolving how he might evade 
The blow of the descending blade. 

The Student came to his relief 
By sayang in his easy way 
To the Musician Calm > our gnef. 

My fair Apollo of the North, 

Balder the Bcauuful and so forth , 
Although your magic Ivae or lute 
With broken stnngs is Ivdng mute. 

Still you can tell some doleful tale 
Of shipwreck in a midnight gale. 

Or something of the kind to suit 
The mood that we are m to-night 
For what is marvellous and strange, 

So give your nimble fancy range. 

Ana we wall follow in its flight 

But the Musician shook his head , 

■' No talc I tell to-night, lie s,aid, 

' While my poor instrument lies there. 
Even as a child wath vacant stare 
Lies in its little coffin dead.’ 

Yet being urged he s.aid at last 
■ There comes to me out of the Past 
Avoice whosctoncsarcswectandwild, 
Singing a song almost divine 
And wath a tear in every line , 

An ancient ballad, that mv nu-sc 
Sang to me when I was a child, 

In accents tender he verse 
And sometimes w,r,vt, and sometimes 
^Vh^e singing it to see anse [smiled 
The look of wonder m my eyes 
And feel my heart with terror beat. 
This simple ballad I retain 
Qearly imprinted on my brain. 

And ns a talc will now repeat 
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the mother’s ghost 
S\ FSD Dyking he ndeth adown the 
glade , 

I m) self was 'toiins^l 
'There he hath wooed him so wansomc 
n maid , 

Pair words gladden so many a 
I heart 

Together were they for seven ytaK 
\nd together children six were theirs. 

Then came Death abroad through the 
Land , , . 

And blighted the beautiful lily -wand. 

Svend Dynng he ndeth ndow-n tlw 
glade, . 

And again hath he wooed him another 

He hath wooed him n maid and 
brought home a bndc. 

But she was bitter and full of pnde, 

Wlien she came dnvang into the ward. 
There stood the six children weeping 
so hard 

There stood the small children with 
sonovvful heart , [apart 

From before her feet she thrust them 

She gave them ncitlier ale nor brimd 

• Ye shall suffer hunger and hate, she 

said. 

She took from them their quilts of blue, 
And said, *’ Ye shall he on tlic straw 
we strew ' 

She took from them the great waxlight ! 
"Now ye shall he in the dork at 
night.” 

In the cv cmng late they cned wath cold 1 
The mother heard it under the mould 

'The vvonuan heard it tlie earth below 
■ To my little children I must go 

She siandcth before the Txird of all ^ 
And may I go to my children small? 

She prayed him so long, and wuuld 
not cease 

Until he bade her depart in peace. 

"At cock-crow thou shall rclura 
ogam , „ 

Longer thou shalt not there remain I 

She girded up her sorrowful bones. 
And rifted the walls and the marble 
stones. 


umWKjjcr 
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Tins Oh A irAYSWE INN 


M Ihroufh ihf villnrc flitted b> 
Ilic twiclulo,;;; liowkd nloud to the 
’;kY 

U t en fhc came to t1 c cistlc fpie, 

T i ere itc^oil her c'dcsi dnin.hlcr tn 
mit 

' * Wi j ' tandrti thou he'c. dear tltugh 
ttr trine? 

Hoty ffitix )t ritli brothers and sisters 
ihire? ' 

*' Nevef rr! I’ ou nother of mine 
I or trv rrothc' l)Oth ftir and fine. 

^U moth’T \“is white wiUi clicels 
of red 

Put iboa nrt j di., nnd like to the 
deul ' 

IIou 'ho dd 1 lie ftir nnd fine? 

1 Into I'^n de-td , p-tlc cheeks ire 
tuiiic, 

" Hovi shouh' J be white ind red 
So lorr to Jo ig hw I lyxn dcid? 

d>e omc mnt ihednrnbcrdoor. 
Therr stood the innlt children weep- 
nr sore 

O'e He bnideth nr other the bmsJictJ, 
Tlte third she lifted, the fourtli she 
liui! cd 

Til'" fifth she tool on tier lap md 
prrs cel 

\s if she would olid le it it her breast 

Then to 1 "'cldc'.t diuehter said she, 
'Do thou bd S end D)-nng conic 
hither to me 

Into the clnniber when he came 
•^he spike to him in nngcrnnd shame 

' 1 lefi 1» liind me Iwih ak nnd bread , 
My children Ininp cr and arc not fed 

I left behind me quilts of blue, 

Mj children he on the straw )C strew 

‘ I kft Iiehind me the great waalight , 
hfj chil I'cn he in the dark nt night 

" If I come ngam tinto >our hall, 

As cruel 1 fate shall jou befall t 

Now crows the cock with feathers 
red , 

Bad to the earth must nil the dead 

" Now crows the cock with feathers 
swart 

The gates of hca\ cn fly w ide apart 
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"Kow crows the cock with feathers 
white , 

1 can abide no longer to-nighu” 

Whcncscr they heard the w itch-dogs 
will, 

Thc) gi\c the diildrcn bread and ale 

M hcnticr tlicj heard thc watch-dogs 
Kay, 

They feared lest thc dead wcrcon their 
way 

Whcncicr they heard thc witch-dogs 
bark , 

/ mM(!h-L’7j ^oun^/ 

Tlicy feared thc dead out there in thc 
dark 

r itr 'vorJs rladden so many a 
heart 

/s ^ o« A 

INTERLUDE. 

ToLCiirn by thc pathos of thCse 
rhyanc-s, 

I Tlie Theologian said " All praise 
I Be to thc ballads of old times 
\nd to thc bards of simple ways, 

Who walked with Nature hand in 
hand 

WHiosc country was thwr Holy Band, 
Whose singing robes were homespun 
brown. 

From looms of thar owaa native town, 
Winch they were not ashamed to wear. 
And not of silk or scndal gay, 

Nor decked wath fanciful array 
Of cockle shells from Outrc-Mcr ” 

To whom thc Student answered 
"\cs, 

AH praise and honour 1 I confess 
T hat bread and ale, home baked, 
home-brewed, 

\rc wholesome and nutritious food, 

Hut not enough for all our needs 
Poets — the best of them — arc birds 
Of passage, where their instinct leads 
llicy range abroad for thoughts nnd 
words 

And from all dimes bnng home thc 
seeds 

That germinate In flowers or weeds. 

They arc not fowls in barnyards born 
To cadde o'er a grain of com , 

And. if you shut thc honron down 
To the small limits of their town 


LONGFELLO-irs POETIC 4 L ll OEE^ 


do you but dcgridc \ our bard 
Till he at last becomes as one 
WTio thinks the all-encircling sun 
Rises and sets m his back-) aid ? 

The TTieoIogian said again 
“ It may be so , )ct I maintain 
That ivhat is natiic still Ls best, 

And little care 1 for the rest 
Tis a long story , time uould fail 
To tell it, and the hour is late , 

We wall not waste it in deliate 
But listen to our Landlord s tala* 

And thus the stvord of Damocles, 
Descending not by slow degrces 
But suddenly, on the Landlord fell, 
MTio blushing, and watli much demur 
And many taun apologies 
Plucking up heart bejan to tell 
The Rhyme of one Sir Chnsiopher 


THE L.\NDLORDS T\LE ! 

TOE RtHME OF SIR CIIRtSTOPlIFR ! 

It was Sir Christopher Gardiner, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 

From Merry England oier the sea, 
MTio stepped upon this continent 
if his august presence lent 
A glory to the colony 

^u should have seen him in the street 
Of the little Boston of Winthrop s time 

His rapier dangling at his feet, 

^ublct and hose and boots complete 
^nce Rupert hat with ostrich plume,' 
Gloves that aahalcd a faint perfume 
Eu^ant curls and air sublime ' 
And superior manners now obsolete I 

^ tad a way of saying things 

^ kh?^ “"'I 

^ m >»eb degree 

So that not having been at court ' 

CdWoTor^'"^ 'oy httlc short 
c I “^on or lese maiestv 

Such an accomplished kighi was he 
And of the world and Its 


But n double life was llic life he led 
And w hilc professing to be m search 
Of a godly course, and willing, he said, 
Nay, nnsious to join the Puntan 
church, 

lie made of nil this but small account, 
\nd passed his idle hours instead 
With rovstcring Merton of Merry 
Mount, 

Tint pettifogger from Fumivnl s Inn, 
Ixird of misrule and not and sin 
Who looked on the wane when it was 
red 

riifs country scat was little more 
linn n cabin of logs , but in front of 
tbc floor 

A modest flower Ijcd thickly sown 
With sweet alvssum and columbine, 
Made those who saw it at once dnane 
The touch of some other hand than 
his own 

And first it was wldEpercd, and then 
it was known, 

1 Tint he in secret wns harbouring there 
[ \ httlc ladv with golden hair, 

I M horn he called liis cousin, biitavhom 
he had wed 

In the Italian manner, ns men said, 
And great w as the scnmlnl c\ trywherc 

^ Rut w orsc than this was the vague sur 
' mi^c, [nver, 

I Though none could vouch for it or 
Tint ihcKnlghlof the HoU bepuldue 
Was only a Papist in disguise , 

And tlic more to imbltter their bitter 
* lives, 

I \nd lbs more to trouble the public 
1 ^ mind 

j Came letters from England, from two 
j other waves, 

' WTiom he had carelessly left behind , 
Both of them letters of such a kind 
I 's made the governor hold liis breath , 
imploring him straight to send 
The husband home, that he might 
amend , 

) 'Hie other asking his instant death, 

^ kb the only way to make an end. 

Tim wary govaunor deemed it nght, 
When all tins wickedness w as revealed, 
JO send his warrant signed and scaled, 

' a “ body of the knight 

d^cd With this mighty instrument, 
j the marshal, mounting his gallant 

D A [^cd, 

rtode forth from town at the top of his 
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And followed by all his bailiffs bold. 
As if on high achieiement bent, 

To storm some castle or stronghold. 
Challenge the warders on the w-dl, 
And seize in his ancestral hall 
A robber-boron mm and old 
But when throu^ all the dust and heat 
He came to Sir Chnstopher s country- 
seat 

No knight he found, no warder there, 
But the little lady wth golden hair 
Wffio YHS gathenng in the bnght sun- 
shine. 

The sweet alyssum and columbine , 
While gallant Sir Chnstopher, all so 
eay, 

Being forewarned, through the postern 
gate 

Of his castle wall had tnppcd away. 
And was keeping a httlc holiday 
In the forests tliat bounded his estate 

Then as a trusty squire and true 
The marshal searched the castle 
through. 

Not crediting what the lad) said , 
Searched from cellar to garret in vain, 
And finding no knight, came out again 
And arrested the golden damsel in- 
stead, 

And bore her in tnumph into the town, 
While from her e)es the tears rolled 
down 

On the sweet alyssum and columbine, 
That she held m her fingers w hiie and 
fine 

The governor s heart was moved to see 
So fair a creature caught wathin 
The snares of Satan and of sin, 

And read her a little homily 
On the folly and wckedness of the 
lives 

Of women, half cousins and half 
wi\cs , 

But, seeing tliat nought his words 
availed. 

He sent her away in a ship that sailed 
For Merry England over the sea 
To the other two wa\es m the old 
countrcc. 

To search her further, since he had 
failed 

To come at the heart of the mystery 

Meanwhile Sir Christopher w andcred 
away 

Through pathless woods for n month 
and a da), 
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Shootingpigeons, and sleepingatmght 
With the noble savage, who took 
delight 

In Ins feathered hat and his \ eh et vest. 
His gun and his rapier and the rest 
But as soon as the noble savage heard 
That a bounty w as offered for this gay 
bird. 

He wanted to slay him out of hand. 
And bring in his beautiful scalp for a 
show, 

Like the gloss) head of a kite or crow, 
Until he was made to understand 
They wanted the bird alive, not dead , 
Then he followed him whithersoever 
he fled, 

Through forest and field, and hunted 
him down, 

\nd brought him pnsoner into the 
town 

Alas ' It was a rueful sight. 

To sec this melancholy knight 
In such a dismal and hapless case , 

His hat deformed by stain and dent. 
His plumage broken, his doublet rent, 
His lieard and flowing locks forlorn, 
Matted, dishev oiled, and unshorn. 

His boots with dust and mire besprent , 
But dignified in his disgrace. 

And weanng an unblushing face 

And thus before the magistrate 
He stood to hear the doom of fate. 

In vain he strove with wonted case 

To modif) and evtenunte 

His evil deeds in church and state. 

For gone was now his pow cr to please , 
And his pompous words had no more 
weight 

Than fcatlicrs flying in the breeze. 

With suavaty equal to his own 
The governor lent a patient car 
To die speech evasive and highflown 
Invvhich he endeavoured to make clear 
That colonial laws were too severe 
When applied to a gallant cavalier, 

A gentleman bom and so ell known. 
And accustomed to move in a higher 
sphere 

All this the PunUan governor heard, 

\nd deigned in answer never a word , 
But in summaiymannersliippcdawa). 
In a vessel that s.ailcd from Salem Ba) 
Tins splendid and famous cavalier. 
With his Rupert hat and his poper), 

To Merry England over the sea 
As being unmeet to inhabit here. 

C C 
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Thus endcth the Rhjmc of Sir 
Chnstophcr, 

Knight of the Holy Sepulchre 
The first y\ ho furnished this barren land 
With apples of Sodom and ropes of 
sand 


FINALE 

TnrsE are the tales those merry guests 
Fold to caeh other wdl or ill 
Like summer birds that lift tlieir crests 
Above the borders of tlieir nests 
And tnitter, and again are still 

These are the talcs or non or old 
In idle moments idly told , 

Flowers of the field with petals thin 
Lilies that neither toil nor spin 
And tufts of w a) side weeds and gorse 
Hung in the parlour of the inn 
Beneath the sign of the Red Horse 

And still reluctant to retire 
1 he fnends sat talking b) the fire 
And watched the smouldering ember-, 
bum 

To ashes, and flash up again 
Into a momentary glow 
Lingering like them when forced to go 
And going when they would remain 
For on the morrow tlic\ must turn 
Their faces honiew ard and the pam 
Of parting touched with us unrest 
A tender ne-ae m ever) breast. 

But sleep at last the victor} won 
Tlicy must be sumng with the sun 
And drowsilv good night they said 
And went still gossiping to bed 
And left the parlour yyxapt in gloom 
The only live thing in the room 
Was tlie old clock, that m its pace 
Kept time with the reyolving spheres 


And constellations in their flight, 

And struck wath its uplifted mace 
The dark unconscious hours of night. 
To senseless and unlistcniiig ears 

Uprose the sun , and every guest 
Uprisen was soon equipped and 
dressed 

For joumej ing home and city -ward 
J he old stage coach vvas at the door. 
With horses harmssed long before 
The sunshine reached the wathcred 
sw ard 

Beneath the oaks whose branches hoar 
Munmired " I an,w ell for evermore. ’ 

‘ ' Farew ell ' the porilj landlord cned , 

' Farewell 1 tlie parting guests 
replied. 

But little thought that nevermore 
llicir feet would pass tint threshold 
ocr, 

Flint nevermore together there 
Would they assemble, free from care. 
To hear the oak s mysterious roar, 

\nd breathe the wholesome country 
nir 

here arc tlicj now ? Mint lands 
and skies 

Paint pictureMii their fnendiv ejes? 
Wlnt hope deludis what p omlsc 
cheers 

What pleasant voices fill thcir cars? 
Two are beyond the salt sea waves 
\nd three already in their graves 

Perchance the living still ma) look 
Into the pages of this liook, 

And sec the days of long ago 
Floating and fleeting to and fro, 

Vs in the v ell remembered brook 
llic} saw the inverted landscape 
gleam 

And their own faces like a dream 
Look up upon them from below 
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PROLOGUE 

THE SriRE or STRASRURG CATHEDRAL. 

Night and Stonr Lucifer, 'mih the Powers af the Air, trying to tear 
dosun the Cioss 


Lucifer Hasten ' h-istcn 1 
O je spints ! 

From Its sntion dng the ponderous 
Cross of iron, tint to mock us 
Is uplifted high in nir ! 

I oices O wc cannot ! 

For around it 

All the Saints and Guardian Angels 
Throng in legions to protect it , 

Thci defeat us c\ cr) w here ' 

Tht Btlh 

I-nudn Dcum \crum I 
ricbcm >ocnl 
ConffTc;;© cicrum ! 

Luefer Lower 1 lower 1 
Hoter dowTiward I 
Seize the loud, vociferous bells, and 
Clashing, clanging to the pavement 
Hurl them from their wind> tower! 

Voices All thy tliunders 
Here arc harmless 1 
For these bells have been anointed. 
And baptized with holy wntcr 1 
They defy our utmost power 

ThiBeUs 
Dcfonctos ploio 1 
Pcstem fuRO 1 
Festa dccoro 1 

Dicfcr Shal c the casements ! 
Break the painted 

Panes, that flame vvatli gold and 
enmson , 

Scatter them like leaves of Autumn 
Sw ept away before the blast ! 

Voices O wo cannot! 

The Archangel 

Michael flames from every vvandow 
Wth the sw ord of fire that drove us 
Headlong, out of heaven, aghast 1 

Tht BMs 
Funern pLnnpo 1 
Ful-^un franco I 
Sabb^ti pragot 
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Luafer Aim j our lightnings 
At the oaken, 

'Massive iron studded portals 1 
Sack the house of God, and scatter 
Wide the ashes of the dead I 
Voices O we cannot ! 

Tlie Apostles 

And the MartvTs, waapped in mantles 
Stand as warders at the entrance. 
Stand ns sentinels o erhead ! 

The Bills 
Fjcdto Icnlos I 
Dls^lpo ventos I 
Pneo cruentos ! 

Luefer Baffled 1 baffled 1 
I Inefficient, 

Craven spints 1 leave this labour 
Unto Time, the great Destrojer I 
Come away, ere night is gone ' 

Voices Onward ! onwaid 1 
Wth the night-wind. 

Over field and farm and forest 
Lonclv homestead, darksome hamlet. 
Blighting all we breathe upon ! 

{They sweep a-aay Organ and 
Gregonan Chant ) 

Choir 

Node fiurgentes 
\ igilcmus omnes 


I 

The castle of Vautslerg on the Rhine 
A chamber in a tower Prince 
Henry, sitting alone, til and 
restless Midnight 

Prince Herry I cannot sleep! 
mv fervad brain 

Cal!s up the vanished Past again 
And throws its misty splendours deep 
Into the pallid realms of sleep 1 
C C 2 
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A breath from that far distant shore 
Comes freshening e\cr more and more. 
And wafts o er intervening seas 
Sweet odours from the Hespendes I 
A wind, that through the comdor 
Just stirs the curtain and no more, 
And, touching the aeohan stnngs. 
Faints with the burden that it bangs ! 
Come back ' je fnendships long de- 
parted ' [started 

That like oerflowing streamlets 
And now are dwmdled one by one. 
To stony channels m the sun ' 

Come back' je fnends, whose h\es 
arc ended. 

Comeback wath all that light attended 
Which seemed to darken and decay 
Wlien ye arose and went away ! 


Luafer One Who sedts , 

A moment s audience wath the Pnnee 
Pnnee Henry When came j ou in? 
Luafer A moment since. 

I found j our study door unlocked, 

And thought you answered when I 
knocked 

Pnnee Henry I did not hear you. 
Luafer You heard the 

thunder , 

It was loud enough to Waken the dead. 
And It IS not a matter of special won- 
der 

That when God is walking overhead. 
You should not hear my feeble tread. 
Pn nee Henry What may y our wish 
or purpose be? 

Luafer Nothmg or eteryahing, as 
It pleases 

Your Highness You behold m me 
Only a travelhng Physician , 

One of the few who have a mission ‘ 

To cure incurable diseases. 

Or those that arc called so 
Pnnee Henry Canyoubnng 

iTic dead to hfe? 

I Luafer Yes , very nhaily 

\nd, what is a waser and better thing 
Can keep the living from ever needing 
Such an unnatural, strange proceeding, 
By showang conclusiv cly and clearly 
That death is a stupid blunder merelv, 
And not a necessity of our lives 
My being here is accidental , 

Tlie storm, that against your casement 
dnves. 

In the little village below waylaid me. 
And ihcre I heard, with a secret de- 
hght. 

Of y our maladies physical and mental. 
Which neither astonished nor dis 
mayed me. 

And 1 hastened hither, though late 
the night. 

To proffer my aid 1 
Pnnee Henry (tronteally ) For tins 
you came 1 

Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
This honour from one so erudite ’ 
Luafer The honour is mme, or 
will be, when 

I have cured y our disease. 

Pnnee Henry But not till then. 
Luafer ^^Tlat is your illness ? 
Pnnee Henry It has no name. 
A smouldenng, dull, perpetual flame, 
^ in a kiln, bums m my vems 
Sendmg up vrapours to the head , 
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They come the shapes of joy and w oe. 
The airv' crow ds of long ago 
The dreamsand fancies known of yore. 
That have been, and shall be no more 
They change the cloisters of the night 
Into a garden of delight 
They make the dark and dreary hours 
Open and blossom into flowers 1 
I would not sleep ' I love to be 
Again in their fair company , 

But ere my lips can bid them stay. 
They pass and vanish quite away ! 
Alas ! our memones raav retrace 
Each circumstance of time and place. 
Season and scene come back again 
And outward things unchanged re- 
main , 

The rest w e cannot reinstate , 
Ourselves we cannot re-create 
Nor set ourselves to the same key 
Of the remembered harmony I 


Rest! rest! O, give me rest and 
peace 1 [cease 

■^e thought of hfe that ne cr shall 
^ something m it hke despair 
A weight I am too weak to bear I 
Sweeter to this afflicted breast 
The thought of never-ending rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
TranquiUity of endless sleep 1 

{A flash of hghtmnp out of whse). 

Pnt'rf^^f Pnnee Henry I 
^ IS 11 

Who and what are you? 
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j My heart has become a dull Lagoon, 

[ Which a Lind of leprosy dnnhs and 
S drains , 

j 1 am accounted as one who is dead, 
And, indeed, I think that I shall be 
soon 

Lucifer And has Gordonius the 
1 Divine, 

[ In his famous Lily of Medicine, — 

I I see the book lies open before you, — 
No remedy potent enough to restore 
you ? 

I Prince Henry None whatever ! 

1 Lucifer The dead are dead 

I And their oracles dumb, when ques- 
[ boned 

! Of the new Qiseases that human life 
i E\ olves in its progress, rank and nfc 

j Consult the dead upon things that 
9 were, 

5 But the living only on tilings that are 
Have you done this by the apphance 
And aid of doctors? 

Pnnee Henry Ay whole schools 
Of doctors, witli their learned rules 
But the case is qiute bejond their 
science. 

Even the doctors of balem 

Send me back word they can discern 

No cure for n malady like this, 

“^ave one which in its nature is 
Impossible, and cannot be 1 
Lucifer That sounds oracular ’ 
Pnuce Henry Unendurable ! 
Lucifer What is their remedy ? 
i Prince Henry You shall sec , 

I Wnt in this scroll IS the mjsterj 

Lucifer (reading) “Not to be cured, 
yet not incurable ! 

I The only remedy that remains 

Is the blood that flows from a maiden’s 
I veins, 

j Who of her o\\ n free will shall die. 
And give her life as tlic price of 
yours I ' 

That is the strangest of all cures. 

And one I think, you will never trj , 
The presenption you may well put by. 
As something impossible to And 
Before the w orld itself shall end I 
And yet who knows ? One cannot say 
That into some maiden s brain that 
kind 

Of madness wall not find its way 
I Meanwhile permit me to recommend, 

I As the matter admits of no delay, 

! My wonderful Cathoheon, 

Of very subtile and magical powers I 
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Pnnee Henry Purge wath your 
nostrums and drugs infernal 
■;^e spouts and gargojies of these 
towers 

Not me. My faith is uttcrlv gone 
In every power but the Power Su- 
pernal ! 

Pray tell me of what school are v ou ? 
Lucifer Both of the Old and of the 
New ! 

The school of Hermes Tnsmegistus, 
Who uttered his oracIeS sublime 
Before the Olympiads in the dew 
Of the early dusk and dawn of Time 
Tlic reign of dateless old Hephaestus ' 
As, northward, from its Nubian spnngs 
The Nile, for ever new and old. 
Among the living and the dead. 

Its mighty, mystic stream has rolled , 
So, starting from its fountain-head 
Under the lotus-leaves of Isis, 

Prom the dead demigods of eld 
Through long, unbroken lines of kings 
Its course the sacred art has held. 
Unchecked, unchanged by mans de- 
vices 

This art the Arabian Geber taught, 
And in alembics, finely wrought. 
Distilling herbs and flowers, dis- 
covered 

Tlie secret that so long had hovered 
Upon the misty verge of Truth, 

The Eiivir of Perpetual Youth 
Called Alcohol, in the Arab speech ! 
Like him, this wondrous lore 1 teach ! 
Pnnee Henry What ! an adept ? 
Lucifer Nor less nor more' 

Pnnee Henry I am a reader of 
) our books, 

A lover of that mysbc lore 1 
With such a piercing glance it looks 
Into great Nature s open eje 
And sees vvathin it trembling he 
The portrait of the Deity ! 

And yet alas I with all my pains. 

The secret and the mvstery 
Have baffled and eluded me. 

Unseen the grand result remains 1 
Lucifer (shorwing a fask] Behold it 
here ! this little flask 
Contains the wonderful quintessence 
The perfect flower and efflorescence 
Of all the knowledge man can ask 1 
Hold it up thus against the light ! 
Pnnee Henry How limpid, pure 
and crystalline 

How quick, and tremulous, and 
bnght 
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The i.tllc ^\■avcIels dance and ••hinr 
\s were ii the \\ ator of Life in sooth ' 
Lucifer It IS ! It assuages cicrj i 
pain 

Cures rfl disease and giscs again 
To age the swift delights of )outh 
Inhale Its fragrance 
Prtnu Heim It is sweet 
A thousand diftercnt odours meet 
And mingle in its rare perfume 
Such as the wands of summer waft 
At open windows through a room ' 
Lucifer Will jou not taste it ’ 
Prinee Henry Will one draught 
suffice? 

Luctfer If not, j on can dnnh mote 


Pni Cl. Heir' Into this crystal 
goblet pour 

So much as safeh I tnav drink 

Luetjer (f’unnifi I^t not the 
the fiuantiU nlnnnvou, 

You ma) drink all, it will not liaim 

JOU ' , „ 

prir, , Hern 1 am as one who on 
the hriiiL 

Of a dark mer stands and *ces 
Tlie w aters flow the landscape dim 
Around him waecr wheel, and swnnif 
And, ere he plunges stops to think 
Into what whirlpools he maj sink . 

1 One moment pauses, and no more, 
Then madlj plunges from the shore 1 
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i Headlong inio the injbiencs 
Of life and death I boldl> leap, 

?sor fear the fateful currents stteep, 
Nor ulial in ambush lurks beloit I 
For death is better than disease ' 

{An Angh 'vt//i an (coliar harp ho- 
ve/ s !// tl e air ) 

Ingcl Woe ' woe 1 eternal woe ! 
Xol onlj the \ hispcrcd prajer 
Of love, 

But the imprecations of hate, 
Reverberate 

For ever and ever through the air 
\bovel 

This fearful curse 
Shakes the great universe 1 
Luafer idisap/eanng) Dnnk 1 
drinl 1 

And th) soul shall sink 

I Down into the dark abvss. 

Into the infinili abvss 
I roiii which no plummet nor rope 
Lver drew up the silver sand of hope 1 
I Prince Henry {dnnUng) It is like 
I a dn light of fire ’ 

5 Through every vein 

J I feel again 

! The fev cr of ) outh the soft desire , 

\ rapture that is almost pain 
I Tlirobs in mj heart and fills mj 
brain 1 

Ojo> • Ojoj ' T feel 
The Iwnd of steel 

I That so long and heavily has pressed 

» Upon my breast 

J Uplifted, and the malediction 

I Of mv affliction 

j Is taken froin me, nnd my vv6arj 
( breast 

I At length finds rest, 

' 1 he Angel It is but the rest of the 

fire, from which the air has 
be-cn taken 1 

It IS but the rest of the sand, when 
the hour-glass is not shaken 1 
It IS but the rest of the tide between 
the ebb nnd the fio v 1 
It IS but the rest of the wand between 
tlic flaws that blow I 

I W iih fiendish laughter. 

Here iftcr 

This false phjsician 
IVill mod thee in thy perdition 
Pnnee Henry Speak 1 speak 1 
Who sajs that I am ill ? 

I am not ill 1 lam not weak ! [o cr ' 
The trance, the swoon, the dream, is 
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I feel the chill of death no more 1 
At length, 

I stand renewed m all my strength 1 

Beneath me I can feel 

The great earth stagger and reel. 

As if the feet of a descending God 
Upon its surface trod. 

And like a pebble it rolled beneath 
his heel 1 

This O brave phjsician 1 this 
Is thy great Palingenesis ' 

{Dnnks again ) 

The Alltel Touch the goblet no 
more 1 

It wall make th> heart sore 
To Its very core 1 
Its perfume is the breath 
Of the Angel of Death, 

And the light that within it lies 
Is the flash of liis cvdl eyes 
Beware ' O, beware 1 
For sickness, sorrow, and care 
All are there I 

Pnnee Henry {sinking back) 
thou voice within my breast ' 

Wiy entreat mo why upbraid me. 

When the steadfast tongues of truth 
And the flattenng hopes of youth 
Have all deceived me and betrayed 
me’ 

Give me give me rest, O rest I 
Golden visions wave and hover. 

Golden vapours, waters streaming j 

Landscapes movang changing, glcam- 
I am like a Iiappy lover [ing 1 

W ho illumines hfc with dreaming I 
Brave physician 1 Rare physician 1 
Well hast thou fulfilled thy mission ' 1 

{His head falls on his book ) I 

The Angel {receding) Alas 1 alas 1 j 
Like a vapour the golden vasion 
Shull fade and pass 
And thou wilt find in thy heart again 
Only the blight of pain. 

And bitter, bitter, bitter contnUon 1 

Coiirl ^ard of the Castle Hubert 
standing by the gateway 
Hubert How sad the grand old 
castle looks ' 

O erhead, the unmolested rooks 
Upon die turrets windy top 
Sit, talking of the farmer s crop , 

Here in the courtyard springs the 
grass. 

So few are now the feet that pass , 
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The statel) peacocks, bolder gro\vn, Wliole hours togetlier he w ould stand 
Come hopping dowm the steps of Upon the temcc, in a dream, 


stone 

As if the castle were their own , 

And I, the poor old seneschal. 

Haunt, like a ghost, the banquet-hall 
khs 1 the merry guests no more 
Crowd through the hospitable door , 
Mo ejes with youth and passion shine. 
No cheeks grow redder than the wine , 
Mo song no laugh, no jovial dm 
Of dnnking wassail to the pin , 

Rut all IS silent, sad, and drear. 

And now the onlj sounds I hear 
Are the hoarse rooks upon the walls, 
And horses stamping m their stalls ' 

horn sounds ) 

What ho 1 that meny , sudden blast 
Reminds mo of tlic days long past I 
And as of old resounding grate 
The heavy hinges of tlio gate. 


Resting his head upon his hand, 

Best pleased w hen he was most ■done, 
Like bamt John Ncpomuck in stone, 
j Looking down into a stream 
I In the Round Tower, night after 
i night. 

He sat, and bleared his ejes wath 
books , 

Until oncmomingwe found him there 
Stretched on the floor, as if in a sw oon 
He had fallen from his chair 
We hardly recognised his sw cet looks I 
V/alter Poor Pnnee 1 
Hubot I think he might have 
mended , 

And he did mend , but teia soon 
The priests came flocking m like rooks, 
Witli all their crosiers and their crooks, 
And so at last the matter ended 
Walter How did it end ? 


And, clattering loud, wiihironclank Hubert Akfliy, inSamt Rochus 
Down goes the sounding bndge of Tlicy made b m stand, and wait his 
plank doom , 

if It w ere m haste to greet And, os if he w ere condemned to the 

e pressure of a traveller s feet tomb. 

Began to mutter their hocus-pocus 

'inter Walter the Mtnnesinm ) ‘he Mass for the Dead tlii^ 

chanted, 

How now my friend 1 Tlicn three times laid upon his head 
This looks quite lonely 1 A shoiclful of churchsard clay, 

3 Danner from the Nsalls Saving to him as he stood imdnunled, 

3 pagM and no seneschals, •' Phis is a sign that thou art dead, 

0 warders and one porter only t So in thy heart be penitent 1 

w , And forth from the chapel door he went 

Walter 1 Into disgrace and banishment, 


Down goes the sounding bndge ' 
■^ank 

As if It w ere m haste to greet 
The pressure of a traveller s feet 

(Enter Walter the hhruesinget 

, Walter How now my fricnc 
This looks quite lonely 1 
No banner fljang from the walls 
Mo pages and no seneschals. 

No warders and one porter only t 
Is It sou Hubert? 

Hubert Ah 1 Master Walter 1 


I ^ forms and faces Clothed in a clonk of hodden gra) , 


T J, J 7 , And bearing a ^^nllct, and n. bell, 

You look older I Whose sound should be a perpetual 
Your hair has grown much grayer and knell 

And vnt. 1 . T travellers awa\ 

^ shoulder ! Walter O, homble fate ! Outcast, 

Hubert Alack ! I am a poor old rejected. 

And ^ s>ne wath pestilence infected ! 

moulder^ towers, begin to Hubert Then was the family tomb 


moulder , 


absent many a And broken helmet, suord, and shield, 


year) 

Waller- How is the Pnnee? 


Buned together in common wacek. 
As IS die custom, when the last 


Hubert Hn t. “ custom, when the last 

He has been HI and pnncely house has passed, 

U out^T^^i as w ith a trum^t-blast, 

he s dS A herald shouted down the stair 


he s dead I ^ 

Is n not so ? 

Hubert No, if you please 
r "’ystenous dise^T^’ 

I eU on him wath a sudden bhght 


Tha words of warning and despair, — 

* 0 Hoheneck I O Hoheneck I ‘ 
Walter ,Still in mv soul that cry 
goes on, — 

For eicr gone 1 for eter gone 1 
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All mIiH 1 vru' 1 j-cnsc of 
likeibhc}> would fill ftcross 

T 1 c 111 lUi- cf ill if he '-hould dll ! 
HKf-ru'ou'i locfnt- uiion cirlh 
\\ 1 IS I fire iipiiT tv In inli , 

As p'ru»-ivi <nufs It nionuntr sunp 
llie woi't ikii (!ni,ij''-il from liK 
swri*i loui m 

'^■rxnirthc'i 'll n ir hcv'ti, or, henrd 
nt met) 

Muir I’l ou’* slum'icri. rofi ami light 

\\ turi 14 III ’ 

//i 111 the Oilrnw ilcl 

Ixiuic I f tiK ti flints viiivppiltnl 
1>\ fcf'i'ff] itli O' ji IS itv word, — 

\ hn V ^vinlJv tint tii ike 

l_ic’i 111 il 1 SiipiM r of th' I o <1, — 
Hue hill li '•1(1 tl eir wuc'i iml 

W 11(1 

1 1 ' kivi of ill n and lee 11 sake! 

IViU \ii I com - in 1 or wli> should I 

\\ ith out slmr hos,ii,ihu 
Ml pf'iu r j It 1 nd tluu entcTlmn ? 

11 1'V / I would i mo nenl litn. 
reni ui 

nail'd' go'i 1 IhilnTt go lx fore 
nil me n ro'il ( of Mav dnnk 
A- iiraiitKic as the M u 

I rtmi whic’i U ti d tin. Iruilli iviv 
\rd which he hnid >1 i<ll of lore , 

II is of him il It I would ihitil 
\o I shnil M'l 1(1 me. v lu ii I call, 

In th" ira 'tnl Iwintiuct hill 

Un -'I'n toi ipinion put ts of nir, 
^oucnfo Wilton will Ik: (hero , 

1 lie) I istc not food, thev drink not 
wine 

Put their sofl r)cb livik into mine 
And thsir lip sjnk lo me md ill j 

The MSI II d slndfiiii b im^uci lull , 

Is full o' lookj md woals dii me 1 

(/-<• inr^ ever tl i /- r ^/^ ' ) 

Tlicdnj Is done, iml slow h from the j 
Mere 

1 he stooping sun upgilhers Ills spent 
shifts, 

\nd put*" them bick into his golden 
quiver I 

n-lov mcmthevillci deep nnd green 
A gobVis arc, from winch in tlnrstj 
dnughts 

\kc dnnk its wine, the swift nnd mnn- 
tlmg nu r 

1 lot s on tnnmplnnt tlirougii these 
level) regions, 

Ltehed with die shidows of Us sombre 
iiiargcnl 
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\nd soft reflected clouds of gold nnd 
irgcnt 1 [still, 

\i s there it flows, for ever, broicl nnd 
\s when the Mngiuird of the Romm 
legions [hill 1 

First saw it from the top of )onder 
How IxMutiful it IS I Fresh fields of 
wheat 

\ inc) ird md town, and tower with 
fluttering flig, 

d he' coiisccrate'd cimpcl on the eng, 
\nd tile wliUe Innilet gitliercd round 
Its bier 

Like ^^nrJ sitting it Imr Sav lour s feet 
And looking tip at his beloved fnee 1 
O fnend ! O best of friends' Thy 
nbecnce more 

7 Inn lilt imix nding niglit dirl ens the 
lmd£c.i]x. o cr ! 


I /nil tl ihe Olftriald A garden 
vwnnn" PiJsrt Hi NRl" seated 
•’tfiia livi Lusir, at a dtstanee 
4 ithenng; JtcriMs 

Prtnee Ham {reading) One mom 
mg, ill ilone 

Out of his tonvLin of gn\ stone 
Into the forest older clirkcr, gn)cr, 
His lips moving ns if in pm)er, 

His head sunken upon Ins breast 
As in a damn of rest 
\\ liked the Monk FelK All about 
1 he braid, sweet siinsliino laj without 
Filling ihc summer nir 
And within the woodlands is he trod, 
Tlic dusk wns like the Truce of God 
With worldlv woe nnd care , - 
Under him n\ the golden moss , 

And nlwvc him the boughs of hairj 
trees 

W'aved md nude the sign of thccross, 
And wliKpcreKl their Bcnedicites , 

And from the ground 

Rose nn odour sweet nnd fngrant 

Of the wild-flowers md the vignnt 

Vines that wandered 

Seel mg ihcsunshinc, round mdround 

Them he heeded not, but pondered 
On the volume in his hind, 

A volume of Saint Augusunc, 

W'licrcin he rend of the unseen 
Splendours of God s great town 
In the unknown Innd 
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And u ith his c} cs cast dow n 
In hu^lillt^ , he said 
“ I believe, O God, 

\\'hat herein I have read, 

But. alas ! I do not understand ! 

And !o 1 he licard 
The svnlden singing of a bird 
A snow-white bird, that from a cloud 
Dropped dowai 

And among the branches brown 
bat singing 

So sweet, and clear and loud, 

It seemed a thousand harp-stnngs 
nnging 

And the Monk Felix closed his book 
\nd long long, 

A\ ilh rapturous look. 

He listened to the song. 

And hardl) breathed or sbrred 
Ontil he saw as in a vision, 
rile Land LU sian 
And in the heavenly citj heard 
Angelic feet 

Fall on the golden flagging of the 
street 

And ho would fain 

Have caught the wondrous bird 

But strove in vain , 

Foritflewawav avvaj, 

Far over lull and dell 
\nd instead of its sweet singing 
He heard the convent bell 
Suddcnl) in the silence ringing 
I or the service of noonda) 

And he retraced 

His pathwaj homeward sadly and in 
haste 

In the com ent there was a change 1 
He looked for each w ell knovvai face. 
But the face's were new and strange , 
Xew figures sat in the oaken stalls, 
\cw voices chanted in the choir , 

Yet the place v “is the same place, 

Tlie same duskv walls 

Of cold gray stone 

rhe same cloisters and belfry and spire 

\ stranger and alone 

Among that brotherhood 

Th Monk Felix stood 

■ Fortv vears said a Fnar, 

" Have 1 Liccn Pnor 
Of this convent m the wood, 

But for that space 

N’ever leave 1 beheld thv face ' 

The heart of the Monk Felix fell 
Andhcarisv cred with submissive tone 


"This morning, after the hour of 
I left my cell, [Prime, 

And wandered forth alone. 

Listening all the time 
1 o the melodious singing 
Of a beautiful white bird 
Until I heard 

The bells of the convent nngmg 
Noon from their noisy towers. 

It was as if I dreamed , 

For what to me had seemed 
Moments onlv, had been hours!' 

■ Years ' said a \ oice close bv 
It was an aged monk who spoke. 

From a bench of oak 
Fastened against the wall , — 

He was the oldest monk of all 
For a whole century 
Had he been there, 

Serving God m prayer. 

The meekest and humblest of his 
creatures 

He remembered well the features 
Of Felix, and he said 
Speaking distinct and slow 
" One hundred vears ago 
When I v\ as a novace in this place. 
There was here a monk, full of Gods 
grace 

Who bore the name 
Of Felix, and tlus man must be the 
same ‘ 

And straightway 

They brought fonh to the light of day, 
A volume old and brovvai, 

A huge tome, bound 
In brass and w ild-boar s hide, 

\\ herein were written down 
The names of all who had died 
In the convent, since U was edified. 
And there they found 
Just as the old monk said 
Fhat on a certain dav and date 
One hundred vears before, 

Had gone forth from the covent gate 
The Monk Felix and never more 
Had entered that sacred door 
He had been counted among the dead 1 
And they knew , at last 
That, such Lad been the power 
Of that celestial and immortal song 
A hundred ye.ars had passed, 

And had not seemed so long 
^Vs a smglc hour ' 

(Elsie comes zn wi/k Jlcroers ) 
LUie Here are flowers for you, 
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But thc\ nrc not nil for toil 
Sonit of them nrc for ilu. Virgin 
Anti for Sninl Cccilin [there 

Vt tun. IJcnn As tlioii slnndesi 
T liQU •^ccnitst U) me like the nngcl 
That brought the ininiorlnl roees 
To baiiit Ccclhns briUnl chniuber 
Lhtc Ihit these w ill f ulc. 

I’tincf Ilcttn llicinsch es w ill fnclc. 
But not their intiiior), 

And mpinor) Ins the power 
To re crente them from the dust 
Thc\ remind me too. 

Of nnrured Dorothen, 

\\ ho from ccic'ti d gnrdcns sent 
Flowers ns her wilncs>-es 
To him who scoffed nnd doubted 
I lsi<‘ Do %ou know the ston 
Of Christ nnd the Sultnii s dnughter? 
That IS the prettiest legend of them nil 
Pitticc Ilcnt ) 1 hen tell it to me. 

But first come hither 
l.^it the flowers down beside me, 

And put iKJth thj hands in mine 
Now tell me the ston 
Ehtt DnrK m the morning 
Tlic Sultan s daughter 
Walked in her father s garden, 
Gathering the bngiit (lowers, 

•Vll full of dew 

Prtnee Htnr) Just ns tliou Inst 
been doing 

This morning, dearest Tlsic 

Flstc \nd as she gathered tlictn 
She wondered more and more 
Who wns the Alastcr of the llowcrs. 
And made them grow 
Out of the cold d irk earth 
"In 111 ) he-art,’ she said, 

" I lo\e him , nnd for him 
Would lcn\c my fathers palace. 

To labour in his garden ’ 

PrtnetHa n’ Dear, innocent child ! 
How sw eetl) thou rccallest 
Tile long-forgotten legend 
That in m) carU childhood 
M) mother told me 1 
Upon ni) brain 
It reapp^rs once more. 

As a birth-mark on the forehead 
When a hand suddi nlv 
Is laid upon it nnd remoacd ' 

Ehtc \nd nt midnight, 

As she lay upon her bed. 

She heard a \oicc 

Call to her from the garden. 

And, looking forth from her window, 
Bhc saw a beaubful youth 
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Standing among the flowers 
It avas tlie I.ord Jesus , 

And she went down to linn 
•\nd opened the door for him , 

\nd he said to her " O maiden ! 

1 hou hast thouglit of me with love, 
\nd for thv sake 
Out of my I athcr s kingdom 
lln\e 1 come hither 
I am the Master of the Flowers 
Mr garden is in Paradise, 

\nd if thou w lit go w ith me, 

1 In bndal garland 
Shall be of bright red flowers 
And then he took from his finger 
\ golden nng, 

^nd asked the Sultan s daughter 
If she would lie his bride 
\nd when she answered him wath love. 
His wounds began to bleed, 

\nd she said to him, 

" O Lo\e ! how red thy heart is. 

And thy hands arc full of roses 
For tin sake answered he 
' For tin sake is my heart so red 
For thee I bring tl esc roses , 

I githcrcd them at the cross 
\\ hereon 1 died for thee ! 

Come, for my F uher calls 
1 hou art m\ elected bride 1 
And the Sultan s daughter 
Followed him to his Father s garden 
Prtnee Hair) Wouldst thou Im\c 
done so, 1 Isic? 

Lhtc ^cs eery gladh 
Prtnee Henry Tlien tlie Celestial 
Bridegroom 

\\ ill come for thee also 
Upon thy forehead lie will place. 

Not his crown of thorns. 

But a crow n of roses 
In thy bndal cliarabcr, 

Like Saint Cecilia, 

Thou Shalt hear sweet music. 

And breathe tlie fragrance 
Of flowers immortal I 
Go now and place these flow ers 
Before her picture. 

A room tr the farm-house T-vtltghi 
Ursui i\sj>inning GoTVl-lEBasicep 
tn /its chatr 

Ursula Darkcranddarker 1 Hardly 
a glimmer 

Of light comes lu at the yvindow -pane , 
Or is It mv eyes are growing dimmer 
I cannot disentangle this skem. 
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Nor wnd it rightly upon the reel. 
Elsie! 


Max I love him because he is so 
good, 


Goithtb {starting The stopping of And makes me sueh fine bows and 
thy wheel arrows, 

Has wakened me out of a pleasant To shoot at the robins and the spar- 
dream, rot's 

I thought I M os situng beside a stream. And the red squirrels in the wood ! 
And heard the gnnding of a mill, Bertha I love him, too ' 

When suddenly the wheels stood still, Gottlieb Ah, yes ! we all 

And a \ oice cried ' ‘ Elsie inmyearl I^ove him, from the bottom of our 


It startled me it seemed so near 
Ursula I i\-as calling her I \i 
light 

I cannot see to spin my flax 


or hearts , 

I want a He gave us the farm, the house, and 
the grange 

He gave us the horses and the carts. 


Bnng the lamp Elsie. Dost thou hear ’ And the great oven in the stall, 


Elsie (within) In a moment ' 
Gottlieb Where are 

Bertha and Max ’ 

Ursula Thev are situng with Elsie 
at the door 


lent ' The vineyard and the forest range I 
Where are We have nothing to give him but our 
love ' 

with Elsie Bertha Did he give us the beautiful 
stork above 


She is telling them stones of the v ood. On the chimney-top, vvath its large. 


And the Wolf, and httle Red Ridmg- round nest ? 

hood Gottlieb No, not the stork , by God 

Gottlieb And where is the Pnnee ? in heaven, 

Ursula In his room overhead ^s a blessing, the dear while stork was 
I heard him walking across the floor, I given 

As he always does, with a heav 7 But the Pnnee has given us all the rest 
tread I God bless him, and make him well 

(Elsie comes m with a lamp Ma\ , , - , , , " 

and Bertha follow her and thei ^ something 

all sing the Lientng Song on the « sake, 

lighting of the lamps ) Something ^to cure his sorrow and 

O giadw^ Gottlieb That no one can , neither 

Of the Either Immortal thou nOr I 

“ki jsfor any one else. 

oS? I must he die ^ 

Now to the sunset Ursula Yes , if the dear God docs 

Af^ain hast thou brought us not take 

Pity upon him, in his distress, 

IwiliRht, we hless thee. a "i i i , 

Praise thee, adore thtSl And W ork a miracle 1 

Father omnipotent ! Gottlieb Or Unless 

Son the Lifc-gner Some maiden, of her own accord, 

fehf'a'tS Um'S^' 

Of w orship and wonder ! And IS w lUing to die in his Stead. 

D rr EEie I will I 

am? door) Amen 1 Ursula Pnthee, thou foolish child, 

Ur^la Who '' IS U said Amen ? be suU 1 

at th^dMr'^ Prince he stood Tliou shouldst not say what thou dost 

^d listened a moment, as we chanted Elsie °i m^'it trulv 1 

T^ve'^oftTn^n^h O father 1 this morning, 

Ursut m the rav me, 

Gottlieb 1 ,. r, e Hans killed a wolf the very same 

was haunted house That in the night to the sheepfold 

p^^ « leaS cUldf “ouide'”^ 
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G-f/Ite'’ T nni phd l.c is dead It 
\\i)I iv'n uiminf' 

To the uolic in tlic forc'i, far nnd 
dr 

Vt;t* And I am noitir to live his 
Iiidc I 

Err" 1 1 wondi r if tills is the wolf 
t'nt nti 

fettle Kctl Riciint; hixA ' 

t/rs iIj O no ' 

'Hial wolf Mas I died n lone mIiUc afo 
< oinc, children it r ptm mt' lite 
l/-t \h how J nj )i I Here a man, 
Asuout ns Hans i' nnd as strong! 

I Mould do noiliini’ che, the uhole 

f <hv lone 
lint jint nil Mohes 
<n 'turf' Then fo to l>e<l, 

And frins as fast os a hi tic bov can 
P-enlia is half n Iccfi alrradx 
See limv she nosh hr- hean head 
And her sleept feet nrc so tinsf-aiH 
Slir \m’ 1 hardiv l>^ nhlc to creep up 
at-air I 

Vrru',: Good nitjlit, nt) children 
Here s the lit,ht 

And do not forpel to 'a) jour praters 
Before son leap 
(tc'thri' Good nlRht I 

Max crii Eer'hi^ Good nifjht 1 

(fhn ith Tlsit ) 

Until i {t/inrirr) She is a 'trangc 
nnd ts'ajaeard child 

That f Jsle of oiirs She lool-S ro old, 
And thon(;hls nnd fancies weird nnd 
Wild 

Seem of Late to Inac taVen hold 
Of her heart, that was once so docile 
and mild ! 

Oa/'lief ‘=hc is hi c nil firR 
UnttL Ah no, forsooth ' 

I nlihc all I hate cacr sexn 

1 orshclmsais onsand 'Iranpc dreams, 
And in all her words and wajs, she 
seems 

Miicli older than she is in truth 
Who would tliin! her but fifteen ? 

And there has been of Late such a 
change I 

Mt heart is licatj wath fear nnd doubt 
Tint she maj not lue till the jear is 
out 

She is so strange — so strange, — so 
strange 1 

Gotllifb 1 nm not troubled with 
ant such fear , fjeir 

She will lite and thnvc for many a 
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Ei sii 's chamber Night Ei^ie 
flaying 

Elite Mj Redeemer and mj Lord, 
1 beseech tlice I entreat thee, 

GuiJc mi in each net and word, 

1 That hereafter 1 mnj meet thee, 
Watching waiting, hoping j earning, 
With niy limp will tnmmcd and 
burning I 
Interceding 
W ith these bleeding 
\\ otinds tipon thj liands and side, 

1 or nil who hate lited nnd erred 
riioii hast suffered, thou lia't died 
Scotirgal, and mocked, and crucified. 
And in the grate hast thou been 
Inirad ' 

If ntj feeble prater can rcacli thee 

0 nij “Natiour, 1 beseech thee, 

Lttn as thon hast died for me, 

More sfncerclj 

Ixi me follow where thou Icadcst, 

Let me bleeding as thou blccdcst, 

Die if dting I maj ptc 
Jafe to one who asks to lite. 

And more nearly , 

Djang thus, resemble thee ' 

Tie chamber rf GoTTi IPD and Ur- 
SLIA Mtdmght Ei,SIF stand- 
ing b\ thetr bedside, -leefing 

Gottheb Tlic wind is roanng , the 
rushing rain 

Is loud upon roof and window-pane. 
As if the will! Huntsman of Koden- 
stcin. 

Boding ctil to me and mine [train 1 
Were abroad to-night with his gliosily 
In the brief lulls of tiic tcmpicst wild, 
Tlic dogs howl in the jnrd , and hark ' 
Some one is sobbing in the dark, 

Here in the cliambcr ! 

Elsie It is I 

Ursula Elsie I what ails thee rat 
poor child? 

Llste I am disturbed and much 
distressed, 

In thinking our derr Prince must die , 

1 cannot close mine ojes, nor rest 
Gottheb WHiat wouldst thou? In 

the Power Ditme 
His healing lies not in our owai , 

It is in tlic hand of God alone 
Eiste Nay he has put it into mine, 
And into my heart 1 




If 

I 


GottUeh Th> uords iro wild ! 

Ursula WTiat dost thou moan? m\ i 
child ! m> child ' 

Elsie That for our dear Pnnee 
Hema s 'akc 

I will m\sclf the offering make 
And gi\e m\ life to purchase his 

Ursula Am I still dreaming or 
tiwakc ’ 

Thou speakest carclessK of death I 

And >et thou kaiowcst not what It IS ' 

Elsie Tis the cessation of our 
bilent and motionless we he [breath, 
/uid no one kno\\cth more than this 
I saw our little Gertrude die 
She left off breathing and no more 
I smoothed the pillow beneath her 
head 

She was more beaubful than before 

% this we knew that she was dead, 
ibrongh the open window looked the 
Skies 

Chamber where she las 
And the wand was like the sound of 
wings. 


\s jf angels came to bear her awi) 

■\h ' when I saw and felt these things, 
I found It difficult to stat , 

I longed to die as she had died 
And go forth v ith her side bj side. 
The “faints arc dead the MarttTsdead 
And Man nnd our Lord , and I 
\Vould follow in humilit} 

The was b) them illumined ! 

Ursula M\ child 1 mj child ' thon 
nnut not die ' [not know 

Elsie MTt} should I hte? Do I 
The life of woman is full of woe’ 
Toiling on and on and on, 

M itli breaking licart and tearful eyes, 
\nd silent bps and in the soul 
Tim secret longings that arise, 

MTuch this \ orld neser satisfies ! 
^memorc some less but of the whole 
Aot one quite happ), no not one 1 
Ursula It IS the malediction of Eve I 
,Elstc In place of it let me rcccne 
The benediction of Mary, then 

Gotlhet Ah woe IS me I Ah, woe 
IS me' 

Mo't wretched am I among men 1 
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Ursula AIts ! that I should live to 
see 

Thy death, beloved, and to stand 
Above thy grave I Ah, woe the day I 
Ehte Thou wilt not see it I shall 
he 

Beneath the flowers of another land, 

For at Salerno, far away 

Over the mountains ov or the sea, 

It IS appointed me to die 1 
And It wall seem no more to thee 
Than if at the v illagc on market day 
1 should a little longer stay 
rhnn I am wont 

Urssila Even as thou saj cst I 
And how my heart beats when thou 
stay cst ! 

I cannot rest unbl my sight 
Is satisfied w ith seeing thee 
What then, if thou wert dead? 

Cottheh Ah me ' 

Of our old ey es thou art the light ' 
The joy of our old hearts art Uiou ! 
And wilt thou die? 

Ursula Not now I not now I 

Elste Christ died for me, and shall 
not I 

Be willing for my Pnnee to die ^ 

You both are silent , y ou cannot speak 
This said I at our Sav lOur s feast 
After confession to the pnest 
And even he made no reply 
Does ho not warn us all to seek 
The happier, better land on high, 
■V^ere flowers immortal never wathcr , 
And could he forbid me to go thither? 
Goithch In Gods own time, my 
heart s delight I 

WTien he shall call thcc, not before ! 
Elste I heard him call When 
Christ ascended 

Tnumphantly, from star to star, 

He left the gates of heaven ajar 
I had a vision in the night 
And saw him standing at the door 
Of his Eather’s mansion, vast and 
splendid 

And bed^oning to mc^from afar 
I cannot stay 1 

Gottlieb She spieaks almost 

As if it where the Holy Ghost 
Spake through her lips, and in her 
stead I 

What if this were of God ? 

Urs tla Ah then 

Gainsay it dare w e not. 

Gottlieb Amen I 

Elsie 1 the words that thou hast said 
399 


Are strange and new for us to hear, 
And fill our hearts with doubt and 
fear 

Whether it be a dark temptation 
Of the Evil One or God s inspiKition, 
We m our blindness cannot say 
We must Ihink upon it, and pray , 
For evil and good it both resembles. 

If it be of God, his will be done I 
May he guard us from the Eval One ! 
How hot thy hand is I how it trembles ' 
Go to thy bed, and try to sleep 

Ursula Kiss me Good night , and 
do not weep 

(Elsie ^oes out ) 

Ah, what an awful thing is this I 
I almost shuddered at her kiss 
As if a ghost had touched my cheek, 

I am so childish and so weak 1 
\s soon as I see the earliest gray 
Of morning glimmer in the east, 

I will go over to the pries*. 

And hear what the good man has to 
say I 


A village church A woman kneeling 
at the confessional 

The Parish Pnest (from -oithin) 
Go sin no more ' Thy penance 
A new and better life begin I [o cr, 
God niaketh thee for ever free 
From the dominion of thy sin I 
Go sin no more ! He will restore 
The peace that filled thy heart before, 
And pardon thine iniquity 1 

(The woman goes out The Pnest 
comes forth and walks slowly u 
and down the church ) 

0 blessed Lord I how much I need 
Thy light to guide me on my way 1 
So many hands, that without heed, 
SUU touch thy wounds, and make them 

bleed ! 

So many feet that, day by day. 

Still wander from thy fold astray 1 
Unless thou fill me with thy light, 

1 cannot lead thy flock aright , 

Nor, without thy support, can bear 
The burden of so great a care. 

But am myself a castaw ay I 

(A pause ) 

The day is drawing to its close , 

And what good deeds smee first it rose. 
Have I presented. Lord, to thee. 
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As offerings of mj nnnislr) ? 

Wnl WTong repressed, wlnl nglit 
nninmncd, 

\Vhnt struggle passed, \ Int \ictorj 
grimed, 

Wnt good attempted and attained? 
rccblt at best, IS nn cndcaiour! 

I see but cannot reach, the height 
Tliat lies for eicr in the light. 

And jet for cicr and for c\cr, 

\\Tien seeming just within mj gr'sp, 

1 feel nu feeble hands unclasp 
And sinl discouraged into night ' 

For thine owti purjicse thou In'-! *'eni 
The strife and the discoun,"cmcnt ' 

( / fmtse ) 

^\^l) sLaccstthou Pnnccof IlohriiccP 
Whj keep me pacing to and fro 
Amid these aides of sacred gloom. 
Counting mj footsteps as I go 
And marking wath each step i tomb’ 
Why should the world for the-c make 
room 

And wait thj 1 isurc and thj lieck ? 
Thou contest in the hop. to hear 
Some word of comfort and of cheer 
WTiat can I saj ’ I cannot gn-c 
The counsel to do this and hie 
But rather firmly to dent 
The tempter though his power be 
strong 

And inncccs:,iblc to WTong 
Still like a mart IT hi c and die 1 

(/I /dnjc ) 

The c\ cningair grow sdusk and brow n 
I must go forth into the town 
To iisit beds of pain and death, 

Of restless limbs ard quit enng breath 
Md sorrowing hearts and patient cies 
That see, tlirough tears, the sun go 
down, 

But nciermore shall sec it rise 
The poor in bodj and estate 
The sick and the disconsolate 
Must not on man s conicnicnco wait 

(Goes out ) 


(Enter LbciFrg as a Pnest ] 
Luaf^withagenufexion, iroeh 

Tnu Palemost 

God was my foster. 

He fostered me 

m'' l!’'" tree 

g Michael was my dame 

He was bom at Bethlehem, 


He asms made of flesh and blond 
God send me my right food 
My right food and shchertoo, 
lint 1 nn\ to yon kirk go. 

To read ujion son swe* I liool 
W hlch the mighty God of hcis-cn 
shnoL 

Open op^n hell s gates ' 

Mutt, shut, h'asrn s gates ' 

All the d( sib In the air 
file »tmn' er Iw that hear the BLick 
Prayer ! 

{/jvt II It r- und /?■'' et ure! ) 

\\ hat a darksome and di'ma! pHce ' 

1 I ond r lint anv man has the fiee 
To call 'Itch a lio'c th House o*’ the 
Irord, 

\nd the Galt of Heastn —yet tnd! Is 
tin wor 1 

Ceiling and w alb and ssindows old 
Cosenil siith robi cin, bhclcned 
ssith mou’tl 

Dust on the pulpit fhtsi on the 'tairs 
Dust on the Dnehes and tiilb and 
clnirs ! 

rh'- pulpit, from which 'ueh ponder- 
ous t nuoas 

Ihsc fallen down on the bmmsef the 
ficrmam 

With about a- nuich re-sl edification 
A' if a great llible bjunil in lead 
Had fallen and struck them on the 
I rad 

\nd I oiieht to rem' mlxr that sensa 
tlon ' 

Ht re stands the holy ssatcr stoup 1 
Holy sinter it tins be to many. 

But to me the sencst Uquo’" 
Gehenna ' 

It smells hi e a filths fast day soup , 
Near It stands the Iws for the poor , 
\\ all its iron pidlocl ‘afe and sure 
I and the p-icst of the pari'h know 
Whither all these chanties go 
nicrcforc, to keep up the mstitution 
I ssiil ndd my little contribution ' 

(He puts tr }•’Ort^) ) 
Underneath this mouldcnng tomb 
With statue of stone, and scutcheon 
of brass 

Slumbers a great lonl of the snllagc, 
All hts life w as not and pillage 
But at length to escape the threatened 
doom 

Of the cscrkasbng, penal fire. 

He died in the dress of a mendicant 
friar, 
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\i *1 1 vj wtilih for i lUitj 

ttiu, 

J 5 ul! zVnt nfir v.n''v'\ c.»'ri> lo pi<; 
\'hl ti ,(•} It ('nil (jf 

fV-i , 

I $.r 7» t ji tj ml, 

\! } tn' 11 put Cl lit i!-- '( 

Af H i “"c n ( ( tif t| V ,11 
T It’ n,u't ir- n ntl 

V, 1 tu III it (ip'-tt \ df', 

1 1. I’p nn(- I'lir -lilr 
\ I 1 « ,i"p «t ’! n O'li 1 1 il c Iviii! d 

1 r r, t 

O' I’ I" ( luo p ' 5 c^nt ir-i's 
’'1 ' tl I- u L.-),! ( “1*1*''-'^' jnt • 

Wil’ HI i‘*> nil h ,t)ri I I ’ (;ur<), 

1 «r , li- Cilia lull 'i* ill<' tf A t 

i''i ~fi ^ > ' If t' t' 4 i/J-' t! ) 
H'-r' 14 1'l p-^-c I, 1 iHiin’indlou 

I C t' * 1 , 1 ) < d' (in n 4 n'n'’ h cc <4 

C i-r 4 {' ti jv ti tbi 't, 1' 1'- A 
lia t , '(<--1 "1 tj t o; liutTiin woe 
I(c X xil 1 bo cni ! li and 
Itu 1 ' 

\\ Jit*' 1 ami n nn it n'ti, 
n Ht i 1 " lA* pi I In'f contn In 1 
11,, ' ri,’ V ('ll -Jt'i ' rf ivm'i! on 
^ n x,x 'IS ! r I «! irir 1 

n ,*tl II-' S’ t pUcc Sbr io c-£ t tnic ' 
HffT til" ) “,m t c’i.' xxit'i I f nxin 
1-rcm 1 j. tim ''ll CD 1 ^icac" ruib she 
l!o ic 

Hi iixirj. shit tl.ir li4’ can nionc 
I 0 * r .s x'd cf «notil aril (Innc 1 
Im’i- 4 ' 1 mimct r ul nmnet rnitlx 
llni a cast j't line 'o <'i!nl(U, 

Hr ti ;; tl •• s! (. c xexr om iittrt in, 
No ,,'a !rii 1 ! " cxtn’of lie of 'in, 

And I’lli } 'x-'x (inx f n ti ssh Ufixr 
In l,tmisn sirij'* * Ntic-l ncicrl 

Icsnu tr,4- xt a ihnui-indth part 
Of sh,' lio a> nnd cnnc' ind sms 
4tr.,J wo- 1 

'lint nr " when xvnli pilpintinjj 

Itr ct* 

file f -xx ltd m ilic lufinn heart 
((Wtixip til de-ad, n' the \o.ct, of she 
prf't 

A-, if he wi n, in irU,nn!’cl it Ici't 
ft nnkrs n p^-cnhir ntinOjj'hers-, 

Hib odour of cinhij pisMoiis itui 
cnrics 

s- le’i 15 I Ifh'' to bmlhe, U times, 

And .1 eh IS ofl'-n brintp me here 
In tilt hotici and nio^t pestilential 
scison 
doi 


lo rfi), I ci'ine for mother reason , 
lo fo ter mil njien nn esil tlioinilil 
111 1 heart that is ilinojt to madness 
X iuiii,ht, 

\n I ta mat' n nnirdcror out of n 

p llR'e 

\ s’l 1) ill of 1 ind I leirncd lone; since ' 
He conies Iti ilic ixxih; lit lie xxill not 
see 

ill, (lifiert nee betxTccn Ills priest nnd 
me I 

In nix' • aine ni t w is the inothercuight 1 
/ rtn f Un n (e/ ftnin; rnidncc/iiii; 
cH/ >.iiT tfsuiHi;l) Kenioccful 
imnln It md lox lx 
1 cone to cr t\i , O f ither hoi) 
f |i> t e idiction on ni) head 
/ f I //(•/• llie Ik lulietlon 'hall 1 e 'laid 
\f rr confession not before I 
"1 IX n (lod s,>eed to the nartinp guest, 
\\ fio stands nlrmil) nt tlie door, 
■Kandal! d xxith holiness nnd dressed 
III g-rni' Ills I'urc from earthlx simn 
Mcanxxiiile Inst thou searclicd xxcll 
llix hre'ist? 

Urv’s the same madness fill th) brain ? 
Or I axe ilix passion nnd unrest 
Vmishtd (or ewer from tli) mind? 
I'nru lid n H) the same madness 
•till made blind 

P) tlm >411110 passion still possessed, 

I cot le "e Un to the house of prajer, 

\ man afhiCtcd md distressed 1 
\s in a cloud)’ atmosphere, 

Ihroiigh iinHcn sluices of tlic air, 

\ sudden md impc nous xxnid 
btnkcs tlie groat lorcsi xx hue xx ith faar 
And cxer) hr inch, and bough, and 

sp IX 

Points nil us quix tring leaxes one \\~i) 
\ndnieidcn\s of grass, md fields of 
gram, 

Nnd the clouds aboxc, nnd the slanting 
ram 

And smol c from chimnc)s of the 
town, 

Nicltl the’niscKes lo it, nnd bow down. 
So docs this dreadful purpose press, 
Onx ard with Irresistible stress, 

And all ni\ thoughts nnd faculties, 
'Struck lex el b) the strength of this, 

I roiii their true inclination turn. 

And all stream forward to Salem I 
Ludfer rUas 1 we are but eddies of 
dust 

Uplifted b) the blast, nnd whirled 
Along tlic Iiigliw'ax of the world 
A moment onl) , tben to fall 
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Back to a common k\el all 
At tlie subsiding of tlie gust 1 

Prince Henry O iiol) fatlicr ' 
pardon in ins 
The oscillation of a mind 
Unsteadfast, and that cannot find 
Its centre of rest and hamionj ' 

For csenuorc before mine e\ cs 
This ghastly phantom flits and flics 
And as a madman through a crottd, 
With frantic gestures and u lid cnes, 

It humes onward and aloud 
Repeat' Its awful prophecies ' 

V ca^ncjs is WTctchedness ' To be 
strong 

to be happj ! I am w eak 
And cannot find the good 1 seek, I 
Because I fctl and fear the w rong ' I 
Lncifcr Be not alarmed t The I 
Church IS kind 

And in her mert) and her meekness 
She miets half-waj her childrens 
weakness 

M ntes their transgressions in the dust ' 
TlioUgh in the Decalogue we find 
The uundato wntten, ' Thou shall 
^ not kill I 

Yet there are cases when we must 
In war for instance or from scathe 
fo guard and kci p the one true Faith ' 
\a c must look at the Dv_calomic iii 
the light 

Of an ancient statute that was meant 
For a mild and general application 
1 o be understood w tth the rcsercation 
t nat m certain instances the Right 
hlust y leld to tlie Lapedicnt i fdic 
^ou art ^ If shouldsl 

What hearLs and hopes would pros- 
unte lie i 

"hat fair renown, 
"“h thee go dow n 1 
Vhat acts of i-alour and courtesa 
R^am undone and die waih thee 1 

' ith thee a noble name crpircs 
^d ranishij from the earth s face 

She ,s memory of ih> sires t I 
IS a peasant In her reins 
R plebeian blood , 

R IS mch as daily and hourK stains 
^e dust and the turf of ba4Xn3 

andrsuhoutr^rd 

of thctrlorf I 

Blood of kings, of God s anointed 1 


Moreover, what has the world m store 
For one like her, but tears and toil? 
Daughter of sorrow , serf of the soil, 

A peasant s child and a peasant s wafe. 
And her soul within bur sick and sore 
W ith the roughness and barrenness of 
life < 

I mancl not at the heart s recoil 
From a fate like this in one so tender. 
Nor at its eagerness to surrender 
All the wTctclicdncss want and woe 
That await it in this world below. 

For the unutterable splendour 
Of the world of rest beyond the skies 
So the Church sanctions tlie sacnficc 
Tlicrctore inhale this hcahng balm, 
And brcatlic tins fresh life into thine , 
Accept the comfort and the calm 
She offers, as a gift dirane , 

Let licr foil dowai and anoint thj feet 
A\ lib the ointment costly find most 
sweet 

Of her >oung blood, and thou soalt 
luc 

PnnrcHenjy Andw lU the nghtcous 
Heaven forgive? 

No action, whether foul or fair, 

Is ever done, but it leave somewhere 
\ record, written b\ fingers gliosilj 
As a blessing or a curse, and mostly 
In the greater weakness or greater 
strength 

Of the acts which follow it, uU at 
length 

The w rongs of ages arc redressed 
And the justice of God made manifest 1 
Lnct/cr In ancient records it is 
slated 

That, whencvair an evil deed is done 
Another deval is created 
To scourge and torment the offending 
one 1 

But oval IS only good penairlcd, 

^nd Lucifer the Bearer of Light, 

TOt an angel fallen and deserted 
Thrust from his Father s house with a 
curse 

Into the black and endless niglit 
Princt. Henry If juspee rules the 
universe 

From the good actions of good men 
Angels of light should be iSigottcn 
And thus the balance restored again. 
Luctfir Yes , if tlie world were not 
so rotten, 

And so given over to the Devil 1 
Prince Henry But this deedi is it 
good or eval? 


THE GOLDEN LEGEND 


Have I thine absolution, free 
To do It, and wthout restnction ? , 

Lvcifcr Ay , and from whatsoever 
Lieth around it uid within, [sin 
From all cnmes in which it may in- 
volve thee, 

I now release thee and absolve thee I 
Pnncc Henry Give me thy holy 
benediction 

Lunfer {sirdclnn^ forth his hand and 
muttering) 

Mnlcdlctionc perpetua 
Mttlctllcat \03 
Vatcr ctemus 

T/ic Angel {with the Nlolian harp) 
Take heed I Take liced I 
Noble art tliou in thy birth. 

By the good and great of earth 
Hast thou been taught ! 

Be noble in every thought 
And in every deed I 
Let not the illusion of thy senses 
Betray thee to deadly offences 
Be strong ! be good I be pure I 
The nght only shall endure. 

All things else arc but false pretences 
I entreat thee, I implore, 

Listen no more 

To the suggestions of an evil spint, 
That even now is there. 

Making the foul seem fair, 

And selfishness itself a virtue and a 
merit 1 


A room m the farm-house 

Gottlieb It is decided I For many 
days. 

And nights as manj , we have had 
A nameless terror m our breast. 
Making us timid, and afraid 
Of God, and his in}stcnous ways ! 
We have been sorrowful and sad 
Much have we suffered, much have 
prayed 

That he would lead us as is best. 

And show us what his will rcqmred. 

It 13 decided and we give 
Our child, O Pnnee, thatjou may live 1 
Ursula It is of God He has in 
spired [pain. 

This purpose in her , and through 
Out of a world of sin and woe. 

He takes her to himself again 
The mother s heart resists no longer , 
■'^nth the Angel of the Lord in vain 
It wrestled for he was the stronger * 
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Gottlieb As Abraham offered long 
ago 

His son unto the Lord, and even 
The Everlasting Father m heaven 
Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaughter. 
So do I offer up my daughter 1 

(Ursula hides her face ) 

Elsie My life is little, 

Onlv a cup of water. 

But pure and limpid 
fake it, O my Pnnee • 

Let It refresh jou. 

Let it restore you 
It IS given willingly, 

It IS given freely 
May God bless the gift I 
Prince Henry And the giver 
Gottlieb Amen ' 

Pnnee Henry I accept it ' 

Gottlieb \^^lcrc are tlic children ? 
Ursula They arc already asleep 
Gottlieb What if they were dead ? 

In the garden 

Elsie I have one thing to ask of yoiL 
Pnnee Htury What is it ? 

It IS already granted 

Elsie Promise me, 

Wlicn we are gone from here, and on 
our way [not 

Are journeying to Salerno, you will 
By word or deed, endeavour to dis- 
suade me 

And turn me from my purpose , but 
remember 

Tiiat as a pilgnni to the Holy City 
Walks immolcstcd, and with thoughts 
of pardon 

Occupied vvholly, so would I approacli 
The gates of Heaven, in this great 
jubilee, 

Witli my petiuon, putting off from me 
All thoughts of earth, as shoes from 
off my feet 
Promise me this 

Prince Henry Thy words fall from 
thy hps 

Like roses from the hps of Angelo 
and angels 

Might stoop to pick them up ! 

Elsie vViH you not promise ? 

Prince Henry If ever we depart 
upon this journey [niisc 

So long to one or both of us I pro- 
Elste Shall w e not go, then ? Hav e 
you hfted me 
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Into the "iir, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon the ground ? and 
offered me 

The ttaters of eternal life to bid me 
Dnnk the polluted puddles of tins 
uorld? 

Prince Hcnr) O Elsie ' what a 
lesson thou dost teach me 1 
The life u hich is, and that w hich is to 
come, 

Suspended hang in such nice equijxiise 
A breath disturbs the balance , and 
that scale 

In which t\e throw our hearts prepon 
derates [flics up, 

And the other, like an empty one 
And is accounted \anit) and air 1 
To me the thought of death is temble 
Hatang such hold on life. To dice it 
IS not 

So much even as the hfung of a latcli , 
Only a step into the open air 
Out of a tent already luminous 
With light that shines through its 
transparent walls 1 

O pure m heart 1 from di) sweet dust 
shall grow 

Lihes, upon whose petals will be 
wntten 

' Ate Mana in characters of gold ' 


III 

A strcelinStiasburg Atghl Prince 
HENR t ■wandcrii g alone, 'orapped 
in a cloak 


Prince Henry Sull is die mght 
The sound of feet 

Has died away from the empty street 
And like an arusan, bendmg down 
His head on liis antal the dark town 
Seeps with a slumber deep and sttcet 
Sleepless and resdess I alone 
In the dusk and damp of these walls 
of stone 

Wander and weep in my remorse ! 


Cner of the Dead (ringing a bell 

Tke • \\ ake ! 

All >c that sleep » 

Pra> for the Dead » 

Traj for the Dead ' 


Pnnee Henn Hark! wad 
accents loud and hoarse 
1 his warder on the walls of dec 



They nsc up and their garments wave, 
Dimly and spectral, ns they nsc. 

With the light ol another world in 
their eyes ' 

Crtei of the Dead 
Wnkc ' wake 1 
An >e that sleep i 
I’ray for the Dead ! 

I’ni for the Dead I 

Pi tnee Henry Why for the dead, 
who arc at rest ? 

Prat for the hting in whose breast 
The struggle betw ecn nght and wrong 
Is raging terrible and strong, 

Vs when good angels war wath detils ! 
Plus is the Master of the Ret els 
\Wio at Life s flowing feast, proposes 
llie health of absent fnends and 
plcalges [roses, 

\ot in bnght goblets crowned with 
Vnd tml ling as we touch their edges. 
But with his dismal, tinkling bell, 
lliat mocks nnd mimics their funeral 
knell 1 

Cner of the Dead 
Vt ake I tnVe ! 

All >e thtt sleep ' 

Prat for the Dead 1 
Pray for the Dead ! 

Pnnee Henri Wake not, beloved 1 
be tht sleep 

Silent as night is and ns deep 1 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
\\ hose heart is heavy and desolate. 
And the licaungs of whose bosom 
number 

Tlic rcspirauons of thy slumber. 

As if some strange m\ stcrious fate 
Had hnked tw o hearts in one, and mine 
Went madly wheeling about thine, 
Only with wider and wilder sweep * 

Cner of tht. Dead (at a distance) 
^\akc * wake * 

All jc that flleep * 

I nj’ for the Dead I 
Traj for ihc Dead * 

Prince Htur^ Lo • wath w hat depth 
ol blackness thrown 
Against the clouds, far up the skies 
The walls of the cathedral nse 
Like a mysterious gro\ e of stone, 

VV ith fitful lights and shadows blend- 

, . 

^ from behind, the moon, ascending, 
Lights Its dim aisles and paths un- 
known 1 

The wand is nsing , but the boughs 
Rise not and fall not with the wind 
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Tint through tlieir foilagc sobs nnd 
soughs , 

Onlj the cloiidj nek behind 
Dnfting onward, wild and ragged, 
Cues to each spire nnd buttress 
jagged 

A seeming motion undefined 
Below on the square, an armed knight 
Still as a statue an 1 as white. 

Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams 
quucr 

Upon the points of his armour bright 
As on the ripples of a n\t.r 
He lifts the \isor from his check 
And beckons and makes as he would 
speak. 

’Walter the Friend I 

can sou toll me where alight 
Thunngia's horsemen for the night? 
For I hatL lingered in the rear 
And \ ander \ainly up and down 
Pnnee Henry I am a stronger in 
the tow n 

As thou art buttlie \oice I hear 
Is not a stranger to mine car 
Tliou art Walter of the Vogolwcid 1 
Walter lliou hast guessed rightl) , 
and thy name 
Is Ilcnr) of Hohcncck I 
Pnnee Hmr^ A) , the same 

Walter {cmbraeing linn) Come 
closer closer to m> side , 

What bnngs thee hither’ Wliat 
potent charm 

Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian city? 

Pnnee Henry A tale of wonder and 
of pity 1 

A WTCtched man, almost by stealth 
Dragging my body to Salem, 

In the vain hope and sc.arch for health, 
And destined nc\cr to return 
Already thou hast heard the nest 
But what bnngs thee, thus armed and 
dight 

In the equipments of a knight ? 
'Waller Dost thou not see upon my 
breast 

The cross of the Crusaders shine ? 

My pathway lc.ads to Palestine 

Pnnee Henry Ah, would that tvay 
were also mine I 

O noble poet 1 thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing birds 
Rocked on the topmost bough of life. 
Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart. 
And in die clangour of the stnfc 
Mingle the music of thy words? 
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Walter My hopes arc high, ray 
heart IS proud. 

And like a trumpet long and loud, 

1 hither my thoughts all clang and 
nngi 

My life IS m my hands, and lo 1 
I grasp and bend it as a bow. 

And shoot forth from its trembling 
string 

An arrow that shall be, perchance. 
Like the arrow of the Israelite king 
Shot from the iindow toward the cast. 
That of the Lord s dchtcrance 1 
Pnnee Henrv My life, alas! is what 
thou secst I 

0 enviable fate I to be 

Strong, beautiful nnd armed like thee 
With lyre and sword, with song and 
steel , 

A hand lo smite, a heart to feel I 
Tliy heart thy hand, thy lyre, thy 
sii ord, 

Tliou gi\cst all unto thy Lord 
While I so mean and abject grown, 
Am thinking of myself alone 

Walter Be patient Time will 
reinstate 

Thy health and fortunes 
Pnnee Henry Tis too late I 

1 cannot stritc against my fate I 

Walter Come wath me , for my 
steed IS weary 

Our journey has been long and dreary 
jVnd, dreaming of his stall he dints 
With his impatient hoofs the iflnts 
Pnnee Henry [astilc) I amashamed, 
in my disgrace. 

To look into that noble face 1 
To-morrow, Walter, let it be 

Waltc) To morrow, at thedawai of 
day 

I shall again be on my way 
Come wath me to the hostelry , 

For I lia\o many things to say 
Our journey into Italy 
Perchance together we may make , 
Wilt thou not do it for my sake? 
Pnnee Henry A sick mans pace 
would but impede 
Thine eager and impauent speed 
Besides, my pathway loads me round 
To Hirschau, in the forest s bound 
Where I assemble man nnd steed 
And all things for my journey s need 

{They go out ) 

Lvcifer {flying over the city) Sleep, 
sleep, O city 1 till the light 
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Wake vou to sin and cnme nBain, 

on jour dreams, like dismal 

I scatter dowaiw ard through the night 
Mv maledictions dark and deep 

I ha\e more martyrs in vour \\ alls 

Than God has , and they ’ 

The\ are mybondsmen and m> inraiis , 
Their wetched lives arc full of pain, 
Wild agonies of nerve and brain 
And evorv heart-beat every breath, j 
Is a convailsion worse than death i 
Sleep sleep, O cit) 1 though v iihm 
The circiut of ) our walls there be 
No habitation free from sin 
And all Its nameless misery , 

The aehing heart the aching h£^d 
Gnef for the living and the dead 
And foul corruption of the time. 
Disease, distress and want and woe 
And crimes and passions that may 
Unul they ripen into cnme ' [grow 


Square tn front of tl'e Cathedral 
Easter Sundav Friar CuTitBERT 
ireachtng to the crovd from a fsilfit 
tn the open atr Pi INCE HfnR\ and 
Elsie crosstng the square 

Pnnee Henry This is the dav 
when from the dead 
Our Lord arose and cveryavlicre, 

Out of their darkness and despair, 
Triumphant over fears and foes 
The hearts of his disciples rose 
^^’hen to the women standing near 
The Angel m shining vasturc said 
The I^rd is risen , he is not here ’ 
And mindful that the day is come 
On all the hearths in Christendom 
The fires are quenched to be again 
Rekindled from the sun that high 
Is dancing in the cloudless sky 
The churches are all decked wath 
The salutabons among men [flowers 
Are but the Angel s words divanc 
‘ Christ is arisen ' and the bells 
Catch the glad murmur as it swells 
And chant together in their towers 
All hearts arc glad , and free from care 
The faces of the people shine. 

See what a crow d is m the square, 
Gaily and gallantly arrayed 1 
Elstc Let us go back I am afraid t 
Pnnee Henry Nay, let us mount 
the church steps here. 

Under the doorway s sacred shadow 


We can sec all things and te freer 
From the crowd that madly heaves 
and presses 1 , , . 

Llsu ^Vhal a gay pageant' what 
bnght dresses ' 

It lool-s hke a flower-bespnnklcd 
meadow 

WHiat IS that \ ondcr on the square 
Pnnee Ilenty A pulpit in the open 

And aTnar who is preaching to the 
crowd , , , 

In a voice so deep and dear 
T^at, if we listen and give heed 
His lowest words wall nmch tlie rar 
Pnar Cuthbert [gesitcuhttng and 
cracltng a fostthcr s w/np) 
What hoi good people do 
y oil not hear ’ 

Dashing along at the top of 

Booted and spurred on his jaded steed, 

A Conner comes with words of cheer 
Conner ' what IS the news, 1 pmy r 
I Chnstisansen'’ ViTicncc come 
1 you? ■’ 1 rom court, 

Tlicn 1 do not beheve it , you say U 
m sporL 

{Craehs his tohsp again ) 

Ah, here comes another, nding this 
way » 

Wc soon shall know what 
Councr 1 what arc die bdlngs 
Christ is ansen 1 hence cbm 
I you’ ’Tromtowai 

Then 1 do not believe it , aw^y 
you, clown 

{Cracks his -uhtp more violently ) 
And here comes a third, who is 
spurring aiiinin 

WTial news do you bnng, witb your 
loose hanging rein 

Your spurs wet vvitli blood and your 
bndic wath foam ? 

' Christ IS arisen ' Wliencc c 
you? From Rome 
Ah now I beheve He isnsen "[dc 
Ride on with the news, at the top 
your speed 

(Great afplause among the envied ) 

To come back to my text ' When 
the news was first spr^d, 

Tliat Chnst was ansen indeed Iro 
the dead, , 

Very great w as the joy of the angel 
1 in heaven , 
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And ns prcnt the dispute ns to who 
should cnrrj 

Tlic tidinijs iliLrcof to thc\ irgin Mnn 
Picrcctl to the hesrt with sorrows 
seven 

Old rather Adrni wns first to propose 
As Ivcini; the niithor of nil our woes , 
But he wns rtfused for fenr snid the) , 
lie would stop to ent npplcs on the 
very 1 

Abel came next, but petitioned in vim. 
Because ho might meet with his brother 
Cmn 1 

Noili, too, wns refused, lest his weak- 
ness for wine 

Should dels) him at ever) tavern 
sign , 

And John the Raptist could not get a 
vote. 

On account of his old-fashioned 
camel s-liair coat 

And the Penitent Thief, who died on 
the cross 

Was reminded that nil his bones were 
broken 1 [spoken 

Till at last, when each in turn had 
The compan) being still at a loss, 


The Angel who rolled avva) the stone 
Was sent to the 'cjiulchre nil alone, 
\nd filled with glor) that gloomy 
prison, 

And said to the Virgin, "The la^rd 
IS arisen 1” 

{T //1 Cathedml lells ring } 

But hark 1 the bells are beginning to 
chime 1 

And I feel that I am growing hoarse 
I wall put dn end to in) discourse, 

\nd leave the rest for some other 
time 

Tor the bells themselves arc the best 
of preachers , 

Their brazen lips arc learned teachers, 
Prom their pulpits of stone, in the 
upper air. 

Sounding aloft, w ithout crack or flaw , 
Shriller than trumpets under tlie Law, 
Now a sermon and now a praver 
The clangorous Iinmmcr is the tongue 
This vv av , that w av beaten and sw ung. 
That from mouth of brass, as from 
Mouth of Gold [and Old 
May be taught the Testaments, New 




LONGFELLOWS FOLTICAL WORKS 


And nboN c it the great cross beam of 
wood 

Representeth the Holy Rood, 

Upon \\bich, III c the bell, our hopes 
are hung 

And the \\heel wherewith it is swayed 
and rung 

Is the mind of man, that round and 
round 

Swaij’s, and maketh the tongue to 
sound 1 

And the rope, with its twisted cordage 
three 

Denoteth the Scnptural Tnnity 
Of Morals, and Symbols, and 1 listory 
And the upward and downward 
motions show How 

That we touch upon matters high and 
And the eonstant ehange and trans- 
mutation 

Of action and of contemplation, 
Downward the Scripture brought 
from on high. 

Upward, exalted again to the sky 
Downward the literal interpretation 
Upward, the Vision and Mystery 1 

And now, my hearers, to make an end, 

I hai-c only one w ord more to say , 

In the church m honour of Raster day 
Will be represented a Miracle Play 
And I hope y ou w ill all ha\ e the grace 
to attend 

Christ bnng us at last to his felicity 1 
Pax \obiscum ! ct Bencdicitc 1 

Iv the Cathedral 

Chant 

K^e Flcivin f 
Chnstc EJcison 1 

Mlstc I n.m at home here m Tn\ 
Fathers house I 

These Saints upon 

H^c all familiar and benignant faces 

Pnjjce Henry The portraits of the 
family of God 1 

Thine own hereafter shall be placed 
among them 

Pine How \ery grand it is and 
wonderful 1 

Never have I beheld a church so 
splendid I 

Such columns, and such arches and 
such windows, 

So many tombs and statues in the 
Chapels, 

And under them somany confessionals. 


Tlicy must bo for tiie nch I should 
not like 

To tell m\ sms in sucli a church as this 
Wlio built It ? 

Pnrcc lleur) A great master ol 
his craft, 

Drwm \on Stcmbach , but not lie 
■'lone 

For many generations laboured wath 
him 

Cliildrcn that came to see these Saints 
in stone 

As day by da\ out of the blocks llicy 
rose. 

Grew old and died, and still the work 
went on, 

And on nnd on, and is not yet com 
pletcd 

The generation tlmt succeeds our owai 
Pcrliaps may finisli it TIic architect 
Built ills great Iieart into these sculp- 
tured stones, 

And with Iiim toiled ills children, and 
their lues 

Were budded, with Ins owai, into the 
walls. 

As oiTcnngs unto God You sec that 
statue 

Fixing Its jovous, but deep wTinkled 
cyc-s 

Upon the P liar of the Angels yonder 
That 13 the image of the master, 
caned 

By the fair liand of Ins own child, 
Sabina. 

nine How beautiful IS the column 
that lie looks at ! 

Prince Henr^ That too she sculp- 
tured At the base of it 
Stand the Ewingelists , aboic their 
heads 

Four Angels blowing upon marble 
trumpets 

And o\cr them the blessed Christ sur 
rounded 

By his attendant ministers, upholding 
The instnimcnts of his passion 
Chie O my Lord I 

ould I could leave behind me upon 
earth 

Some monument to thy glory% such as 
this I 

Pnnee Henry \ greater monu 
ment than this thou Icavest 
In thine own life, all punu and love ! 

^ Sec, too, the Rose, above the western 
I portal [colours, 

I Resplendent with a thousand gorgeous 
4TO 
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T1 f •) Gothic lo\rlint'is; I 

Lh \ii 1 irt lilt- ftticr^.lihc lonK 
title f r 

Oift’* ith Ji' tiieoc Npru-tlei wntcli" 
tti” m I 

(,f Alt' ’< 1>1 , re, rf, Iv'fi rutl 
S* tfri - r* l-ej if- /• s ir.iii J 

ft- ' r/i ■'n V Xc ctio 1\> l\ , Mr 
1 1i^\ H t c ('! It'ok 

Tic c-\ov;i at ii!\ 111 ! tic rliurcti, 

fltiil \ ri' t'rr 

I, pom '’ll r atirnlJi ith i ir niiicl 
t! i{ like I'l- \i itiil'-l ji'iH tilin'- 1 

Tlic ’5i 'm t’ it uiU rou lie icpri' 1 

•■rritr t | 


T m: \ iT i\ tT\ 

A MIR \rt r I i-n 
iMmiTi “I 

Pr ' <■ onir po 1 p-'ri,i'c nil iril 
<■ \c!i 

f rnir n 1 1 it tn to riir cli • 

Jo ifir ji <- >"n' 1 rrr f •-tmd 
(til t trt it),ir; in iju tnrd, 

To I'oiinincr tlie !„'iMrr tdi) 

W It ch tr,t'c I tit t j tl t\ ' 
ht" of ill wr il! rt-hrif'e 
In <■' ' ' to I nntl o ir ;rr .1 
'Tlir N iih it' < f ou* I -ord, 

A"” ii'i ten n II - o’ll rerltd 
O'’ tl “ 5Vrtn-it) ihon 
So ll-it 1 r m'.o rrith nn' nm t 

(A/ ~ / //j it-ui-’f ' ) 


I lllANf 

tiVrn (^i i tfc '•/■(», /) Ilrt'-cpli', 
1 out ' N ml nfi-iid 
"lo r-i'C mint n't v hunt thou ln<t 
nntli 

Nor le; iitc ‘f u’l tint urre l>riri\cd 
I 1 rii'i 1 '' imlh ! 

Ju'lue It ciitnot 111 It tnurt not 
lr-1 

\\ 'iri in tl r rintrii pheed In tlirr 
TJir fniil of the forblddi n tree 
IJrutt nnd 1 r inin't dir ! 

tJi'i' pii> Ixird 1 trt jKtnl 
tentr 

Atone for dnoticdirncr 
Nor let the fniit of nnn oITtncc 
lie rjidlcj.t niiserj 1 
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yt/^luf Wlni penitence propor- 
tiomte 

f in ctr lie fell for <iin co fpcit? 

Of itir fotliidden fruit lie Me, 

I And dirnnrd nut'.l he Ix; ! 
j Ci\i III ihnlll'rsncd.iftlntnilliin 
; J lit iKittiids of (. nth ont free from sin 
lie found nlio for It t kith ind J in 
, \\ lit Etiflcr iiurt) rdoin 

I he 2 tr \ irlufs Ixird ! nc hue 
‘ snrchrd the world nrotmd, 
r roni Cf ntrr to tin utmost bound, 

Hut no ucli mortil nn lx? found , 
IX-'p.innp 1 icl wt comt 
1] IS II- No mortil but i God 
mule tmn 

f in < ' cr nm out this nhn, 
Achu'inp wlnl none other enn, 
ball ition unto ill 1 
Go/ (>o thru O inj lielot cd bon t 
It can b} thee nlone be done , 

111 line the Melon ‘hill be won 
Ocr •'atnn nnd the Fnll 1 

(//rre //r Ano.i i G Mini i s! ill lea ’c 
I'lniUit and j » tc-i irds tie earth 
tie jnu ef /ielt ef-en lelcrv, ami tl e 
Prtlt ^ tl) ahut raking a ^teaf 
> cue ) 


tl 'tin AT Tiir ui Lt„ 

V n Mon^ the pnrdcn will , md 
thence 

rhrmifh the wiclci in the pnrdcn 
fi nee I "-tell with tjtiicl pice, 

M> pitcher It the well to fill 
Tlinl lies so deep md Cool and still 
III thi- sequestered phcc 
Tticsc sininotcs keep guird iround 
I set no fire I hear no sound , 
bite bubblinKS of the spring, 

‘\nd nij conipmions who within 
llic thrnds of gold nnd scarlet spin, 
And at ihtir labour sing 
Tie tri^il Oalrtrl Hill, Virgin 
Min, full of grace t 

[Here M Mt\ lacleth around her, 
tremlltur, an 2 then satth ) 

d/iin Who IS it speaketh in tins 
phcc, 

With such n gentle \oicc ? 

Gobnel The Lord of liei'cn is 
widi thee now 1 

nic-scd among all women thou. 

Who art Ills liolj choice I 
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Marv (setting dmvn the pttclur) 
Wliat can this mean? No one 
IS near 

And yet such sacred words I hear, 

1 almost fear to staj 

(Here the Angel appearing to her, shall 
say ) 

Gabriel Fear not, O Marv ! bat 
behe\e ' 

For thou a \ irgin, shall conceive 
A child this verj' day 
Fear not O Mary ! from the sky 
The majesty of the Most High 
Shall overshadow thee' 
hlary Behold the handmaid of the 
Lord ! 

According to thj holy word, 

So be It unto me ! 

(Here the Ocvils shall a^atn make a 
great noise, under the stage . ) 

nr THE ANGELS OF THF SEVEN 
PLANETS BEARING THE STAR OF 
BETHLEHEM 

The Angels The Angels of the 
Planets Sev on 

Acro« the shining fields of heaven 
The natal star we bring 1 
Dropping our sevenfold vartues dowT 
As pnceless jewels m the crown 
Of Christ our new -bom King 
a ^ ^ the Angel of the Su j 
\VhoM flannng wheels began to run 
ct-.a , .1" s almight) breath 
T . .'^tttkness and the Night 

there wa 

llEDt 1 

I bring the gift of Faith 

Darkened to be rekindled soon 
Beneath the azure cope 1 
^rest to earth, ,t is my my 
That best illumes the midnight way 

I bnng the gift of Hope I ^ 

"^"'^LovI*’^ Angel of the Star o 

The &ening Star that shines above 
The place were lovers be 

J“P«"r . 

The mmhtiest star of all that shine 
Dxcept the sun alone 1 ' 


He IS the High Pnest of the Dove 
And sends, from his great throne 
above. 

Justice, that shall atone 1 
Michael The Planet Mercury, 
av hose place 

Is nearest to the sun in space, 

Is my allotted sphere 1 
And with celestial ardour swaft 
I bear upon my hands the gift 
Of heavenlj Prudence here 1 
Uriel I am the Minister of Mars, 
The strongest star among the stars I 
My songs of power prelude 
The march and battle of man's hfe. 
And for tlie suffenng and the stnfe, 

I give him Fortitude 1 
Onfel The Angel of the uttermost 
Of all the shining, heavenly host. 
From the far-off expanse 
Of the Saturnian, endless space 
I bnng the last, the crowning grace. 
The gift of Temperance ! 

(A sudden light shines from the loin 
dows of the stable in the village below ) 


I rv THE WISE MEN OF THE EAST 

The stable of the Inn The Virgin 
and Child Three Gypsy/ Kings, 
Caspar Melchior and Bel- 
shazzar, shall come in 

Gasper Hail to thee, Jesus of Na- 
zareth ' 

Though m a manger thou draw 
breath. 

Thou art greater than Life and Death, 
Greater than Joy or Woe ! 

This cross upon the line of life 
Portendeth struggle, toil and stnfe 
And through a region with penl nfe 
In' damness shalt tliou go 1 
Melchior Hail to thee, King of 
Jerusalem I 

Tliough humbly bom m Betlehem, 

A sceptre and a diadem 

Aw ait thy brow and hand ' 
fne sceptre is a simple reed, 

Ine crown will make thy temples 
bleed 

And m thj hour of greatest need. 
Abashed thj subjects stand ! 
Helshazear Hail to thee, Chnst of 
Chnstendom 1 

y all the earth thy kingdom come 1 
’^'yi^stant Trebizond to Rome 
Thy name shall men adore ' 
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the golden legend 


Peace and good-\M]I among all men, 
The Virgin has relumed again, 
Returned the old Saturnian reign 
And Golden Age once more. 

The Chid Chnst Jesus, the Son of 
God am I, 

Bom here to sufierand to die 
According to the propheej, 

TTiat other men ma\ live f 
The Vtrgtn And now these clothes, 
that wrapped him, tahe. 

And keep them precious, for his sake , 
Our benediction thus wc make 
Nought else have vve to give 
(She gives them swaddlmg clothes, and 
they depart ) 


V THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT 

(Heie sluiU Joseph come tn leading 
an ass, on suhtch are seated Mary 
and the Child ) 

Mary Here vv ill wo rest us, under 
these 

0 or hanging branches of the roes. 
Where robins chant their Litanies 

And canticles of joy 
Joseph My saddle-girths have mven 
way [day , 

With trudging through the heat to- 
To jou I think it is but play 
To ndc and hold the boy 
Mary Hark I how the robins shout 
and sing 

As if to hail their infant King I 

1 wall alight at yonder spring 

To wash his little coat 
Joseph And I wall hobble well the 
Lest, Ixiing loose upon the grass, [ass. 
He should escape, for, by the mass. 
He s nimble as a goat 

(ITerc Mary shall al/glU and go to 
the spring) 

Man' O Joseph, I am much afraid. 
For men are sleeping in the shade , 

1 fear that vve shall be Vvn-jlaid, 

And robbed and beaten sore 1 

(JTeica band of robbers shall be seat 
steeping, two of whom shall nse and 
come Jonuard ) 

Dumaehns Cock s soul I dchv cr up 
jour gold? 

Joseph I pray you, Sirs, let go your 
hold 1 

You sec that I am wank and old. 

Of wealth I have no store 


Dumaehns Give up your money 
Ttitis Pnthee cease 

Let these good people go in peace 
Dumaehns First let them pay for 
their release 

And then go on their way [fee, 
Titus These forty groats I give in 
If thou wilt only silent be 
Mary May God be merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day 1 
Jesus When thirty years shall have 
gone bj , 

I at Icmsalcm shall die. 

By Jewish hands exalted high 
On the accursed tree 
Then on my right and my left side. 
These thieves shall both be cnicified. 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 
In paradise with me 

(Here a great rumour of h limpets and 
horses, like the none op a king with 
his army, and the robbers shall take 
flight ) 

XT THE SLAUGHTER OF THE 
INNOCENTS 

King Herod Potz-tausend ! Him- 
mel sacrament ' 

Filled am I with great wonderment 
At this unwelcome news I 
Am I not Ilcrod? Who shall dare 
My crovvTi to take my sceptre bear. 

As king among the Jews? 

(Here he shall stride up and down and 
flourish Ins sword ) 

Wlmt ho I I fain would dnnk a can 
Of the strong wine of Canaan I 
The wine of Hclbon bnng 
I purcliased at the Fair of Tj re. 

As red ns blood, as iiot as fire, 

And fit for any king I 

(He quaffs great goblets of wine ) 

Now at the window wall I stand 
While in the street the armed band 
Tlic httle children slay 
The babe just bom in Bethlehem 
Will surely slaughtered be vvidi them 
Nor live another day 1 

(Here a voice of lamentation shall be 
heard in the street ) 

Rachael O wicked king I O cruel 
speed 1 

To do this most unrighteous deed ! 

My children alf arc slam 
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Herod Ho, seneschal ! another 
cup ! 

With wine of Sorek fill it up 1 
I would a bumper dram ! 

Rahab May maledictions fall and 
blast 

Thyself and lineage to the last 
Of all thy kith and kin I 

Herod Another goblet ' quick ! and 
stir 

Pomegranate juice and drops of mjarh 
And calamus therein ! 

Soldters [in the street) Give up thy 
child into our hands ! 

It is King Herod who commands 
That he should thus be slam I 
The Nurse Medusa O monstrous 
men 1 What have ye done 1 

It IS King Herod s only son 
That ye have cleft m twain I 
Hcivd Ah luckless day ! ^^^lat 
words of fear | 

Are those that smite upon mj ear i 
With such a doleful sound ! 

\\Tiat torments rack my heart and 
head 

Would I were dead 1 would I were 
dead 

And buned in the ground 1 

{He falls down and wnthes as though 
eaten by worms Hell opens, and 
Satan and Astaroth come forth 
and drag him down ) 


II JESUS AT PLAY WTTH HIS 
SCHOOLMATES 

fesus The shower is over Let us 
play, 

And make some sparrows out of cla\, 
Down bv the nver s side 
fudas See, how the stream has 
o\ erflowed 

Its banks and o er the meadow road 
Is spreading far and wide 1 

{They draw water out of ike river h\ 
channels and form little pools 
JKUS makes twelve sparrenos of 
clay, and the other boys do the 
same ) 

fesus LsyoL 1 look 1 how prettily I 
make •' 

These httle sparrows by the lake 
Bend down their necks and 
dnnk ' 


Now will I make them sing and soar 
So far, they shall return no more 
Unto this nver s bnnk. 

Judas That canst thou not 1 They 
arc but clay, 

TTiey cannot sing, nor flyaway 
Above the meadow Lands I 
Jesus Fly, fly! je sparrows! you 
are free ! 

And while jou live, remember me 
Who made you with my hands 

Jesus shall clap hts hands, ana 
the sparrows shall fly awa), chir- 
ruping ) 

Judas Thou art a sorcerer, I know. 
Oft has my mother told me so ' 

I will not play with thee 1 

{He r/r/ Air Jesus on the right side ) 

Jesus Ah, Judas 1 thou hast smote 
my side 

And when I shall be crucified. 

There shall I pierced be 1 

{Here J osEPit shall come in, and sajf ) 

Joseph Ye wicked boys I why do 
jeplay. 

And break the holy Sabbath day? 
What think j e w ill j our mothers say 
To sec you in such plight 1 
In such a sweat and such a heat. 

With all that mud upon a our feet ! 
There s not a beggar in the street 
Makes such a sorry sight 1 


VIII THE VILLAGE SCHOOL 

{The Rabbi Ben Israel, with a long 
beard, sitting on a high stool, vjiih 
a rod in hts hand ) 

Rabbi I am the Rabbi Ben Israel 
Throughout this village knowai full 
well. 

And as my scholars all will tell. 
Learned m things divine , 

The Cabala and Talmud hoar 
Than all the prophets pnze I more. 
For water is all Bible lore. 

But Mishna is strong wine 
My fame extends from West to East, 
And alvvaj s, at the Punm feast, 

I am as drunk as any beast. 

That wallows in his sty , 

The wane it so elateth me, 
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i Tlmi I no UifTcrcnce cnn see 

Bct\sct.n " ^ccur^cd Hoirnn Iw ' ' 
And " nicsscd be Mordccai 1 

Come hiilior, Judns Isc.iriot , 

Saj, if lln lesson tlioulnslgol 
rrom tliL Rabbimcnl Book or not 
W li) bowl tbc dogs il night ? 
ytid :j In the Ribbimcal Book, il 
snub 

Tlic dogs howl, when witli ic) breath 
Grc,il Mninnd, the \ngcl of Death 
Takes through the town his flight ! 
Ealbt Well, boj ' now saj, tf thou 
art w i^L 

1 \\ lien the Angel of Death, who is full 

' ofc\es, 

I Conics where a sick man d)ing lies, 
f WHiat doth he to the wight ? 

I Judas He Stands beside him, dark 

i and tall, 

[ Holding a sword from wliicli doth fall 
I Into hii mouth a drop of gall, 

1 And so he lurnctJi while 

Rath And now, nij Judas, say to 
me 

\\'hat the great Voices Four may be. 
Tint quite across the world do flee, 

, And are not heard by men ? 

1 Judas Tlic Voice of tlic bun in 
hcaiens dome, 

Tlie Voice of the Murmunng of Rome 
I The Voice of a Soul that goetli home. 
And the \ngcl of the Ram ! 
Rath Right arc tliiiic answers, 
j c\crv one ! 

Vow lutte Jesus the carpenter s son. 
Let us see how thj task is done, 

I Cansi thou thj letters say? 

Jesus Alcph 

Rath What next? Do not stop 
jet! 

Go on with all the alphabet. 

Come Alcph B-.th , dost thou forget’ 
Cock s soul 1 thou dst rather play ! 
Jesus What Alcph means I fain 
w ould know. 

Before I an) further go 1 

i Radh O, by Saint Peter , wouldst 
thou so ? 

Come hither, boy, to me. 

As surely as the letter Jod 
I Once cried aloud, and spake to God, 

! So surely shall thou feel this rod, 
i And punished shall thou be I 


[Here Raubi Bbv Israel shall lift 
up his rod to strike lisxss and hts 
ns^IU arm shall be paralysed ) 
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IX CROWNED tVITH FLOWERS 

(Jesus stihup among hts playmates 
00-0 tied suith flowers as thctrKtnip ) 

Do}s We spread our garments on 
the ground 1 

Wiib fragrant flowers thy head is 
crowned, 

While like a giuard we stand around, 
And bail thee as our King I 
Thou art the new King of the Jews ' 
Vor let the passers-bj refuse 
To bnng that homage which men 
use 

To majesty to bnng, 

[Here a traveller shall po by, and tki. 
boys shall lay hold of hts garments 
and say ) 

Do\s Come hither 1 and all rctcr- 
ence pay 

Unto our monarch, crowned to-day ' 
Then go rejoicing on your way, 

In all prospenty 1 

Traveller Had to tlic Kmg of 
Bethlehem, 

WTio wcarcth in his diadem 
Tlic yellow crocus for the gem 
Of his authonty 1 

(i% passes by, and others come tn, 
bearing on a litter a stek child ) 


Boys Set dowai tlic litter and draw 
near I 

Tile King of Bethlehem is here! 

Wdiat ails the child, who seems to 
fear 

That we shall do him harm ? 

The Bearers He climbed up to 
robin s nest. 

And out there darted, from his nest 

A serpent with a enmson crest 
And stung him in the arm 
Jesus Bnng him to me, and let me 
feel 

The wounded place , my touch can 
heal 

The sting of serpents, and can stc? 
The poison from the bite 1 

(He touches the •u.ound, and the boy 
begins to cry ) 

Cease to lament I I can foresee 

Tliat thou hereafter knoivn shall bo 

Among the men who follow me. 

As Simon the Canaanite I 
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FriLOCLE 

In the after part of the da\ 

Will be represented another pla\ , 
Of the Passion of our Blessed Lord 
Beginning direct!) after \oncs ! 

\t the close of which we shall 
accord 

B) wa) of benison and reward, 

The sight of a ho!) Mart)T s bones ' 


ThcroaJ to li trschan Pkincf IlFNKt 
and ELSIt, 'vith thetr utUiidants 
on horseback 

Elsie Onward and onward the high 
wa) runs to the distant cit), im 
patienth bearing 

Tidings of liuman jo) and di'oster of 
lo\c and of hate, of doing and 
daring ' 

Pnree Henr\ Tins life of ours is a 
wild xolian harp of manv a 
JO) ous strain 

But under them all there runs a loud 
perpetual wall, as of souls in 
pain 

Elsie Faith alone can interpat life 
and the heart that aches and 
bleeds with the siigina 

Of pain -done bears the likeness of 
Christ and can comprehend Us 
dark enigma. 

Pniice Ileniy ^tan is selfish and 
sceketh pleasure with litUc care 
of what ma) loctidc 

Lise why am 1 traaclhng here beside 
thee a demon that ndes ba an 
angel s side ? ’ 

-e/r/r All the hedges are white with 
dust and the great dog under 
the creaking wain 

Hangs his Inad in the laz) heat while 
onward the horses toil and 
strain 

Prince Henri ^ow the) stopat the 
va)’sideinn and the waggoner 

While wt of the dnppmg trough the 
horses distend their liSthern I 
sides with wuter 


Elsie Ml through life there arc iiU) - 
side inns where man ma) re- 
fresh his soul with lose , 

L\cn the lowest ma) quench his thirst 
at mulcts fed b) spnngs from 
above. 

Prtticc Hetiiv Yonder, where rises 
the cross of stone, our joiime) 
along the higliw a) ends 
And over the fields, b) a bndic path, 
dowTt into the broad green 
\aIL) descends 

Elsie I nil not som to leave behind 
the beaten road with its dust 
and heat , 

The air will be sweeter far, and the 
turf will lx. softer under our 
hor.es feet 

{ 77 ri tun daivn a green lane ) 

Elsie Sw cct IS the air with the bud 
dingbaws and thcvollc) stretch- 
ing for miles Ixi’ow 
Is white with blo'soming cherrv trees 
os if just covead with lightest 
snow 

Prince Hear) Over our heads a 
whitecascadeisglcamingngainst 
the distant lull , 

We cannot hear it, nor see it move, 
blit It hangs Idea bannerwhen 
winds art still 

Elsie Damp and cool is this deep 
ravine and cool tht sound of 
the brool b) our side ! 

What IS this castle that nscs above us, 
and lords it over a band so wade? 

Pni ee Henri It is the home of the 
Counts of Calva well liavc I 
1 nown these scenes of old 
Well I rcniemljcr each tower and 
turret, remember the brooklet, 
the wood and the wold 

Elsie Hark ! from the little village 
below us the bells of the church 
arc ringing for run 1 
Pnesis and peasants in long procession 
come forth and kneel on the 
and plain. 

Pnnee Hear) The) have not long 
to wait for I see in the south 
uprising n little cloud. 

That before the sun shall be set will 
I cover the sk) above us as with 

I a shroud 


^hey pass on ] 
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The Convent of Htrschau in the Black 
Forest The Convent cellar Frivr 
Claus comes in with a light and a 
basket of empty flagons 

Friar Claus I always enter this 
sacred place 

With 1 thoughtful, solemn, and re- 
\crent pace. 

Pausing long enough on each stair 
To breathe an ejaculatory prajer. 

And a benediction on the vines [wines' 
That produce these various sorts of 
For my part, I am well content 
That lie have got through with the 
tedious Lent ! 

Fasting is all very \sell for those [foes , 
Who have to contend with invisible 
But I am quite sure it does not agree 
With a quiet, peaceable man like me 
Who am not of that nervous and 
meagre kind [and mind 1 

That are nlwaj’S distressed in body 
And at times it really docs me good 
To come down among this brother- 
hood, 

Dwelling for ever under ground. 

Silent, contemplative, round and 
sound , 

Each one old, and brown with mould. 
But filled to the hps with the ardour 
of } outh, [truth. 

With the latent power and love of 
And with virtues fervent and manifold. 

I have heard it said, that at Easter-tidc, 
When buds are swelling on every side. 
And the sap begns to move in the vine. 
Then in all cellars, far and wide. 

The oldest, as well as the newest wine 
Begins to stir itself, and ferment 
With a kind of revolt and discontent 
At being so long in darkness pent. 

And fain would burst from its sombre 
tun 

To bask on the hillside in the sun , 

As in the bosom of us poor fhars. 

The tumult of half-subdued desires 
For the world that w e have left behind 
Disturbs at times all peace of mind 1 
And now that we have hved through 
My duty it is, as often before, [Lent, 
To open awhile the pnson door. 

And give these restless spuats venL 

Now here is a cask that stands alone. 
And has stood a hundred jears or 
more. 


! Its beard of cobwebs long and hoar. 
Trailing and sweeping along the floor. 
Like Barbarossa, who sits in his cave. 
Taciturn sombre, sedate, and grave 
Till his beard has grown through the 
table of stone 1 

I It IS of the quick and not of the dead ' 
In Its veins the blood is hot and red. 
And a heart still beats in those nbs of 
oak 

That time may have tamed, but has 
not broke 

itcomes from Bacharachon the Rhine, 
Is one of the three best kinds of wine 
And cost some hundred Ilonas the 
ohm , 

But that I do not consider dear. 

When I remember that every year 
Four butts are sent to the Pope of Rome 
And w liencver a goblet thereof I drain 
The old rhyme keeps runnmg m my 
brain 1 

At Bachanich on the Rhine, 

At Hochhtim on the Mam 
And Tt WOrzburg on the Stem, 

Grow the three best kJnds of wme * 

They are all good wanes and better far 
Than those of the Neckar, or those of 
the Ahr 

In paruciflarWQrzburgwell may boast 
Of Its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost, 
Which of all wines I like the most 
[ This I shall draw for the Abbot s 
dnnking 

Who seems to be much of my way of 
thinking 

(Fills a flagon ) 

Ah 1 how the streamlet laughs and 
sings 1 

What a delicious fragrance spnngs 
From the deep flagon while it Dlls, 

As of hyacinths and daffodils I 
Between this cask and the Abbot shps 
Many have been the sips and slips , 
Many have been the draughts of wine 
On their way to ills, that have stopped 
at mine , 

And many a time my soul has hankered 
For a deep draught out of his silver 
tankard. 

When it should have been busy with 
other affairs. 

Less with Its longngs and more with 
Its praj ers 

But now there Is no such awkward 
condition, [tion , 

No danger of death and eternal pcrdi- 
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So here s to the Abbot and Brothers all, 
^Vho dwell m this consent of Peter 
and Paul • 

{He drinks ) 

O cordial dehcious I O sootlier of pun 1 
It flashes like sunshine into my brain • 
A benison rest on the Bishop who 
sends 

Such a bidder of wane as this to his 
fnends I 

And now a flagon for such as may ask 
A draught from the noble Bacliarach 
cask, 

And I will be gone, though I know 
full well 

The cellars a cheerfuUer place than 
the cell 

Behold where he stands, all sound and 
good, 

Brown and old in his oaken hood , 
Silent he seems e.'ctemally 
As any Carthusian monk may be , 

But wathm, what a spirit of deep 
unrest I 

^Vhat a seething and simmering m 
his breast I 

M if the heaving of his great heart 
Would burst his belt of oak apart I 
^t me unloose this button of wood. 
And quiet a httle his turbulent mood 

{Sets U running ) 

&e 1 how Its currents gleam and shine, 
M If they had caught the purple hues 
Of autumn sunsets on the Rhine 
Descending and rmnglmg wath the 
ae^^s , 

Or as iX the grapes were stained wath 
the blood 

boy. who, some years 

crucified by the Tews 

Perdition upon those infidel Tews 
*^^cient towai of Bachirach 

With^“f^*°;™ us wane 
T Vuk li odour of Mnscadme! 

U^hout fi'r^, r Pa« 

bps to the 

{He drinks ) 


Here, now, is a \eiy inferior kind. 
Such as in any town jou may find. 
Such as one might imagine would suit 
The rascal who drank wane out of a 
boot 

And, after all, it was not a entne, 

For he won thereby Dorf Huffclsheira. 
\ jolly old toper ! who at a pull 
Cbuld dnnk a postilion s jack-boot full. 
And ask with a laugh, when that was 
done. 

If the fellow had left the other one ' 
This wane is as good as we can afford 
To the fnars, who sit at the lower 
board. 

And cannot distinguish bad from 
good. 

And are far better off than if tliej 
could. 

Being rather the rude disciples of beer 
Than of anything more refined and 
dear 1 

{Ft /Is ike other flagon and departs ) 

The Scriptorium Friar Pacificus 
transcribing and illuminating 

Fnar Paciflcus It is growang dark ! 
Yet one hne more, 
bnd then my w ork for to-daj is o er 
I come again to the name of the Lord ! 
Ere I that awful name record, 

^at is spoken so lightly among men. 
Let me pause awhile and wash my 
pen I 

Pure from blemish and blot must it be 
When It waates that word of mystery ! 

Thus ha\e I laboured on and on. 
Nearly through the Gospel of John. 
Can It be that from the lips 
Of this same gentle Evangelist 
That Chnst himscE perhaps has 
kassed, 

^me the dread Apocalypse ! 

It has a very awful look, [book, 
^ It stands there at tlie end of the 
Like the sun in an eclipse. 

Ah me 1 when I think of that vasion 
divine, 

T wanting it, hne by line, 

I ™ tenable curse. 

Like the trump of doom m the closing 
verse! 

God forgiTC me I if ever I 
1 ake aught from the book of that Pro- 
pheev, 
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Lest my pirt too should bo taken away , 
From the Book of Life on tlic Judg- I 
ment Day 

This IS well written, though I saj it I 
I should not be nfmd to display it. 

In open day on the selfsame shelf 
With the writings of St Thecla herself. 
Or of Theodosius who of old 
Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold 1 
That goodly folio standing jondcr. 
Without a single blot or blunder. 
Would not bear nwav the palm from 
mine, 

If weshould compare them line for line 

There, now, is an initial letter I 
Saint Uiric himself never made a 
better I 

Finished down to the leaf and the snail, 
Down to the eyes on the peacoclcs 
tail 1 


, And now, as I turn the volume over 
I And see what lies bctw’een cover and 
cover, 

Wliat treasures of art these pages held. 
All n-blare with crimson and,.gold, 
God forgive me 1 I seem to feel 
A certain satisfaction steal 
Into my licart, and into mj brain. 

As if mj talent had not lam 
Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain 
Yes, I might almost sav to the Lord, 
Here IS a copy of thy Word, 

Wntten out with much toil and pain , 
Take It, O Lord, and let it be 
As something I liave done for thee ! 

{We loohs from the imndov) ) 

How sweet the air is 1 How fair the 
scene 1 

I wash 1 had as lovely a green 
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To pamt my landscapes and m\ 
leaves I [cavcsl 

How the swallows twitter timkr tlic 
There, now . there is one in her nest , 

I can just catch a glimpse of her head 
and breast 

And will sketch her thu , in her quiet 
nook 

For the margin of mj Gospel booL 
{He makts a sketeh ) 

I can sec no more. Tlirough the \ allc) 
jondcr [thunder 

A shower IS passing , I hear the 
Mutter Its curses in the air 
The Devil s owai and onl> prajer I 
Tlie dusty road is browai with rain 
And, speeding on with might and 
main 

Hitherward ndcs a gallant tram 
Tlie) do not parlej thtv cannot wait 
But huiT) in at the convent gate 
kkTiat a fair Ladj I and beside her 
^Vhat a liandsomc, graceful, noble 
nder ' 

^w she gives him her hand to alight 
TTiO) ^\^U beg a shelter for the nigliu 
I wall go down to the corndor. 

And tr) to see that face once more , 

It will do for the face of some beautiful 
Saint, 

Or for one of the Manes I shall paint 
{Goes out ) 


{Lftfer Pkincf Henrv ) 

Pm rc Henry Qinst is arisen ! 

IHol Amen ! he is arisen 1 

llis peace be with jou ! 

Pnnee Hcnn Here it reigns 

for ever ' 

The peace of God that passeth under 
standing 

Reigns in these cloisters and these 
corridors 

\rc vou 1 mestus. Abbot of the con- 
vent ? 

1 am 

Pnnee Jlenn And I Pnnee Henr) 
of Holicnecki 

Who crave ) our liospitnlitv to night 

Atkot You arc thrice welcome to 
our humble vv alb 

You do us honour , and vve shall re- 
quite It, 

I fear, but poorly , entertaining yon 
With Paschal eggs, and our poor 
convent wane, 

Tlie remnants of our Hastcr holida}'s. 

Pnnee Hrrry How fares n with the 
hol^ monks of Hirscliau’ 

Arc all tilings w ell w ith them ? 

AHo' AH things nre well, 

Pnn'i Henry A noble convent 1 I 
have 1 nowai It long 
Bv the report of travellers. I now sec 
Their commendations lag behind the 
truth 

You he here m the valley of the Nn- 
gold 

As in a nest and the still river, gliding 
Along its Ixid, IS 111 c an admonition 
How all things pass Your lands nre 
rich and ample, 

\nd joiu revenues large. God's 
benediction 
Rests on jour convent 

Aitot Bv our chanties 

Wc stnve to merit it Our Lord and 
Master, 

When he departed, left us in his wall 
^ our best Icgacj on eanh the poor 1 
These vv c hav c alvvaj s vv ith us , had 
we not 

Our hearts w ould grow as hard as arc 
these stones 

Pnree Henry I f I remember nght, 
the Counts of Galva 
Founded jour convent. 

Abbot Even ns j ou say 

J nnce Hesiry And, if I err not, it is 
very old 
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The Cloisters The hmoei Ernesti 
paeiug to and fro 

Allot Slowlj slowly up the wall 
Meals the sunshine, steals die sliade 
evening damps begin to fall, 
Evening shadows are displaved 
Round me oernic cvcrjavherc, 

■WI the sky IS grand with clouds, 
^thvvnrt the evening air 

swallows homo in crowds 
l^i^Mh^ ^nshine from the west 
^nt the duskj wandows red 
Darker shadows deeper rest 

Underneath and overhead 

I^er daiLer and more wan 
shadows fall , 

Upw ard steab the life of man 
the ^nshinc from the walk 
From the wall into the si j 

f along the spire , 

^ftesoubof those that die 
Are but sunbeams hfted higher 
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Allot Within these cloisters he 
already buned 

, Twelve holy Abbots Underneath the 
[ flags 

On which wc stand, the Abbot 
William lies, 

Of blessed memory 
Pnvee Henry And whose tomb 

IS that, 

Winch bears the brass escutcheon ? 
Allot A benefactor's, 

f Conrad, a Count of CaUa, he who 
stood 

Godfather to our bells 
Prince Henry Your monks are 
learned 

And holy men, I trust 
Allot There are among them 
Learned and holy men Yet in this 
age 

We need another Hildebrand, to shake 
And punfy us like a mighty wind 
The world is wacked, and sometimes I 
wonder 

God does not lose his patience with it 
wholly, , 

And shatter It like glass 1 Even here, 
at times, 

Within these walls, where all should 
be at peace, 

I have my trials Time has laid his 
hand 

Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it. 
But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibra- 
tions 

Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Sackcloth, and in my breast a heavi- 
ness 

And weanness of life, that makes me 
ready 

To say to the dead Abbots under us, 

" Make room for me 1 Only I see 
the dusk 

Of evening twalight coming, and ha\c 
not 

Completed half my task , and so at 
bmes 

The thought of my shortcomings in 
this life 

Falls hkea shadow on the life to come. 
Pnnee Henry Wc must all die, and 
not the old alone , 

The young have no exemption from 
\ that doom 

Allot Ah, yes I the joung may die, 

E but the old must I 

5 That IS the difference 
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Prince Henry I have heard much 
hud 

Of } our transenbers Your Senpto- 
num 

Is famous among all , j our manu- 
scripts 

Praised for their beauty and their ex- 
cellence 

Allot Tliat IS indeed our boast 
If you desire it, 

You shall behold these treasures And 
meanwhile 

Shall the Rcfectoranus bestow 

Your horses and attendants for the 
night 

{They go in The Veeper-bell rings ) 


The Chapel Vespers after svhich the 
monks retire, a chorister leading an 
old monk who is Hind 

Pnnee Henry They arc all gone, 
save one who lingers. 

Absorbed in deep and silent praj er 
As if his heart could find no rest. 

At times he beats his heating breast 
With clenched and convulsive fingers, 
'Then lifts them trembling in the air 
A chonster, with golden hair. 

Guides hitherw'ard his heavy pace 
Can It be so ? Or does my sight 
Deceive mo in the uncertain iight ? 

Ah no 1 I recognize that face. 

Though Time has touched it in his 
flight, 

4nd changed the auburn hair to white 
It is Count Hugo of the Rhine, 

The deadliest foe of aU our race. 

And hateful unto me and mine 1 
The Blind Monk Wlio is it that 
doth stand so near 
His whispiered words I almost hear? 
Prince Henry I am Prince Henry 
of Hoheneck, 

And you. Count Hugo of the Rhine 1 
I know you, and I see the scar. 

The brand upon your forehead, shine 
And redden like a baleful star 1 

The Blind Monk Count Hugo 
once, but now the wreck 
Of what I was O Hoheneck 1 
The passionate will, the pndo, the 
wrath 

'That bore me headlong on my path. 
Stumbled and staggered into fear. 

And failed me in my mad career, 
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As a tired steed some e\nl door, 

Alone upon a desolate moor, 

Bewildered lost, deserted, blind, 

And heanng loud and close b'lnnd 
Tlie o crtalung steps of Ins pursuer 
Then suddenl} from the dark there ' 
came I 

A a Dice that called me b) mj name, j 
And said to me, "Kneel down and ' 
praa ' 

And so TO) terror passed awnj , 

Passed ntterlj aw a\ for c"cr 
Contrition penitence remorse. 

Came on me, with o uatlielming force , 
A hope, a longing an cndcaaour 
B} dajs of penance and nights of 
pra\ er j 

To frustrate and defeat despair ! I 

Calm, deep, and still is now mj heart, 
With tranquil waters oicrflowcrl , j 

A lake whose un'ccn fountains start ' 
Where once the hot \olcano glowed 
Andjou O pnnceof Hoheneck ! i 

Have kaiowai mo in that earlier time 
A man of \iolence and enme 
Whose passions brooked no curb nor 
check 

Behold me now m gentler mood. 

One of this hob brotherhood 
Gi\ e me s our hand here let me kneel , 
Make jour rcproaclics sharp as steel , 
Spurn me and smite me on each cheek , 
No aaolcncecan harm die meek 
There is no w ound Chnst cannot heal ' 
Yes, lift jour pnncelj hand nndualc 
Resenge if tis revenge jou seek , 
Then pardon mo, for Jesus sake ' 
Pnnee Henry Arise, Count Hugo ' 
let there be 

No further strife nor enrrulj 
^tw een us twain , w e both liav o erred ' 
Too rash in act too WTotli in word 
From jhe beginning have we stood 
In fierce defiant atutude, 

^ch thoughtless of the other’s nght 
^d each reliant on his might 

now our souls are more subdued , 
^e hand of God and not in v-ain 
Has touched us w ith the fire of pain 
^t us Imeel down, and side by side 
Fraj , till our souls are purified 
And pardon wall not be denied I 

( They kneel ) 


Gandtoltim cf "Monks 
Luciflr dt^pttsed 


The Reficlory 
at mtdm^ht 
as a 1 nar 


Trtar Paul (-w/CJ). 

A%x I C'lor cUn 
Duldn po u«, non amari, 

Tui nos inebnari 
I)j;;ncTis poicnna! 

Tntar Cutklerl Not so much noise, 
mj worths freres, 

You 11 disturb the \bbotathisprajers, 

J 

Trtar Paul {st! ^s) 

O * f;oam t hcens Jn colorc 5 
f } I quam Iraj^rtn'^ In <>dorc 1 
O t quin »^pidum in ore! 
i)u!cc Ijnpua; ’^iru;ulum ! 

Fnar Culh^crt I sbouW l!nnk vour 
tonc^xie Iiad brol cn its cliain 

J nar P ul 
J-c’ix \ctncr quem inirabls J 
1 clix qutvl ii4nbi5 t 

I rHx c5 quod lu In’abls* 
hi bbia ! 

r nar Culklert Peace • I saj , 
peace I 

\\ ill jou never cease 1 
\ou will rouse up the Abbot, 1 tdl 
JOU ngain ! 

TnurJoUr No danger ' to-night 
he will let us "lone, 

\s 1 happen to know he has guests 
of his own 

1 Tnur Cu'bbert WTio arc thej ’ 

T nar Jokt A German Pnnee and 
' his tram 

Who arriwcd here just before the rain. 
There iswith hima damsel fiirtosec 
As slender and graceful as a reed I 
When she alighted from her steed. 

It seemed like a blossom blown from n 
tree. 

Fncr Cuthhert None of j our pale- 
faced girb for me ! 

None of v our damsels of high degree ' 
Fncr yokn Come o’d fellow , dnnk 
down to vour peg ! 

But do not dnni anj farther, I beg 

Fnar Paul {sir^s) 

In the daj*s of cold, 

The daj's of old. 

Crosier of wood 
And bishop of jtold ' 

F nar Cuthhert WTiat an infernal 
. racket and not I 
Can j-ou not dnnk j our wine in quiet 1 
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\Vhj fill lhccon\cnt^^Ithsucll scandals, 
As if ^\e were so miny dninkcn Van- 
dals? 

Fnar Paul [con limits) 

Now wc h-wc changed 
Til'll hw olckh]. 

To crosier of^^old 
And bisiiop of w ood * 

Pnar Culhhert AVcll, then, since 
)ou arc in the mood 
To f;i\c jour noisj humours \ent. 

Sing and how 1 to } our heart s content ' 

Chorus of Monks 
rundc\irum fundc! 

T inquim sini flnminis undo., 

Ncr quTran unde 

Sed fundaa semper abundc ! 

Prior John What is the name of 
jonder fnar 

\Vith an eje that glows lil-ea coal of 
fire. 

And such a black mass of tangled hair? 

Prior Paid Ho who is sitting there. 
With a rollicking. 

Devil nn> care, 

Free and easy look and air. 

As if he were used to such feasting 
and frolicking? 

Pnar John The same 

Prior Paul He s a stranger You 
had Ixatcr ask his name. 

And where he is going, and whence he 
came. 

Pnar John Hallo ! Sir Fnar 1 

Fnar Paul You must ruse your 
\oicc a little higher. 

He docs not seem to hcarwhal you s.a\ 
Now, try again ! He is looking this 
way 

Pnar John Hallo I Sir Fnar 
Wc wash to inquire 
^Vhcncc you came, and where you arc 
going. 

And anything else that is worth the 
knowang. 

So be so good as to ^cn your head 

Lucifer I am a Frenchman bora 
and bred. 

Going on a pilgrimage to Rome. 

My home 

Is the convent of St. Gildas de Rhu>s, 
Of which, very like, you neter have 
heard 

Monks Never a word 1 

Luafer You must know, then, it 
is in the diocese 
Called the Diocese of Vannes, 
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In the protance of Bntlnny 
From the gray rocks of Morbihan 
j It otcrlooks the angry sea , 

The very sea-shore where. 

In his great despair. 

Abbot Abelard walked to and fro. 
Filling the niglit with woe, 

And wailing aloud to the merciless 
seas 

Tlic name of Ins sweet Heloisc ! 
Whilst overhead 

The convent wandows gleamed as red 
As the fiery ejes of the monks within. 
Who wath ;ovial dm 
Gave themselves up to all kinds of sin ! 
Ha! that is a convent! that is an 
abbey ! 

Over the doors, 

None of your death heads carved in 
wood. 

None of > our Saints looking pious and 
good, 

None of }our patriarchs old and 
• shabby , 

I But the heads and tusks of boars, 

\nd the cells 

Hung all round with the fell; 

Of the fallow deer 
I \nd then what cheer , 

' What ;olly fat friars, 

Sitting round the great, roaring fires, 
Roanng louder than thev. 

With their strong wines. 

And their concubines. 

And never a bell. 

With Its swagger and swell 
Calling )ou up with a start of alTnght 
In the dead of night, 

To send you grumbling down dark 
stairs. 

To mumble your prayers 
But the cheery crow 
Of cocks in the yard below. 

After daj break, an hour or so. 

And the barking of deep-mouthed 
hounds, 

These arc the sounds 
That, instead of bells, salute die ear 
And then all day 
Up and away 

Through the forest hunting the deer 1 
Ah my fnends 1 I m afraid that here 
You arc a little too pious, a htUe too 
tame. 

And the more is the shame 
’Tis the greatest folly 
Not to be jolly , 

Thats what I think ! 



Come dnnk, dnnk, 

Dnnk, and die game 1 

Monks i^nd jour Abbot \\niats-his- 
name? 

Lncifer Abelard 1 
Monks Did he dnnk hard i 
Luctfer O no 1 Not he 1 
He UTS a drj old fcllou, 

Withoutjuice enough to get thoroughly 
mellow 

There he stood, 

Lowenng at us in sullen mood 
As if he had come into Bntlany 
Just to reform our brotherhood ! 

[A roa> of laughitr ) 

But you see 

It never would do 1 

For some of us knew a thing or two. 

In the “Vbbey of St Gildas de Rhuys 1 
For instance, the great ado 
With old Fulbert s niece 
The j oung and lovely Heloise 
Friar John Stop there, if jou please. 
Till we dnnk to the fair Heloise. 

All [drinking and shouting 
Heloise 1 Heloise 1 

[The Chanel bell tolls ) 

Liiafer [starting] WHiat is that 
bell for? Are vou such asses 
As to keep up the fashion of midnight 
masses? 

Friar Ciithbcrt It is only a poor 
unfortunate brother. 

Who IS gifted with most miraculous 
power" 

Of getung up at all sorts of hours 
And, by way of penance and Christian 
meekness. 

Of creeping silently out of his cell 
To take a pull at that hideous beU, 

So that all the monks w ho are Ijang 
awake 

May murmur some land of prayer for 
his sake, 

And adapted to his peculiar weakness 1 
Fnar John From frailty and fall— 
All Good Lord, deliver ns all 1 
Fnar Cuthbert And before the bell 
for matins sounds, 

He takes his lantern, and goes the 
rounds 

flashuig It into our sleepy eyes. 
Merely to say it is tune to arise. 

But enough of that. Go on, if you 

With your rtory about St 


Liiafcr W’'ell, It finally came to pass 
That, half in fun and h^ m mahee. 
One Sunday at Mass 
Wc put some poison into the chalice. 
But either by accident or design, 

Peter Abelard kept aw ay 
From the chapel that day 
And apoor young fnar vvhoinhisstead 
Drank the sacramental vvme, 

Fell or the steps of the altar dead ! 
But look ' do you see at the windovr 
there 

That face, wath a look of gnef and 
despair. 

That ghastlv face as of one in pam ? 
Monks \Vho? where? 

Lticifer As I spoke, itv anished away 
again 

Fnar Cuthbert It is that nefanous 
Sicbald the Refcctortnus 
That fellow IS alway s play ing the scout, 
Creeping and peeping and provvhng 
about , 

And then he regales 
The Abbot with scandalous talcs. 
Lnctfcr A spy m the convent? One 
of the brothers 

Telling scandalous talcs of the others ? 
Out upon him, the lazy loon 1 
I would put a stop to that pretty soon, 
In a way he should rue it 
Monks How shall we do it ? 
Lucifer Do you, brother Paul, 
Creep under the wmdow, close to the 
wall. 

And open it suddenly when I call 
Then seize the villain by the hair, 

^nd hold him there, 

And pumsh him soundly, once for all 
Fnar Cuthbert As bt Dunstan of 
old. 

We are told, 

Once caught the Devil by the nose 1 
Lucifer Ha 1 ha I that story is very 
clev er, 

But has no foundabon whatMevm 
Quick 1 for I see his face again 
Glaring in at the window-pane , 

Now 1 now 1 and do not spare your 
blows 

(Friar Paul, opens the imndcnu sud- 
denly and seizes Siebald They 
beat him ) 

Fnar Siebald Help 1 help 1 are you 
going to sl^ me ? 

Fnar Paul That will teach you 
again to betray me 1 
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Friar Subaid Mercy * mercy ! 
Friar Paul [slwuliug and beating 

Rumiwi bcllorum Inruni, 

^ im confer mnorum 
Morum \crorum rorum 
1 u plena polorum I 

Lucifer WTio Stands in the doorway 
jonder, 

felrclclimp out his trembling hand, 
Jiisl ns Abelard used to stand, 

Tlic flash of his keen blaek C}cs 
1 orerunning the thunder? 

fhe MonJis tin corfustoii) The 
Abbot 1 tnc Abbot ! 
ritiir Cuihbert And what is the 
wonder ' 

He seems to have taken }OU bysur- 
pnse 

Friar rravcis Hidctliogrcatflagon 
Trom the ejes of the dragon 1 
Fr arCuthleri PullthcbrOwaihood 
over jour face I 

This will bring us into disgrace ! 

Abbot ^^’hat means this rcecl and 
carouse? 

Is this a ta\em and dnnking-house? 
Arc jou Cliristian monks, or heathen 
dctils. 

To pollute this content widi jour 
re\ els ? 

Were Piter Damian still upon earth 
To be shocked by such ungodly mirth. 
He would waatc your names, with pen 
of gall. 

In his Book of Gomorrah, one and all I 
Away , y ou dninknrds 1 to y our cells. 
And pray bll j ou hear the matin bells , 
You, Drothcrrrancis,and you. Brother 
Pauli 

And as a penance mark each prayer 
With the scourge upon your shoulders 
bare. 

Nothing atones for such a sin 
But the blood that follow sthodisciplmc. 
And you. Brother Cuthbert, come with 
me 

Alone into the saensty , 

You, who should be a guide to your 
brothers 

And arc ten umes worse than all the 
others. 

For you 1 \ c a draught that has long 
been brew mg 

Voushalldoapenancc worth tliedomg! 
Aw ay to y our prayers, then, one and 
nU ' 

I wonder the very convent wall [fall 1 
Docs not crumble and crush you in its 
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The net fthourm^ Nunnery The Ab- 
bess IRMINGARD Sitting IO/Z/iELSIE 
ttt the moonlight 

fnniigard The night is silent, the 
wind is still. 

The moon is looking from yonder hill 
Down upon convent, and grovai, and 
garden , 

The clouds have passed away from her 
face. 

Leaving bclund them no sorrowful 
trace. 

Only the tender and quiet grace 
Of one, whose heart has been healed 
with pardon 1 

And such am I My soul wathin 
Was dark w ith passion and soiled with 
sin 

But now its wounds arc healed again , 
Gone are the anguish, the terror, and 
pain , 

For across that desolate land of woe, 

0 cr w hose burning sands I was forced 

to go, 

A w md from heaven began to blow , 
And all my being trembled and shook, 
As the ]ea\ cs of the tree, or the grass 
of the field. 

And I was healed, as the sick arc 
healed, 

WTicn fanned by the leaves of the 
Holy Book 

As thou sittest in the moonlight there, 
Its glory flooding thy golden hair. 

And the only darkness that which lies 
In the haunted chambers of thine eyes, 

1 feel my soul drawai unto thee. 
Strangely, and strongly, and more and 

more. 

As to one I have knowai and loved 
before , 

For every soul is akin to me 
That dwells in the land of mystery 1 
1 im the Eady Iimingard, 

Bom of a noble race and name 1 
Many a vvandcnng Siiabian bard. 
Whose life was di^iy, and bleak, and 
hard. 

Has found through me the vv-ay to 
fame 

Brief and bnght were those days, and 
the night 

Which followed was full of a lund 
light 
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I^^c, thnt of c^en «onnti •; heart 
^ ill have Ihe vvho'c and not a inrt 
That IS to her, in Nature ■> pi in 
nlon, than ambition l. to ni in 
Her light her life her ven b eath 
^ itli no altcmalive but death 
round me a maiden soft and voung, 
lust from the convents cloistered 
school 

And seated on mv lovlv stool 
Attentive while the minstrels sung 

Gallant graceful gentle tall, 

"oWest best of all 
as \\ alter of the Vo„chveid 

^till I think of him with pride ' 

Ine verv birds sang m his rhvme 
The sunshine th. delicious a r ’ 

Ind 1°^ "sre 

Q 1 grc\ rcsili^q 'IS j .i 

R^tlessandbuojantas ibird 

O or^l ‘^'"Tcnts sailin'- 

in blomu 

And diroiUi tie momentary gloom 


Of •‘hade s o er the land'csipo trailing 
^le’dlll ' and bom' I Ineiv not where, 
I’ui ft! hug res t inco unavailing 

d ihir nimo im 1 and apart, 

\rd inoa bv neculent than choice, 

1 hsten'ai to that single voice 
I Lull! tl I ehaniiars of ni) heart 
\\ ere filled with it In night and dav 
One iiight — it was a night m M.aj, — 
u itlim the 'ardi n, unawares 
Gilder thi 1 his anis in the rlooni, 

I heard it utter iin own name 
I u ith protcstatien* mid wild prajers 
\nd It -ang through me nnd became 
vv'i 1'*“ ttrehangcls trump of doom, 

I vMiteh thc*oiiI hears and musvobc) , 
and nunc iro c as from atom’) 

J Ma fonner lift now seemed to me 
Nich as here-afier dt ath mav be, 

\\ hen In the great Ctcmit> 

\v e s' all aw il c and find it dav 
It vvas a dream and would not stav , 

\ dream that tii a single night 
1 adtd and vrtnuhed out of sight 
an father s anger followed fast 
i Ins passion ns a freshening blast 
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Seeks out and fans the fire, \^ hose rage 
It ma\ increase, but not assuage. 

And he e\clainied "No wandenng 
bard 

Shall w in thy hand, O Innmgard 1 
For whioh Prince Hour} 6f Hohoneck 
By messenger and letter sues " 

Gentlj , but firmly, I replied 
" Heniy' of Hohcneck I discard I 
Neicr the hand of Imiingard 
Shall he in his as the hand of a bndc • ’ 
This said I, Waller, for thy sake , 
This said I, for I could not choose 
After a pause mj father spake 
In that cold and deliberate tone 
Which turns the hearer into stone. 
And seems itself the act to be 
That follows with such dread cer 
taintv , 

" This, or the cloister and the veil 1 
No other words than these he said. 
But they were like a funeral wail , 

M) life was ended, mj heart was dead 

That night from the castle gate w ent 
dow n. 

With silent, slow, and stealtht pace. 
Two sliadows, mounted on shadowy 
steeds. 

Taking the ntirrow path that loads 
Into the forest dense and brown 
In the leafy darkness of tlie place. 

One could not distinguish form nor 
face. 

Only a bhlk w ithout a shape, 

A darker shadow in the shade , 

One scarce could say it mo\ed or 
stayed 

Thus It was we made our escape I 
A foaming brook, wath man> a bound. 
Followed us like a playful hound , 
Then leaped before us, and in the 
hollow 

Paused, and w aitcd for us to follow. 
And seemed impatient, and afraid 
That our tardy flight should be be- 
trayed [made 

By the sound our horses hoof-beats 
And when w c reached the plain below. 
We paused a moment and drew rein 
To look back at the castle again , 

And we saw the windows all aglow 
With lights, that were passing to and 
fro 

Our hcartstvith terror ceased to beat , 
The brook crept silent to our feet , 

We knew what most we feared to know 
Then suddenly horns began to blow , 
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And w c heard a shout, and a heavy 
tramp. 

And our horses snorted in the damp 
Night-air of the meadows green and 
wide. 

And in a moment, side by side. 

So close, they must have seemed but 
one. 

Tile shadows across the moonlight 
run. 

And another came and swept behind. 
Like the shadow of clouds before the 
wand 1 

How I remember that breathless flight 
Across the moors, in the summer 
night 1 

How under our feet the long, white 
road 

Backward like a mcr flowed. 

Sweeping wath it fences and hedges, 
WTiilst farther awav, and overhead, 

I Paler than I, with fear and dread, 

I The moon fled wath us as wc fled 
1 Along the forest s jagged edges 1 

All this I can remember well , 

But of what afterwards befell 
I nothing further can recall 
Than a bhnd, desperate, headlong 
fall. 

The rest is a blank and darkness alL 
Wlien I awoke out of this swoon. 

The sun was shining, not the moon. 
Making a cross upon the wall 
With the bars of myynndows narrow 
and tall , 

And I prayed to it, ns I had been wont 
to pray. 

From early childhood, day by da) , 
Each morning as in bed I lay 1 
I was lying again in my own room I 
And I thanked God, in my fever and 
pain. 

That those shadows on the midnight 
plain 

Were gone, and could not comeagain 1 
I struggled no longer with my doom 1 

Tins happened many) cars ago 
I left my fathers home to come 
Like Catherine to her martyrdom, 
for blindly I esteemed it so 
And when I heard the com ent door 
Behind me close, to ope no more, 

I felt It smite me like a blow 
Through all my limbs a shudder ran. 
And on my bruised spint fell 
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The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night air on a \\ounded man, 
Giving intolerable pain 

But now a better life began. 

1 felt the agony decrease 
By slow degrees then wholly cease, 
Ending in perfect rest and picace 1 
It was not apathy, nor dulness. 

That weighed and pressed upon my 
brain, 

But the same passion I had given 
To earth before, now turned to heaven 
With all Its ov’crflowing fulness 

Alas 1 the world is full of pcnl I 
The path that runs through the fairest 
meads. 

On the sunniest side of the \ alley leads 
Into a region bleak and stenie ! 

Alike in the high bom and the lowly, 
^e will IS feeble and passion strong 
We cannot sever right from wrong 
^me falsehood mingles with all truth , 
Nor IS It strange the heart of jouth 
Should waver and comprehend but 
slowly 

The things that arc holy and unholy 
But m this sacred calm retreat 
We are aU weU and safely shielded 
rrom winds that blow, and waves that 
beat, 

^^TOld, and ram, and blighbng 

To which the strongest hearts have 
> lelded 

H«e vv e stand as the Wrgins Sev cn 
Onr n celestial bridegroom yearning , 

Wun T everburning. 

W ith a stead) and unwavering flame 
Pomting upward for ever the^samr 
Steadily upward toward the heaven I 

hidden behind a cloud , 
Ihc room, 

^d thy deep eyes amid the gloom 
Je" els in a shroud. ^ 

On he leavK IS a sound offalhngram 
A bird awakened in Its nest, ’ 
Gives a faint twitter of unrest 
Then ^ooths its plumes and sleeps 

^ othe“r sounds than these I hear 
Thou T must be near 

•>>' la,. 

Of tiding many a dusty leaeue 

gently to t^y slmter 

Me so many cares cncumb^ ’ 


So many ghosts, and forms of fnght. 
Have started from their gfaves to- 
night. 

They have driven sleep from mine 
cy es aw ay 

I will go down to the chapel and pray 


A covered bridge at Lveeme 

Pnnee Henry God s blessing on the 
architects vv ho build 

Tlie bndges o cr swaft riversand abysses 
Before impass.ablc to human feet. 

No less than on the builders of 
cathedrals, 

Whosemassivewallsare bridges throvvTi 
across 

The dark and temble "Ibyss of Death 
Well has the name of Ponufex been 
given 

Unto the Church’s head, as the chief 
builder 

And architect of the invasiblc bndgo 
That leads from earth to heaven. 

Elite How dark It grows ! 

MTiat arc these painungs on the walls 
around us ? 

PnneeHenry The Dance Macaber 

Elsie What? 

PnneeHenry The Dance of Death! 
All that go to and fromustlookuponit, 
hfindful of what they shall be, while 
beneath. 

Among the w ooden piles, the turbulent 
nver 

Rushes, impetuous as the nver of hfe 
With dimpling eddies, ever green and 
bnght, 

oave where the shadow of this bridge 
falls on It. 

Ehie O yes I I sec it now I 
Prince Henry Tlie gnm musician 
Deads all men through the mares of 
that dance. 

To different sounds m different mea- 
sures niovang , 

Sometimes he plays a lute, sometimes 
a drum, 

To tempt or temfy 
.CArc \\Tint is this picture ? 

Pnnee Henry It is a young man 
singing to a nun, 

Who kneels at her devoUons, but in 
kneelmg 
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Turns round to look nt luni, and 
Death Inean^\llilc, 

Is putting out tli^ candles on the altar! 
Lhte Ah, what a pit> 'tis iliatshc 
should listen 

Unto such songs, when in her orisons 
She might have heard in beaten the 
nngels singing 1 

Prince Ham Here he has stolen a 
jester s cap and bells, 

And dances with the Queen 
Elsie A foolish test ! 

Prince Hctir^ And hen. the heart 
of the new wedded wife. 
Coming from church with her bcloicd 
lord 

He startles with the rattle of his drum 
Elsie Ah, that is sad ! And jet 


perhaps 'tis best 
Tliat she should die, with all the sun- 
shine on her, [mg, 

And all the benedictions of the niorn- 
Ik-fore this affluence of golden light 
Shall fade into a cold and clouded 
prat, 

riicn into darkness ! 

Pnnee Hairy U ndcr it is wntten 

“ Nothing but death shall separate 
thee and me 1 ' 

Elsie And w hat is this, that follow s 
close upon it? 

Pnnee Henry Death, playing on a 
dulcimer Behind him, 

A poor old woman, \ itli a rosary, 
Follows the sound, and seems to wish 
her feet 

Were swifter to oertake him Undcr- 
nc.ath, 

The inscnption reads, “Better is 
Death than Life " 

Elsie Better is Death than Life 1 
Ah jes 1 to thousands 
Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 
That song of consolation, till the air 
Rings with It and they cannot choose 
but follow 

Wliithcr he leads And not the old 
alone, 

But the young also hear it, and arc still 

Pnnee Henry Yes in their sadder 
moments 'Tis the sound 
Of their own hearts they hear, half 
full of tears, 

Whicli arc like crystal cups, half filled 
with water, 

a onding to the pressure of a finger 
music sweet and low and melan- 
choly 
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Let us go foiANard, and no longer stay 
In this great picture-gallery of Death 1 
I hale It 1 ay, the \cry thought of it 1 
Elste W hj IS it hateful to vou ? 
Pnnu Henry For the reason 
That hfe, and all that speaks of life, 
IS lovely, 

And death, and all that speaks of 
death, IS hateful 

Elsie Die grate itself is but a 
cotcred bndge 

I.xading from light to light, through a 
bnef darkness 1 

Prince Henry [anerting from the 
bndge) I brcatlic again more 
freclj I Ah, how pleasant 
To come once more into tlic light of 
day. 

Out of that shadow of death 1 To hetf 
again 

The hoof beats of our horses on firm 
ground, 

\nd not upon those hollow planks, 
resounding 

With a sepulchral echo like the clods 
On coffins m a churchyard 1 Yonder 
lies 

The Dakc of the Four Forest-Towns, 
apparelled 

In light, and hngcnng, like a village 
maiden, 

Hid in the bosom of her native moun- 
tains, 

Then pounngall her life into another s, 
Changing her name and being 1 Over- 
head, 

Shaking his cloudy tresses loose in air. 
Rises Pilatus, wath his windy pines 

( They pass on ) 

The Devil's Bridge Prince Henry 
and El-Sir crossing, withattendanis 

Guide lliis bndge is called the 
Devils Bndge 

With a single arch, from ndge to ndge, 
It leaps aeross the temble chasm 
Yawoiing beneath us, black and deep. 

As if, in some convulsive spasm. 

The summits of the lulls had cracked, 
And made a road for the cataract. 

That raies and rages down the steep I 
Luafer {under the bridge) Ha I ha I 
Guide Never any bndge but this 
Could stand across the ivild abyss , 

All the rest, of wood or stone, 

By the Devil s hand were overthrown 
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He toppled crtgs from the precipice, 
And whalsoe er was built by day 
In the night was swept away , 

None could stand but this alone. 
Lucifer {under the bridge) Ha ! ha ' 
Guide 1 showed jou in the \ alley a 
boulder 

Marbed wath the impnnt of his shoul- 
der , 

As he w as bearing it up this way , 

A peasant passing, cned ‘Hcrrjd!’ 
And the Dcial dropped it in hisfnght, 
And \anished suddenly out of sight ! 
Lucifer (under the bridge ) Ha ! ha I 
Guide Abbot Giraldus of Einstcdel, 
For pilgrims on their w ay to Rome, 
Built this at last, with a single arch, 
Under which, on its endless march. 
Runs the river, white with foam 
Like a thread through the eye of a 
needle 

And the Devil promised to let it stand, 
Under compact and condition 
That the first h\ang thing which 
crossed 

Should be surrendered into his hand. 
And be beyond redemption lost 
Lvaftr (under the bridge) Ha ! ha 1 
perdition ! 

Guide At length the bridge being 
all completed. 

The Abbot standing at its head. 
Threw across it a loaf of bread, 

Which a hungry dog sprang after 
And the rocks re-cchoed with picals of 
laughter 

To see the Deiil thus defeated 1 
^ They pass on ) 

Lucifer (under the bridge) Ha I ha ! 
defeated ' 

r or journeys and for enmes like this 
I let the bndge stand o er the abyss I 


The St Gothard Pass 

Prince Henry This is the highest 
poinL Two ways the mers 
Leap down to different seas and as 
they roll 

Grow deep and still, and their maicstic 
presence 

^omes a benefacuon to the towais 
they '^^^‘^"tuidenng silently among 

Like jiatnarchs old among their 
shining tents 


Elsie How bleak and bare n isl 
Nothing but mosses 
Grow on these rocks 
Rnnce Henry Yet are they 

not forgotten , 

Beneficent Nature sends the mists to 
feed them 

Elsu See yonder little cloud, that, 
borne aloft 

So tenderly by ’the tvind, floats fast 
ai ny 

Over the snowa peaks 1 It seems to me 
The body of St Cathenne, borne by 
angels I 

Pnnee Henry Thou art SL 
Cathenne and mi isible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and pre- 
cipices, 

I>cst thou shouldsl dash thy feet 
against a stone I 

Elsie Would I were borne unto my 
graie as she was. 

Upon angelic shoulders 1 on now 
I seem uplifted by them, light as air ! 
What sound is that 
Pnnee Henry The tumbling ava- 
lanches ! 

Elsie How awful, yet how beauti- 
ful 1 

Pnnee Henn' These are 

Tile voices of the mountains ! Thus 
they ope 

Their snowy lips, and spicak unto each 
other, 

In the pnmeial language, lost to man 
Elsie What land IS this that spreads 
Itself beneath us? 

Pnnee Henry Italy I Italy 1 
P Isie Land of the Madonna ! 

How beautiful it is 1 It seems a garden 
Of Paradise ! 

Pnnee Henry Nav, of Gcthscmanc 
To thee and me, of passion and of 
prayer 1 

Yet once of Paradise Long y ears ago 
1 wandered as a youth among its 
bow ers. 

And never from my heart has faded 
quite [sunset. 

Its memory, that, like a summer 
Encircles w ith a nng of purple light 
All the horizon of my youth 

Guiac O fnends 1 

The days are short, the way before us 
long , [reach 

We must not linger, if we think to 
The inn at Belinzona before vespers 1 
(They pass on ) 

428 


THE GOLDEN LEGEND 


The soles of my feet are as hard and 
Ai the foot of the Alps A halt under tanned 

the trees at noon ^ the conscience of old Pope Hilde- 

Pnnee Henry Here let ns pause a rj., . t, j 

moment in the trembhni ^ ^ the n^ves 

Shadow^and sunshine of the roadside Sj ^ long I bS 

thisdehcous 2 nf a? mght Ucf I'ogin^ m Lm 
Our fleeter steeds haie distanced our Such aTu'llySiy ,n country inns, 
They lag behind us nith a slower ^ 

itr,. ,. 1 ,1 j xt. Such a belter skelter of praters and 

We will await them under the green j ' 

nr .T, 11 .1 u j Of all the contniances of the time 

^ * plf^ "* ^ ^ broadcast the seeds of 

^hauiTch'^ ‘ There so pleasing to me and 

Sweat wiA this canter o\er bill and a pilgrimage to some for off shnne! 

ci.xv.,4 £ 11 1 j 1 X xt. i.„ Prince Henry If from the outward 

Stand ^ill, and let these overhanging we judge the inner 

An^ ot^onlinnee ic o-nrllinpcc T 


t*,.* . j J /• _» *1. -And cleanliness is godliness, I fear 

Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee ^ hopeless reprobate, a hardened 


with shade I 


Elsie Wliat a delightful landscape yI^st be that Carmelite now passing 
spreads before us, near 


Marked mth a whitewashed cott-igc 
here and there ! 


Lvetfer There is mj German Pnnee 


And, m luvunant garlands drooping Thus far on’his joumei to Salem, 


o cr us, 

Blossoms of grape-vmes scent the 
sunny air 

Pnnee Henry Hark ' What sivcet 


And tlie loiesick girl, whose heated 
brain. 

Is sow ing the cloud to reap the run 
But It s a long road that has no turn I 


sounds are those, whose nccents j^t them quieilv hold their waj , 
boly I ha\e also apart m the play 

Fill the warm noon with music Sxad But first I must act to my heart scon- 


and sweet ! 

Isie It IS a band of pilgrims 
moving slowly , [feet 


This mummery and this memment 
And drive this motley flock of sheep 


On their long journey, with uncot ered Bie fold where drink and sleep 

Pilgnnu (chanting the Hymn of St me to 

litldcoeri ) 

ar. , , 


Ptlgnms (chanting the Hymn of Si 
Htldebert ) 

"rt" itnqiillia, To sce th^e beggars hobble along 

Cujus faber auctor lucis IjAnicd and mpjrncd, nnu led upon 

Cujus porta: U^um crucis, cblfF 

8 u“Ju“l Chantingtheir wonderful piff andpaff, 

Cujus muri lapis \ 09 , .And, to m'lJi.e up for not unaerstand 

CujUS CUStOS Ilex fcstvvus I jj^g song, 

LucHer(asarriartntheprocession) Singing it fiercely, and wald, and 


Lncftr (as a Priar in the procession) Singing u nerceiy, luu »iiu, xxxxxx 

Here am I, too, m the pious strong! „ ^ 

Band, Were it not for roy magic garters and 

In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite staff, „'|np T 

Pressed 1 tbe goblets of goodly wine i 
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And the mischief I rankc in the idle 
throng, 

I should not continue the business 
long 

Pilgrims (clttiiiliii^) 
lnb\curbc lux 
Vcr rctcmum pnt pcrennis , 

In hftc oflor implcns crclns 
In hac scmilcr fcsium niclo5 ! 


To \ralk with httlc children, sour own 
ssnll 

Ilnd cniight "i childish nttiiude from 
thtirs, 

A kind of stooping in its form md gmt 

And could no longer stind erect and 
stnight 

\\ hcncc come ) on now ? 

1 1 tar Ciilhtt r* I roin the old 


Pnnee Henrv Do i ou ol)scr\ e tint 
monk among the tram, 

WTio pours from liis gre it throat the 
roanng bass, 

As a cathedral spout pours out the 
nun. 

And this way turns his rubicund 
round face ? 

Elste It is the same who, on the 
Strasburg s([uare, 

Preached to the people in the open air 
Priiire Hear) And lie has crossed 
o cr mountain field and fell. 

On that good steed that seems to 
bear him well 

The hacknej of the Pnars of Orders 
Gra> 

His own stout legs ! He, too, w as in 
the pla) , 

Both as King Herod and Ben Israel 
Good morrow Friar ! 

Fnar Cuthbeti Good morrow, 
noble sir I 

Pnnee Henr\ I speak in German, 
for unless I err, 

You are a Gennan 
Fnar Lnthbcrt I cannot gamsaj 

)OU 

But by what instinct, or what secret 
sign, 

MceUng me here, do )ou straiglitwai 
dninc 

That northward of the Alps mj 
country lies ? 

Pnnee Henry Your accent, like St, 
Peters, would bclraj jou. 

Did not >our yellow beard and jour 
blue eyes 

Moreoier, we have seen your face be- 
fore. 

And heard jou preachat the cathedral 
door 


On Easter Sunday, in the Strasl 
square. 

We were among the crowd 
gathered there. 

And saw joii play the Rabbi ■ 
great skill. 

As if, by leamng o'er so many j ej 


monaeterv 

Of Hiricliaii, in the forest , being sent 
Upon a pilgrimage to Bemwent, 

I o see the image of the \ irgin Maty , 
That moves its holy ejes and some 
times speaKs, 

And lets the piteous tears run down 
Its chctl s. 

To touch the hearts of the impenitent. 
Pnnee Henn O had I faith, as in 
the days gone bj. 

That knew no doubt, and feared wo 
mjstcry 1 

Lnetfer (at a distance) Ho, Cutli 
bert ' I nar Cutlibert ' 

Fna) Cnthbert Farewell Pnnee 1 
1 cannot stay to argue and convince 
Pnnee lienry Jins is Indeed the 
I bh ssed Marj s land, 

\1rgin and Mother of our dear Re- 
deem, r I 

All hearts are touched and softened at 
her name , 

Alike the bandit, with the bloodj 
hand. 

Flic pnest, the pnnee, tlic scholar, and 
the peasant 

Die man of de-cds, the visionary 
dreamer. 

Pay homage to her as one ever pre- 
sent 1 

And even as children, who have much 
offended 

A too indulgent father, in great shame. 
Penitent and jet not danng un- 
attended 

To go into his presence at the gate 
Speak With their sister, and contiding 
wait 

Till she goes in before and intercedes , 
So men repcniiiig of their evil deeds 
And yet not ventunng rashly to draw 
near 

With their requests an angry Father s 
car, 

Offer to her their prayers and their 
confession 

And she for them in heaven makes in- 
tercession. 
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II Padnvif Tlic wind upon our 
quorlLT lies, 

And on before the frcshcninp pn'- 1 
That fills the snow-white hteen *ail j 
Swiftlj our lic.Iit fchiccn flics i 

Around the billows burst and foam , j 
The) lift her o er the sunl cn roe! , 

Tlic) beat her sides with man) ashoi.k 
And then upon their flowing donit. 
Tlic)’ poi'c her like a wtaihcrcocl 1 
Between us and the wi_,tcm skies 
The hills of Corsica ans- , 

Eastward in )ondLr long, Inue line ' 
The summits of the \p' iinine j 

And southward, and still far awa\, j 
Salerno on its stimi) b,a\ ' 

Vou cannot see it, wb' re it 1 I 

Pnnee HcJ n Ah would tliat ncier I 
more mine c\es 

Mipht see Its towers b) niplit o'da) ! J 
Lhu Behind us dark ind awfulb , ' 
There comes a cloud 0 It of the '■ca, ' 

Tint bears tin. form of u hunted tie* r 
With hidi, of bruwTi and hoofs of bl teJ 
And antlers laid upon its Incl 
And fleeing fast and wild with fear 
As if the hounds were on its trad 1 
Pnnee llerr) l.o' while we gizc 
It breaks and falls 
In sliapielcss masses like die walls 
Of a burnt at) Bwiad and red 
The fires of the descending sun 
Glare through die w indows and o er 
head. 

Athwart the \-apours dense and dun, 
Long shafts of sihcr) light aase. 

Like rafters that support tl c skies ! 
P/jie See I from its summit the 
lund lenn 

Flashes downward waihout warning. 

As Lucifer son of the morning. 

Fell from the battlLmcnts of heasen ' 

// Padrone I must entreat )ou, 
fnends, below ! 

■nie angr) storm begins to blo\ 

For the weather cliangts with the 
moon 

^1 this morning until noon 
We had baflhng winds and sudden 
flaws 


Struck the sea widi their cat s paws 
Onl) a litde hour ago 
I was whistling to Saint Antonio 
fo fill our sad 
And instwd of a breeze he has sen 
gale 


T>.ast night I raw S,aint Elmos stars, 
\\ith their glimm'T ng lanterns all at 
p]a> 

On the toji^ of the masts and the tips 
of the f(wrs 

And I knew iiC Slip I’d lac foul 
wrathe- tf)-<la\ 

CtieerU m) b'nrti'" 1 jo hcaicho' 
I’rail up tl e nvatn^ail and let her j o 
\s the winds will and bt nt \ntoiiio' 

Po \ou 'ec that I 510010*0 felucca, 

I hat \e 1 1 to the a mdward )onder, 
Kunninr with her f tin lale under? 

1 was loul ing 1 I cn do wind otrioo' 
ll'T 

S’l'- had ell sail 'cl, and the onI> 
wonder 

1* that at p wrihestrcngihof tl cblxsi 
P d not caiT) aw ai h* r mast 
s’l'' w a gall'-i of the fjian Pnea 
lint tlipiufh the fear of the \Ige 
riii'-s 

Cotno)’s thu'e la*) bdgantines 
l^ad*-!! i nil \ me and oil from I ucco, 
Now all IS reath, high and low , 

B'o i biou gooil ‘■amt Antooio! 

1 la ' th it I' the fm i dash of tin tain 
With a spnnkle of »prai a!>oa. Ih. 
nils 

Just enough to mo <tcn our sails 
\tid m ike tl cm rcid) for the stnin- 
bee how '■li* Ir*ip as the blasts o er 
tal e imr 

And speetSs aw a) \ ith a bone in litr 
mouth I 

Now k'Vp her held to lanl the scritli 
\nd there IS ro danj er of bank or 
b-eakiT 

\\ Ith the breeze behind us on we go. 
Not too much good Saint Antonio J 


M 

Tre St/, of of S~lcrro 4 /rtre'/irf 

Srh-'ljptc afixtr!^ hss I hrics to the 
gj/e of Ce College 

Sc/ofu/ic Tlieae, that is mi gaunt 
let III) bannc' ni) shield 

Hung up as a challenge to all the field 1 

One hundred and twcni)-fivc paapo- 
siiions, 

^\'^llch I wall maintain with the sword 
of the tongue 

Against all disput4ants, old and voung 
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Let us sec if doctors or diolccliains 
Will dare to dispute mj definitions, 
Orattackanj one of mj learned theses 
Here stand I , the end shall be as God 
pleases 

I think 1 ha\c proted, by profound 
researches, 

The error of all those doctrines so 
\acious 

Of the old Areopagitc Dionysius, 

That are making such tcmble work in 
the churches, 

By Michael the Stammerer sent from 
the East, 

And done into Latin by that Scottish 
beast, 

Johannes Duns Scotus, who dares to 
maintain 

In the face of the truth, and error 
infernal. 

That the universe is and must be 
eternal , 

At first lajing down, as a fact funda- 
mental, 

That nothing with God can bo acci- 
dental , 

Then asserting that God before the 
creauon 

Could not ha\c existed, because it is 
plain 

That, had he existed, he would hate 
created , 

Which IS begging the question that 
should & debated, 

And moveth me less to anger tlian 
laughter 

All nature he holds, is a respiration 
Of the Spint of God, who, in breathing, 
hereafter. 

Will inhale it into his bosom again. 

So that notlung but God alone will 
remain 

And therein he contradicteth himself, 
For he opwns the whole discussion by 
stating. 

That God can onh exist in creating 
That question I think I have laid on 


That question I 
the shelf 1 


(He goes out Two Doctois come in 
dtspuHng, and followed by pupils ) 

Doctor Serajino I, wath the Doctor 
Seraphic, maintain, 

That a word which is only conceived 
in the brain , 

Is a tj pe of eternal Generation , 

The spoken word is the Incarnauon I 
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Doctor Chembino WTiat do I care 
for the Doctor Seraphic, 

With all his wordy chaffer and traffic? 
Doctor Serajino You make but a 
paltn show of resistance , 
Universals have no real existence 1 
Doctor Chembino Your w ords arc 
but idle and empty chatter , 
Ideas are eternally joined to matter I 
Doctor Serajino May the Lordhave 
mcrc> on your posiuon. 

You wretched, wrangling culler of 
herbs 1 

Doctor Chembino May he send jour 
soul to eternal perdiuon, 

For your treatise on the Irregular 
Verbs ! 

(They rush out fghtuig Two Scholars 
come in ) 

First Scholar Monte Cassino, then? 
is jour College, [Salem, 

VVhat think jou of ours here at 
Second Scholar To tell the truth, I 
am\ ed so lately 

I hardly jet have had time to discern 
So much a* least, I am bound to ac- 
knowledge [stately, 

The au seems healthy, the buildmgs 
And on the whole I like it greatly 
First Scholar Yes, the air is sweet 
the Calabrian lulls 

Send us down puffs of mountain air , 
And in summer time the sea-breeze 
fills 

With Its coolness cloister and court 
and square. 

Then at every season of the year 
There arc crow ds of guests and 
travellers here , 

Pilgrims, and mendicant fnars, and 
traders 

From the Levant with figs and wine, 
And bands of wounded and sick Cm- 
saders. 

Coming back from Palestine 
Second Scholar And what are the 
studies jou pursue? 

What IS the course jou here go 
through ? 

First Scholar The first three years 
of the college course 
Are giv en to Logic alone, as the source 
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true. 
Second Scholar Tliat seems rather 
strange, I must confess, [less 
In a Medical School, jet neverthe- 
You doubtless ha\ e reasons for that. 
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First Scholar OIi yes ' 

For none but n clever dnlcctician 
Can hope to become a great physician , 
That has been settled long ago 
Logic makes an important part 
Of the mystery of the healing art , 

For without It how could vou hope to 
show 

lliat nobody knows so much as \ou 
know ? 

After this there arc fiv c v cars more 
Devoted wholly to medicine, 

Wth lectures on chinirgical lore. 

And dissections of thcbodics of swine, 
Aslikest the human form divine 
Second Scholai What are the bool s 
now most in vogue? 

First Scholar Qmtc an extensive 
catalogue , 

Mostly however books of our own , 
As Ganopontus Passionanus, 

And the writings of Matthew Pla 
tcanus , 

And a volume universally known 
As the Regimen of the bchool of 
balem, 

For Robert of Normandy written m 
terse 

And very elegant Latin verse 
Each of those writings has its turn 
And when at length we have finished 
these 

Tlien comes the struggle for degrees 
\\ ith all the oldest and ablest critics , 
The public thesis and disputation 
Question and answer and cxpl uiation 
Of a passage out of Hippocrates, 

Or Anstotlcs Analytics 
There the tnmiiphant Magistcr 
stands! [hands, 

A book IS solemnly placed in his 
On which he swears to follow the rule 
And ancient forms of the good old 
School , 

To report if any confectionanus 
Mmgles his drugs w ith matters v anous 
And to visit his patients Iwace a dav , 
And once in the night, if they hve’in 
tow n, 

^d if they arc poor, to take no pay 
Having faithfully promised these, 

Hjs head is crouned with a laurel 
crown , 

A kiss on his cheek, a nng on Ins 
hand, 

Magistcr Artmni et Phv sices 
Goes forth from the school like a lord 
of the land 


And now, as we have the whole morn- 
ing before us. 

Let us go in, if y ou make no objea 
tion, 

\nd hsten awhile to a learned prelec- 
tion 

On Marcus A.urclius Cassiodorus 


{They go in Lntei LUCIFEP as a 
doctev ) 

Lvciftr This is the great School of 
Salem 1 

A land of wrangling and of quarrels. 
Of brains tliat seethe and hearts that 
bum, 

W here every emulous scholar hears. 

In cverv brtaili that comes to his cars. 
The rustling of miothcr s laurels 1 
The air of the place is called salu- 
brious , 

Thcncigliboiirhood of Vesuvius lends it 
Vn odour volcanic, that rather mends 
It 

\nd the buildings have an aspect lugu- 
brious, [ror 

1 hat inspires a feeling of awe and tcr- 
liito the lie irt of the beholder, 

\nd bulits such an ancient homestead 
of error. 

Where the old falsehoods moulder and 
smoulder, 

Vnd V early bv many hundred hands 
Art earned away, in the zeal of y outh. 
And sown like tares in the field of 
truth, 

1 o blossom and ripen m other lands 

Wliat have we here affixed to the 
gate’ 

The clinlltngc of some scholastic 
wight, 

Wio wishes to hold a pubhc debate 
On sundry questions wrong or right ! 
Ml now this IS niv great delight ! 

For I liave often obsened of late 
That such discussions end in a fight 
Let us see what the learned wag 
maintains 

With such a prodigal waste of brains 
{Rt ids ) 

"Whether angels m moving from 
place to place 

Pass through the intermediate space , 
Whctlier God lumsclf is the author of 
evil, [Devil , 

Or whether that is the work of the 
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When, where, and wherefore Lucifer 
fell , [hell 

And whether he now is chained in 

I think I can answer that question 
well 1 

So long as the boastful human mind 
Consents in sucli mills as this to gnnd, 
I sit very firmlj upon my tlironc 1 
Of a truth it almost makes me laugh. 
To see men leaving the golden grain 
To gather in piles the pitiful chaff 
That old Peter Lombard thrashed 
with his brain. 

To ha\c It caught up and tossed again 
On the horns of the Dumb 0\ of Co- 
logne! 

But nij guests approach t there is in 
the air [Garden 

A fragrance like that of the Beautiful 
Of Paradise, in the days that were I 
.i\n odour of innocence, and of prater. 
And of love, and faith that never fails, 
buch as the fresh young heart exhales 
Before it begins to wather and harden I 
I cannot breathe such an atmosphere ! 
My soul IS filled with a nameless ferr. 
That, after all my trouble and pain, 
After all my restless endeavour. 

The youngest, fairest soul of the twain. 
The most ethereal, most divine. 

Will escape from my hands for etcr 
and e\cr 

But the other is already mine 1 
Let him Inc to corrupt his race, 
Brcatliiiig among them with every 
breath. 

Weakness, selfishness, and the base 
And pusillanimous fear of death 
1 know Ills nature, and 1 know 
That of all who in my ministry 
Wander the great earth to and fro. 
And on my errands come and go. 

The safest and subtlest are such as he. 

{Enter Pkincc Henry and Elsie, 

-mill attendants ) 

Prince Henry Can > ou direct us to 
Fnar Angelo? 

Lucifer He stands before you. 
Prince Henry Ihen you know our 
purpose [this 

I am Prince Henry of Hohcneck, and 
The maiden that I spake of in mj 
letters 

Lucifer It is a xeiy gri\c and 
solemn business 1 
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We must not be precipitate Does she 
Without compulsion, of her own free 
will. 

Consent to tins ? 

Prince Henry Against all opposi- 
tion, 

Against all prayers, entreaties, protes- 
tations 

She will not be persuaded 
Lucifer That is strange ' 

Have you thought well of it’ 

Elsie I come not here 

To argue, but to die Your business 
is not 

To question, but to kill me I am 
ready 

I am impatient to be gone from here 
Ere any thoughts of earth disturb 
again 

The spirit of tranquillity within me 
Prince Henry Would I had not 
come here 1 Would I were 
dead. 

And thou wert in thy cottage in the 
forest. 

And hadst not knoxvn mo 1 Why have 
I done this? 

Let me go back and die. 

Elsie It cannot bo , 

Not if these cold, flat stones on which 
w c trend 

Were coulters heated white, and 
) onder gatew ay 

named like a furnace with a set en- 
fold lieaL 

I must fulfil my purpose 
Pnnee Henry I forbid it , 

Not one step farther For I only 
meant 

To put tlius far thy courage to the 
proof 

It IS enough I, too, hate strength 
to die. 

For thou hast taught me 1 
Elsie O my Pnnee I remember 
Your promises Let me fulfil my 
errand 

You do not look on life and death as 
Ido 

There are two angels that attend 
unseen 

Each one of us, and in great books 
record 

I Our good and owl deeds He who 
wntes down 

The good ones, after every action 
closes [God 

His \olumc, and ascends with it to 
t F 2 


1 

i 

I 

! 

I 
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Tlie other keeps his dreadful daj- 
book open 

Till sunset, that\\cim> repent, \shtch 
doing. 

The record of the notion fidcs ntent , 
And len\cs n line of white across the 
page. 

Now if m> act lie good as 1 belictc. 

It cannot be recalled It is already 
Suded up in heasen as a good deed 
accomplished 

The rest is ) ours Wiiy wait }0U? I 
am read} 

( To her allendanfs ) 

Weep not ni} fnends ! rather rejoice 
with me, 

I shall not feel die pain, but shall be 
gone, [licaecn 

And }ou will hate another friend in 
Then start not at the creaking of the 
door 

Through wliich I pass 1 see wkat 
lies beyond it. 

{To Prince Henr} ) 

And }ou O Pnncel bear back iny 
bcmsoii 

Unto m> father s house, and all within 

It 

Tlus morning in the diurch I prajccl 
for them 

After confession after absolution, j 
When m} whole sonl was white, I ' 
prt) ed for them 

God will take care of them, tlic} need 
me not 

And in }our life let my remembrance 
linger. 

As something not to trouble nnd 
disturb It, 

But to complete it, adding life to life 
And if at times licside the cicning fire 
You see my face among the other 
faces, 

^t It not be regarded as a ghost 
That haunts }our housi, but as a 
guest diat loies jou 
Na} c\cn as one of j our ow n famih , 
Without whose presence there were 
something wanting 
1 have no more to s.a) Let us go In 
Jinnee Henry Inar Angelo! I 
charge you on ) our life, 

Belicic not what shcs<a}s, for she Is 
mad. 

And comes here not to die, but to be 


Ristt Alas! Pnnee Henry! 

Luafer Come w ith me , this 

(Li sir in with Lucirrn, -oho 
thrusts PplNCt lICAiit hack and 
closes t! t door ) 

I’nncc Henry Gone ! and the light 
of all m} life gon'* wath her ! 

A sudden darkness fills upon the 
world ! 

0 V hat a lilc nnd abject thing am I 
T hat purchase length of dajs at such 

a cost ! 

Not b} luT death alone, but b) the 
death 

Of all tint s good nnd true and noble 
in me 1 

\n manhood, excellence, and self 
respect. 

All Io\c, and faith nnd hope, nnd 
Inart arc dciid 1 
\11 mv dninc nobililt of nature 
B} this one act is forfeited forcter 

1 am a Prince in nothing but in name ! 

( r i> the u tterdants ) 

WTi) did toil let tins horrible deed be 
done ? 

W h) did >ou not la\ hold on Imr nnd 
Ifephcr [dcrer! 

From telMestniciion? Angdo 1 mtir 
{Struy^/es at the door, hut canrot 

pf‘cr it ) 

Elsie (-itthm) Farewell dear 
Pnnee 1 farewell 1 
Pm ee Henry U tibir the door 1 
Eut tfer It is too Late 1 
Pnnee Henry It shall not be too 
late 1 

{Tley hnrsl tl e door ejen and rush tr ) 

TheCottarein tl e Odefrvild Ursula 
sHnutnsy Summer afUrreon A 
table spread 

Ursula I has c marked it well, — it 
mu't be true, — 

Death nescT takes one alone, but two 1 
Whenever he enters in at a door, 
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch. 
He nlwajs leaves it upon the latch 
And comes again ere the }car is ocr 
Never one of a Iiouschold onl} I 
Perhaps it is a mere} of God, 

Lest the dead there under the sod, 

I In the land of strangers, should be 
• loneK ' 
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Ah rne I I lliink 1 nm lonelier here 1 
It IS Inrd to go,— but Inrdcr to staj I 
Were It not for the children, I should 
pny 

Thit Denth would Hkc me within the 
jcttl 

And Gottlieb •— he is ni work til daj 
In the sunn> field, or the forest murk 
But I Imow tint his thoughts arc far 
nw ny, 

1 know tint his heart is not In his 
work 1 

And when he comes home to me at 
night 

He Is not clicer}, but sits and sighs, 
And I see the g^ent tears in his c)es, 
And trs to lx. cliecrful for his sake 
Onlv the children s hearts arc light 
Mine is wcar^, and ready to break 
God help us 1 I hope we bate done 
right , 

We thought we were acting for the 
best ! 

[Loolini^fhroin^hihcofn door) 
Wio IS It coming under the trees? 

A man m the Prances lit cry dressed 1 
He looks about him with doubtful 
face 

As if uncertain of the place 
He stops at the bcchit'cs , — now he 
sees 

Tlic garden gate , he is going past 1 
Can he be afraid of the liccs ? 

No , he is coming In at last 1 
He fills my heart with strange alarm ! 


(Enter a Forester ) 

Forestet Tstlus the tenant Gottlieb s 
farm ? 

Urmia This is his farm, and I his 
wafe 

Pray sit. Wiat may y our business be ? 

Forater News from the Prince I 

Ursula Of death or life ? 

Forester You pul your questions 
eagerly ! 

Ursula Answer me, then 1 How 
is the Prince? 

Forester I left him only two hours 
since 

Homeward returning down the nver, 

As strong and well as if God, the 
Giver, 

Had given him back his youth again 

Ursula (despatrtu^ Then Llsic, 
my poor child, is dead 1 I 
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Forester That, my good woman, 1 
hate not said 

Don t cross the bndge till you come 
to It, 

Is a proverb old, and of excellent 
wit 

Utsula Keep mo no longer in this 
pain 1 

Forester It is true your daughter is 
no more , — 

That is, the peasant she was before 

Ursula Alas 1 I am simple and 
lowly bred, 

I nm poor, distracted, and forlorn. 
And It is not well thatvouof the court 
Should mock me thus, and make a 
sport 

Of a joyless mother whose child is 
dead. 

For you, too, were of mother bom 1 

Jorester Your daughter lues, and 
the Pnnee is well I 

You w ill learn ere long how it all befell 
Her heart for a moment never failed , 
But when they rcaclicd Salerno s gate, 
The Prince s nobler self prevailed, 

And s.avcd her for a nobler fate. 

And he was hc.alcd, in his depair, 

By the touch of St Matthews sacred 
bones , 

Tliough I think the long nde in the 
open air, 

Tliat pilgrimage over stocks and 
stones. 

In the miracle must come in for a 
share I 

Ursula Virgin ' who lovest the 
poor and lowly. 

If the loud cry of a mother’s heart 
Can ever ascend to where thou art. 

Into tliy blessed hands and holy 
Rcccne my prayer of praise and 
thanksgiving ! 

Let the hands that bore our Saviour 
bear it 

Into the awful presence of God , 

For thy feet with holiness arc shod. 
And if thou bcarcst it he will hear it 
Our child who was dead again is 
living 1 

Forater I did not tell you she was 
dead , , , r 

If tliou thought so twas no fault of 
mine 

At this very moment, while I speak. 
They are s.ailing homeward dowai the 
Rhino, 

In a splendid barge, with golden prow. 


And 


Wlh banners nliiicandi 


on A our ihnghtcrs 


decked 
red 

As die colours 

chcclv. 

;ncj calmer die hdj Alicia non 
l^r the Pnnce in Salerno made arou 
That Elsie onl> a ould lie ned 

hat a chance 
dcTk '■'^s'^n'lingon thc 
""'J "‘"5 "ntJ '^hady 


Vs fair and lotcl^ did she 
As In a stor) or a dream 
^mc Iwaiuiru' and fotaicn Lad) 

And tin, IVince looked so grand and 
proud 

"'t''od Ins hand thus to the cron d 
Jnat gazed and shouted from the 
shore 

AH don n th*' rner, long and loud. 

Ursula We sliall behold our child 
once more , 

She IS not dead ' She is not dead ! 
tj^d listening must have orerheard 
Inc pra)cra, that, nithout sound or 
word 

Onr hearts m sccrec) liato said I 
iS 





THE GOLDEN LEGEND 


O, bnng mo to her, for mine ejcs 
Are hungr}' to behold her hce , 

My verj soul tviihin me cnes , 

My very bauds seem to caress her. 

To sec her, gaze at her and bless her , 
Dear Elsie, child of God and grace ! 

{Goes out i<nva)d ihcgaidut ) 

Tonsfer There goes the good 
M Oman out of her head , 

And Gottlieb s supper is waitinghcrc , 
Avery capacious flagon of beer, 

And a scry portentous loaf of bread 
One Mould say his grief did not much 
oppress him 

Here s to the health of the Pnnee God 
bless him ' 

{He drinl-s ) 

Ha! it buzzes and stings like a hornet 
And what a scene there, through the 
door ' 

Tlic forest behind and the garden be- 
fore, 

And midw ay an old man of threescore, 
MHth a wife and children that caress 
him 

Let me try still further to cheer and 
adoni It 

With a merry echoing blast of my 
comet ! 

{Goes out btOiOiug hts Iwni ) 


The Castle H V'outsherg on the Rhuu 
IhtiNcn Henri and T.i.si'e sfa/td- 
siig on the to race at evonm; The 
sound of bells hemd from a distance 

Prince Hcniy We arc done. The 
wedding guests 

Ride down the lull, wath plumes and 
cloaks, 

And the descending dark inicsts 
The Nicdcnvald, and all the nests 
Among Its hoar ahd haunted oaks 
Elsie What bells arc those, that 
ring so slow. 

So mellow musical and low ’ 

Pnnee Hairy Tlicy are the bells of 
Gusenheim, 

That wath their melancholy chime 
Ring out the curfew of the sun 
Elsie Listen beloved 
Pt ince Henry They are done 
Dear Elsie J manv years ago 
Those same soft bells at eventide 
Rang In the ears of Charlcroagne, 


As, seated by Enstradas side 
At Ingcllieim, in all his pride 
He heard their sound wath secret pain 
Elsie Tlicir voices only speak to 
me 

Of peace and deep tranquillity 
And endless confidence in thee 
Pnnee Henry 1 boii know cst the 
story of her ring 

IIov’, when the court went back to 
Ai\ 

Fastrada died , and how the king 
Sat watching bv her night and dav, 
Tiil into one of the blue lakes 
Which water that delicious land 
Tlicy cast the ring drawn from her 
hand , 

And the grc.at monarch sat serene 
‘\nd sad beside the fated shore. 

Nor left the land for evermore 
Elsn That was true love 
Pnnee Henry For him the queen 
\c cr did what thou hast done for me 
Elsie \\ lit thou as fond and faithful 
be’ 

■^TOt thou so tovc me after death? 
Pnnee Hcniy In life s delight, m 
deaths dismay. 

In storm and sunshine night and day. 
In health in sickness in decay. 

Here and hereafter I am thine ! 
riiou hast Fastrada s nng Beneath 
Tlie calm blue waters of tlime eves 
Deep m thy steadfast soul it lies. 

And, undisturbed by this worlds 
breath 

With magic light its jewels shine ! 

Ihis golden nng, which thou hast 
worn 

Upon thy finger since the mom. 

Is but a symbol and a semblance 
An outward fashion, a remembrance, 
or what thou vvearcst within unseen, 

O my Fastrada O my queen i 
Behold ! the hill tops all aglow 
With purple and with amctliyst , 

While tlie whole valley deep below 
Is filled and seems to overflow. 

With a fast-nsing tide of mist 
The evening airgrowsdamp and clifll , 
Let us go in 

risic Ah not so soon 
Sec yonder fire 1 it is the moon 
blow rising 0 er the eastern lull 
It ghmmcis on the forest tips. 

And through the dewy foliage dnps 
In little nvulcts of light, (.night 

And makes tlie heart in love with 
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Pnncc Henry Oft on this terrace, 
when the day 

Was closing, hve I stood and gazed 
And seen the landscape fade an ay, 
And the nhite vapours nseand drown 
Hamlet and vineyard, tow or and towai. 
While far abo\e the hill-tops blazed 
But then another hand than thine 
Was gently held and claspied in mine , 
Another head upon my breast 
Was la.d, as thine is now at rest. 
\Vhy dost thou lift those tender ey cs 
Wth so much sorrow and surpnse? 

A minstrel s not a maiden s hand. 
Was that which in my own w as pressed 
A manly form usurped thy place, 

A beautiful but bearded face, 

That now is in the Holy Land, 

Yet in my memory from afar 

Is shining on us like a star 

But linger noL For w hile I speak, 

A sheeted spectre white and tall, 

The cold mist climbs the castle wall. 
And lays his hand upon thy cheek I 
( They go in ) 


EPILOGUE 

THE TWO RECORDING ANGELS 
ASCENDING 

The Angel of Good Deeds {with 
closed hook) God sent his 
messenger the rain 
And said unto the mountain brook, 

" Rise up and from thy ca\ ems look 
And leap, with naked snow -white feet. 
From the cool hills into the heat 
Of the broad, and plain 

God sent his messenger of faith. 

And whispered in the maiden s heart 
" Rise up and look from where thou 
^d scatter watb unselfish hands [art 
Thy freshness on the barren sands 
And solitudes of death 
O beauty of hohness. 

Of self forgetfulness of lowliness! 
O^wer of meekness. 

Whose \eiy gentleness and weakness 
^ like the yielding, but irresistible 
Upon the pages r-m. j 

Of the sealed lolume that I bear 
The deed dinne 
Is waatten m characters of gold 
That ne% er shall grow old 
But through all ages 
Bum and shine. 


Will soft effulgence 1 
O God < It IS thy indulgence 
That fills the world with tlie bliss 
Of a good deed like this 1 

The Angel of Evil Deeds [with ofeit 
hook) Not yet, not yet 
Is the red sun wholly set. 

But evermore recedes. 

While open still I bear 
The Book of Evil Deeds, 

To let the breathings of the upper air 
Visit It pages and erase 
The records from its face 1 
Fainter and fainter as I gaze 
In the broad blaze 
The glimmenng landscape shines, 

And below me tile black nver 
Is hidden by vv rcaths of vnpoiir ! 
Fainter and fainter the black lines 
Begin to quiver 

Along the whitening surface of the 
paper. 

Shade after shade 

The lemblo vv ords grow faint and fade, 
And in their place 
Runs a white space 1 

Down goes the sun I 
But the soul of one. 

Who by repentance 

Has escaped the dreadful sentence. 

Shines bnght below me as I look. 

It IS the end 1 
With closed book 
To God do I ascend. 

Lo I over the mountain steeps 
A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps 
Beneath my feet , 

A blackness inwardly bnghtening 
With sullen heat, 

i\s a storm-cloud lund with hghtnmg 
And a cry of lamentation. 

Repeated and again repeated. 

Deep and loud 

As tlie reverberation 

Of cloud answenng unto cloud 

Swells and rolls away in the distance, 

As if the sheeted 

Lightning retreated. 

Baffled and thwarted by the wand s 
resistance. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery , 

And since God sufers him to be. 

He, too IS God s minister. 

And labours for some good 
By us not understood I 
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SECOND INTERLUDE 
MARTIN LUTHER 

A Cliamher tn iht Wartburg Morn- 
tng Martin Luther, wnltng 

Martin Luther OuR God, a Tower 
of Strength is he, 

A goodly wall and tt capon , 

From all our need ho helps us free. 
That now to us doth happien 
The old evil foe 
Doth m earnest grow. 

In gnm armour dight. 

Much guile and great might , 

On earth there is none like him 
O yes , a tower of strength indeed, 

A present help in all our nopd, 

A sword and buckler is our God. 
Innocent men have walked unshod 
O er burning ploughshares, and have 
trod 

Unharmed on serpents in their patiL 
And laughed to scorn the Devils 
wrath 1 

Safe in this Wartburg tower I stand 
Where God hath led me by tlic hand, 

And look down with a heart at ipe, 
Over the pleasant neighbourhoods, 
Over the vast Thunnglan Woods, 
With flash of nver, and gloom of trees, 
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Wth castles crownmgthcdizzy heights. 

And farms and pastoral delights. 

And the morning pouring everywhere 
Its golden glory on the air 
Safe, yes, safe am I here nt last. 

Safe from the overwhelming blast 

Of the mouths of Hell, that followed 
me fast. 

And the howling demons of dc^air 
That hunted me like a beast to his lair 

Of our own might we nothing can , 

We soon are unprotected , 

There fighteth for us tlio right Man, 
Whom God himself elected. 

Who IS he? ye exclaim , 

Christus is Ins name. 

Lord of Sabaotli, 

Very God m troth , 

Tlic field he holds for cv cr 1 


othing can ve.T the Devil more 

han thenanieofHim whomwcadorc 

licrefore dotli it delight me b«t 
o stand in the choir among the rest, 
hth the great organ trumpeting 
hrough its mctdllic tubes unci sing 
t Verbum caro factum est / 
hesc words the Devil cannot endure, 
□r he knoweth their meaning well 1 
im they trouble and repel, 
s they comfort and allure. 
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Andhapp} it were if our delight 
Were as great as liis affright ! 

Yea, music is the Prophets art , 
Among the gifts that God hath sent, 
One of the most magnificent ! 

It calms the agitated heart , 
Temptations, c\al thoughts, and nil 
The passions that disturb the soul, 

Are quelled by its dn me control 
As the Evil Spint fled from Saul, 

And his distemper was allayed. 

When David took his harp and played 

This world may full of devils be. 

All ready to dci-our us , 

Yet not so sore afraid are we, 

Tlicy shall not overpower us 

This World s Prince howe cr 
Piece lie may appear. 

He can harm us not 
He is doomed, God wot ! 

One httle word can slay him ! 

Incredible it seems to some 
And to myself a mystco, 

That such w cak flesh and blood as w e. 
Armed with no other shield or sword, j 
Or other weapon than the Word, 
Should combat and should overcome 
A spint powerful as he 1 I 

He summons forth the Pope of Rome 
With all his diabolic crew. 

His shorn and shaven retinue 
Of priests and children of the dark , 
Kill! kill' thev cry the Hcresiarch 
Who rouseth up all Chnstendom 
Against us and at one fell blow 
Seeks the whole Church to overthrow ' 
Not yet , my hour is not yet come 

Yesterday in an idle mood. 

Hunting wath others in the w ood, 

1 did not pass the hours in vain. 

For in the very heart of all 
The joyous tumult raised around 
Shouting of men and bay mg of hound 
And the bugle s blithe and, cheery call, 

And echoes answering back again 
From crags of the distant mountain 
chain — 


In the veo heart of this I found 
A mystery of gnef and pain 
image of die power 
Of&tan hunting the world about 
With his nets and traps and \ 
dogs, 

Hisbishopsandpnestsnnd tlieolog 
And ill the rest of the rabble rout 
Seeking vvliom lie may devour I 


Enough have I had of hunting hares. 
Enough of these hours of idle mirth. 
Enough of nets and traps nncT gins 1 
riic only hunting of any worth 
Is where 1 can pierce with javelins 
Tlie cunning foxes and wolves mid 
bears. 

The whole iniquitous troop ofbeasts. 
The Roman Pope and the Roman 
priests 

Tint sorely infest nnd nfllict the earth 
Ye nuns, ye singing birds of the air 1 
The fowler hath cauglit you m his 
snare, 

And keeps y ou safe in his gilded cage, 
Singing the song tint never tires, 

To lure down others from their nests, 
How y c flutter and beat y our breasts, 
Warm nnd soft w ith v oung desires, 
Agmnst the cruel pitiless wires, 
Reclaiming your lost hentage ’ 

Behold 1 a hand unbars the door, 

Ye shall be captives held no more. 

The Word they shall perforce lot sUand, 
And little tlnnks tlicv ment 1 
For He is with us in the land, 

Wth gifts of his 0W71 Spint I 
Though they take our life. 

Goods, honours, child and wafe, 
Let these pass away , 

I Little gam have they , 
llic Kingdom still rcmaincth ! 

Yea, It rcmaincth for evermore. 
However Satan mav rage and roar. 
Though often he whispers in my cars 
Wflni if thy doctnnes false should be? 
And wrings from me a bitter sweat. 
Then I put him to flight with jeers, 
Saying Saint Satan I prav for mo , 

If thou thmkcst I am not saved yet 1 

And my mortal foes that hem wait 
In every avenue and gate ' 

As to that odious monk John Tetzd 
Hawking about his hollow w arcs 
Eike a huckster at v illagc fairs, 

And those mischicvousfdlows Wetzd 
Campanus Cnrlstadt Martin, Cdl- 
And all the busy , multifarious [anus. 
Heretics, and disciples of Anus, 
Hnlf-lcamcd dunce bold, dry and 
hard. 

They are not w ortliy of my regard. 

Poor nnd humble ns 1 am 

But ah ! Erasmus of Rotterdam, 

He IS the vilest miscreant 

That ever w alkcd this world below ! 
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\ Mornus, imkinR Ins mock and mo\s 
At Pipist and at IVotMtant, 

Sneering ntt<t John and St Paul, 

At God and Man, at one and all , 
And^ctns'hollou and faPo and drear, 
\s a cracked pitcher to the car. 

And ever growing worse and worse ! 
Whenever 1 praj, I prav for a curse 
On Erasmus, the Insincere ! 

Philip Mtlancthon • thou alone 
Paitliful among the faithless known, 
Tliec I hail, and onI\ thee I 
Behold the record of us three I 
Res ct ~u ’a Phttippus, 

Res sn e -erlts L-tt! ertts , 

Erasu vs * erhi stne re ' 

Mj PhiliiJ, pravest thou for mo? 
Lifted nlwvc all cartlil) care 
From these high regions of the air, 


I 


I 


\mong the birds that day and night 
Upon the branches of tall trees 
Sing their lauds and litanies. 

Praising God with all their might, 
il> Pliilip, unto thee I waate 

My Philip 1 thou who knovvest best 
All that IS passing in this breast , 

The spiritual agonies. 

The inward deaths the inward hell. 
And the div me new births as well. 
That sure!) follow after these. 

As after winter follows spnng , 

M> Philip, in the night time sing 
This song of the Lord I send to 
thee. 

And I will sing it for thy sake 
Until our answering voices make 
A glorious antiphon) 

And choral chant of victory 1 




* come I cm ^nn cnntindo lor hi, 
^nccndo in acr Ci Iun;n ■’•JT'* — L)A'»T^- 


FLIGHT THE FIRST 


PROMETHEUS, 

OK, TIIF rOPT’s FOKETHOUCIIT 


Of Prometheus, how undaunted 
On Olympus shining bastions 
Ills audacious foot he planted 
Myths are told and songs are chanted. 
Pull of promptings and suggesuons 

Beautiful is the tradition 
Of that flight through heavenly 
portals 

The old classic superstition 
Of the theft and the transmission 
Of the fire of the Immortals 1 

First the deed of noble daring. 

Bom of heavenward aspiration 
Tlicn the fire vv ith mortals sharing. 
Then the vailtiirc — the despainng 
Cry of pam on crags Caucasian 

All is but a symbol painted 
Of the Poet, Propliet, Seer , 

Only those are crovvaied and sainted 
Wlio vv ith grief liavc been ncqiiaintid. 
Making nations nobler, freer 
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In their feverish cvailtations, 

In their triumpli and their yearning 
In their passionate pulsations 
In their words among tlie nations 
Tlic Promethean fire is burning 

Shall it then beunavaihng, 

All tins toil for human culture ? 
Through the cloud rack, dark and 
traihng. 

Must they see above them sailing 
O cr hie s barren crags the v ulture ? 

Such a fate ns this was Dante s. 

By defeat and exile maddened , 
Tliiis were Milton and Cervantes, 
Nature s priests and CorybantM 
By afiliction touched and saddened 

But the glories so transcendent 

That around their memones cluster. 
And on all their steps attendant 
Make tiieir darkened lives 

Walh such gleams of inward lustre 
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All the mcloclits m)-stcnous, 

Through the dreory darkness 
chanted , 

Thoughts in attitudes inipcnotis 
Voices soft and deep, and senous. 
Words that whispered, songs that 
haunted 1 

All the soul in rapt suspension. 

All thequncnng palpitating 
Chords of life m utmost tension. 

With the fervour of invention 
With the rapture of creating 1 

Ah, Prometheus 1 heaven scaling! 

In such hours of cvultation 
liven the faintest heart unquailmg, 
Mignt behold the vailturc sailing 
Round the cloudj crags Caucasian ' 

Though to all there is not given 
Strength for such sublime endea- 
vour 

Thus to scale the walls of heaven, 

And to leaven witli fiery leaven 
All the hearts of men for ever , ! 

Yet all bards whose hearts unbhghted ! 

Honour and believe the presage, I 
Hold aloft their torches hglitcd | 
Gleammg through thcrcalms benighted j 

As they onward bear tlie message ' ^ 

THL L.\DDER OF ST 
AUGUSTI^E 

Saint Auci-STiveI well hast thou 
said, 

That of our vaces we can frame 
A ladder if we will but tread 
Beneath our feet each deed of 
shame I 


All common things each day s events, 
llial wath the hour begin and end 
Our pleasures and our discontents 
Arc rounds by which we may ascend 


Tte low desire, the base design 
*hat makes another s virtues lest 
The revel of the ruddy wane 
And all occasions of excess , 


The longing for ignoble things , 
The stnfe for tnumph more 
truth , 

The hardening of the heart tliat b: 
Iirev erence for the dreams of y c 


Ml thoughts of ill , all evil deeds 
Tint have their root in thoughts of 
ill 

Whatever hinders or impedes 
rile action of the nobler wall , — 

All these must first be trampled down 
Beneath our feet if wo would gain 
In the bright fields of fair renown 
The nght of eminent domain 

We have not wings, we cannot soar , 
But we have feet to scale and climb 
By slow degrees, by more and more, 
Tlic cloudy summits of our bmc. 

Tlic mighty pyaamids of stone 
Tliai wedge hie cleave the desert 
nirs 

\Wicn nearer seen and better 1 novvn. 
Arc but gigantic flights of stairs 

The distant mountains that uproar 
Their solid bastions to the skies. 
Arc cro'scvl by pathways that appear 
As we to higher levels nsc. 

Tlic heights by great men reached 
: and kept 

Were not atininedby sudden flight, 
But they, while their companions slept, 
Were toiling upward in the night 

Standing on what too long vre Iwro 
\\ iih shoulders bent and dov mcast 
eves 

We may discern— unseen before— 

A path to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevocable Past 
As wholly wasted, wholly vain. 

If rising on Its vvrccLs at last 
To something nobler we attain 


THE PH/MNTOM SHIP 

In Mather s Magnalla Chnstl, 

Of the old colonial time. 

May be found in prose the legend 
That IS here set down in rhyme 

A ship sailed from "Vew Haven, 

And the keen and frosty airs. 

That filled her sails at parting 
Were heavy witli good mens 
prayers, 

" O Lord ! if it be thv pleasure " — 
Thus praved the old divane — 

" To buiy our friends in the ocean. 
Take them, foi they are thine I 
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But Master Lamberton muttered, 

And under his breath, said he, 

" Tliis ship IS so erank and \valty, 

I fear our grave she will be ! ’ 

And the ships that came from Eng- 
land, 

When the winter months were gone. 
Brought no tiding of this vessel. 

Nor of Master Lamberton 

This put the people to praving 
That the Lord u oiild let them hear 
What in his greater wisdom 
He had done with fnends so dear 

And at last their prayers were 
answered — 

It was in the month of June, 

An hour before the sunset 
Of a wandy afternoon, 

When, steadily steering landward, 

A ship was seen below, [Master, 
And tney knew it was Lamberton, 
Who sailed so long ago 


On she came, with a cloud of canvas, 

Right against the wind that blew. 

Until the e>c could distinguish 
The faces of the crew 

Then fell her straining topmasts, 

Hanging tangled in the shrouds. 

And her sails were loosened and lifted. 

And blown away like clouds 

And the masts, witli all their ngging, 

Fell slowly, one by one, 

And the hulk dilated and \am 5 hcd. 

As a sea-mist in the sun 1 

And the people who saw this marvel 
Each said unto his fnend, 

That this was the mould of their 
vessel. 

And thus her tragic end. 

And the pastor of die Hllage S 

Gave thanks to God in prayer, j 

That, to quiet their troubled spirits, I 
I He had sent this Ship of Air ( 


THE WARDEN OF THE CINQUE PORTS 

A MIST wasdnving down the Bntish Channel, 

The day was just begun. 

And through the window-panes, on floor and panel, 
bircamed the red autumn sun 

It glanced on flowang flag and nppling pennon. 

And the white sails of ships , 

' And, from the frowaiing rampart, tlie black cannon 
Hailed it wth feverish lips 

Sandwich and Romney, Hostings, Hythc, and Dover 
Were all alert that day. 

To sec the French war steamers speeding over, 

Vrtien the fog cleared away 

Sullen and silent, and like couchant lions. 

Their cannon through the night. 

Holding their breath, had watched, in gnm defiance. 
The sea coast opposite 

And now they roared nt drum-beat from their stations 
On cvciy citadei , 

Each answering each, with morning salutations. 

That ail was wclL 

And down the coast, all taking up the burden. 

Replied the distant forts. 

As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 
And Lord of the Cinque Ports 

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure. 

No drum-beat from the wall, 
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\o morning gun from the black fort s embrasure, 
All aken inth its call 1 

ilo more sun’c)ing iviih an c}c impartial 
The long line of the coast, 

Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field Marshal 
Be seen upon his post 1 

For in the night unseen, a single ii amor, 
in sombre harness mailed. 

Dreaded of man, and surnamed the Destrpj’er, 

The rampart wall had scaled 

He passed into the chamber of the sleeper. 

The dark and silent room, 

And as he entered darker grew and deeper. 

The silence and the gloom 

He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 

But smote the Warden hoar , 

Ah ' iihat a bloii 1 that made all England tremble 
And groan from shore to shore 

kieaniihile, iiathout, the surly cannon united. 

The sun rose bright o erhead , 

Nothing in Nature s aspect intimated 
That a great man was dead 






HAUNTED HOUSES 
All houses wherein men hive hved and died 
Are haunted houses Through the open doors 
Tlie harmless phantoms on their errands ghde, 

With feet that make no sound upon the floors 

We meet them at the doorway, on the stair, 

Along the passages they come and go, 

Impalpable impressions on the mr, 

A sense of something moving to and fro 

There are more guests at Lable than the hosts 
Invited , the illuminated hall 
Is thronged with quiet, inoffensive ghosts. 

As silent as the pictures on the wall 

The stranger at my fireside cannot sec 

The forms I see, nor hear the sounds I hear , 

He but perceives what is , while unto me 
All that has been is visible and clear 

We have no title deeds to house or lands , 

Oiraers and occupants of earlier dates 
Trom graves forgotten stretch their dusty hands. 

And hold in mortmain still Uieir old estates 

The spint-world around this world of sense 
Floats like an atmosphere, and cverjavhere 
Wafts through these earthly mists and vapours dense 
A vital breath of more ethereal air 

Our little lives arc kept in equipoise 
By opposite attracuons and desires , 

Tlie stniggle of the instinct that cnjo)S 
And the more noble instinct that aspires 

These pierturbations, tins perpetual jar 
Of earthly wants and aspirations high, 

Come from die mfluencc of an unseen star. 

An imdiscov ered planet in our sky 

\nd as the moon from some dark gate of cloud 
Throws o cr the sea a floating bndge of light. 
Across whose trembling planks our fancies crowd 
Into the realm of mystery and night, — 

So from the world of spirits there descends 
^ bridge of light, connecting it w ith this, 

O er whose unsteady floor, that swavs and bends, 
Wander our thoughts abov e the dark abv ss 


IN THE CHURCHYARD AT CAMBRIDGE 


In the vallage churchyaird she hes 
Dust IS m her beautiful ej es. 

No more she breathes, nor feels, 
nor stirs , 

At her feet and at her head 
Lies a slave to attend the dead 
But their dust is vvlute as he's 


, Was she a lady of high degree. 

So much in love with the vanity 
I And foolish pomp of this world ol 
I ours? 

Or was It Chnstian chanty. 

And lowliness and humility. 

The nchest and rarest of all dowersr 
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Who shall tell us? No one speaks , 
No colour shoots into those cheeks. 
Either of anger or of pndc, 

At the rude question we have asked , 
Nor will the iru’sterj be unmasked 
By those who are sleeping at her 


Hereafter? — And do you think to look 
On the temble pages of that Book 
To find her fadings, faults, and 
errors? 

Ah, )ou wall then have other cares. 

In your owai shortcomings and de 
spans. 

In your own secret sins and terrors ! 


THE EMPEROR S BIRD S-NEST 
O^CE the Emperor Charles of Spam, 
With his swarthy, grave comman- 
I forget m what campaign, [ders. 
Long besieged, in mud and rain. 

Some old frontier towm of Flanders 

Up and down the dreary camp. 

In great boots of Spanish leather, 
Stndmg with a measured tramp, 
Ihese Hidalgos dull and damp. 
Cursed the Frenchmen, cursed the 
w cather 

Thus as to and fro they went. 

Over upland and through hollow. 
Giving their impatience vent. 

Perched upon the Emperor s tent. 

In her nest they spied a swallow 

Yes, It was a swallow s nest 
Budt of clay and hair of horses. 
Mane, or tail or dragoon s crest. 
Found on hedgerows east and west. 
After slarmish of the forces 


Then an old Hidalgo said. 

As he twirled his gray mustachio, 

‘ Sure this swallow overhead 
Thinks the Emperor s tent a shed, 
And the Emperor but a Macho ' ’ 

Heanng his impenal name 
Coupled tnth those w ords of mahee 
Half in anger, half in shame, 

Forth the great campaigner came 
Slowly from his canvas palace. 

" Let no hand the bird molest, ’ 

Said he solemnly ‘ ' nor hurt her I ' 
Adding then, by way of jest, 

" Golondnna is my guest, 

Tis the wife of some deserter 1 " 

Swift as bowslnng speeds a shaft. 
Through the camp was spread the 
rumour. 

And the soldiers, ns they quaffed 
Flemish beer at dinner, laughed 
At the Emperor’s pleasant humour 

So unharmed and unafraid 
Sat the swallow still and brooded. 
Till the constant cannonade 
Through the w-alls a breach had made, 
And the siege was thus concluded. 

Then the army , elsewhere bent. 
Struck Its tents as if disbanding, 
Onlv not the Emperor s tent. 

For he ordered, ere he went. 

Very curtly , " Leave it standing 1 " 

So it stood there all alone. 

Loosely flapping, tom and tattered. 
Till the brood was fledged and flown. 
Singing o er those walls of stone 
^^^llch the cannon shot bad shat- 
tered 


THE TWO ANGELS 
Tvv o angels, one of Life, and one of Death, 

I’assed o er our village as the morning broke , 

The dawai was on their faces, and beneath. 

The sombre houses hearsed wath plumes of smoke. 

aspect were the same. 

Alike their features and their robes of w hite , 

But one was crowned vvith amaranth, as with flame. 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of hght 

^ pause on their celestial vv ay , 

^ doubt oppressed, 

^t not so loud my heart, lest thou betray 
the place where thy beloved are at rest 1 '' 
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And he who wore the crown of asphodels, 
Descending, at my door began to knock. 

And my soul sank within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake s shock. 

I recognized the nameless agony. 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled or haunted me 
And now returned with threefold strength again 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest. 

And listened, for I thought I heard God s voice , 
And, knowing whatsoe er he sent was best, 

Dared neither to lament nor to rejoice. 

Then with a smile, that filled the house with light, 
" My errand is not Death, but Life, he said , 
And ere I answered, passing out of sight. 

On his celestial embassy he sped 

'Twas at thy door, O friend I and not at mine. 

The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 

Pausing, descended, and with voice dmne. 
Whispered a word that had a sound hke Death 

Then fell upon the house a sudden gloom, 

A shadow on those features fair and thin , 

And softly, from that hushed and darkened room. 
Two angels issued, where but one went m 

All IS of God I If he but wave his hand. 

The mists collect, the ram falls thick and loud. 
Till, wth a smile of hght on sea and land, 

Lo 1 he looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are his , 

Without his leave they pass no threshold o or , 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this. 
Against ins messengers to shut the door ? 


DAYLIGHT AND MOONLIGHT 


In bioad dayhght, and at noon. 
Yesterday I saw the moon 
Saihng high, but faint and white. 
As a school-boy s paper kite. 

In broad daylight, yesterday, 

1 read a Poet s mystic lay , 

And It seemed to me at most 
As a phantom, ora ghost 

But at length the feverish dry 
Like a passion died away. 
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And the night, serene and suTl, 

Fell on village, tale, and hill 

Then the moon, m all her pndc. 
Like a spint glorified. 

Filled and overflowed the night 
With revelations of her light. 

And the Poet s song again 
I^sed like music through my bram , 
Night interpreted to me 
All Its grace and mystery 
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THE JEWISH CEMETER\ AT NEWPORT 

How stningc it sccni'; ! Tlii'sc Hebrews in their grites, 

Close In the street of this fnir sctpori town 
Silent 1ksi(I_ the lU u r silent times. 

At rest in nil this nioiing «p ind doivn ! 

Tlic trees nrc iihitc with (lust tint o cr their shs p 

\Vn\t' thi ir in thf' •'Otuh vvind s I)n itn, 

While tindemmlh thr^ Imfi tents they ) (xp 
llic long, nijsicrious I \oihis of Death 

And these scpulchril stones so old and hroiin, 

That pau iiHh level tin s tin ir biirnl place 
Seem like tilt tablets of the I^aii thro i n d m n 
And broken bj Mosas nt the inouniain base 

The \cr> names rceorded litre arc strange, 

Of foreign accdil, and of difTereiit clilijcs , 

Almres and Rncra Interebanjc 
With Abraham and Jacob of old tinns 

" Rlcsscd tic God ' for he created Dt ath ' ' 

I lie mounitr ‘aid and Death is nal and peace ! 

Then nddtd in tlif cert iiiiti of f nth, 

"And givuth I ife that nt icmion. shall cense 

Closed arc the porials of their Sinagopie 
No Psalms of Hand no i the silence break 
No Rabbi reads the ancient Decalogue 
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake 

Gone arc the hiinr Imt the distd remain. 

And not ncglccicd , for a hand unseen, 

Scattering us liountj likt n summer rain 
Still keeps their graves and their ixmejnbrancc green 

How came they here? WHiat burst of Christian hate, 

What persecution, merciless and blind, 

Drove oer the seji— that desert desolate — 

These Ishmaels and Hagnrs of maul ind ’ 

Tlicv lived m narrow streets and lanes obscure 
Glicllo and ]iidenstnss in niirk and mire , 

Taught m the school of patience to endure 
riic life of anguish and llic death of fire 

All their lives long with the unleavened bread 
And biuer herbs of i vile and hs fears 
The vvasting famine of the heart thev ftal, 

And slaked iLs thirst with marah of tlicir tears 

Anatlicma mamnalha ' v\aj; tlie erj 
That rang from town to town from street to street , 

At everj gate the accursed Mordccai 

\Vas mocked and jeered, nnd spumed bv Christian feet 

Pride aod humiliation hand In liand 
Walked wth them through the world wlicrccr thev went , 
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Trimplct] nnd beaten ucre thej os the sand, 
And )cl iinshikcii as the continent. 

Tor in tin back/jrotind figures \ague nnd \ast 
or pairnrclis nnd of prophets rose sublime 
And nil the great traditions of the Post 
ITity saw reflected in the coming time 

And thus for eier with rererted look 
Idle tnistie eolume of the world Ihcj read, 
Spelling It Inekw ml like n Hebrew book, 

Till life liecanie a Legend of the Dead 

Utit ah ' wlnt once lins been shall be no more I 
Hie graamng earth in tri\nil and in pun 
Rungs forth its nets, but does not restore. 

And the dead nations ncier rise again 


OLIVER 

In the Valley of the Vlre 
Still is seen an nnclenl mill. 

With Its gables quaint and queer, 
And beneath the window sill. 

On the Slone, 

i Tlicsc w ords alone 

" Olitcr Bassolin Used hore 

r-tr nixwc It, on the steep 
Ruined stands the old Clultcau , 
Nothing but the donjon keep 
I.eft for shelter or for show 
Its \acant c)cs 
blare at the skies. 

Stare at the \ alley green and deep 

Once a content, old nnd brown. 
Looked, but nh ! it looks no more, 
Prom the neighbouring hillside down 
On the rusliing and the roar 
Of the stream 
AVliosc sunny gleam 
Cheers the little Noniian town 

In that darksome null of stone, 

; To the water s dash and din, 

i Careless humble, and unknown 

C Sang the Poet Rassclm 

: Songs tint fill 

( lint ancient mill 

I With a splendour of Its own 

i Netcrfecling of unrest 

Broke the pleasant dream he 
dreamed 

Only made to be his nest 
1 All the lot cly valley seemed , 
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No desire 
Of soaring higher 

Stirred or fluttered in his breast 

True, his songs were not divine 
Were not songs of that high 
art 

Which ns winds do in the pine 
Find an answer m each heart , 

But the mirth 
Of tills green earth 

Imughed nnd ret oiled in his line 

From the alehouse and the inn. 
Opening on the narrow street. 

Came the loud, cortitial din 
Singing and applause of feet, 
riie laughing la)s 
^^lnt in those days 

S.ang the poet Basselin 

In the castle, eased in steel, 

Knights, who fought at Agin- 
coiirt 

Watched and waited, spur on lied , 
But the poet sang for sport 
Songs that rang 
Another cLang, 

Songs tint lowlier hearts could feel 

In the con\cnt, clad in gray 
Sat the monks in lonely cells. 

Paced the cloisters, knelt to pray 
And the poet heard tlicir bells , 

But ms rhy mes 
Found other chimes 

Nearer to the earth than tliu 
G G 2 
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\ Gone arc nil the barons bold 
i Gone are nllthc knights and squires 

I Gone tlie abbot stem and cold 
i And the brotherhood of fnars , 

^ Not a name 

[ Remains to fame, 

[ From those mouldering da> s of old 1 

^ But the poet s memorj here 
: Of the jandscape makes a part , 

1 Like the nver, s%\aft and clear, 

Flotts his song through manj .a 
heart , 

I Haunting still 

That ancient mill, 

1 In the Valle) of the \nre 

VICTOR GALBRAITH 

Under the walls of Monterey 
At da) break the bugles began to pLa), 
Victor Galbraith 1 

In the mist of the morning damp and 
gra\ 

These t\crc the words the) seemed to 
say 

“ Come forth to thy death, 
Victor Galbraith 1 

Forth he came with a martial tread. 
Firm was his step erect his head , 

1 Victor Galbraith 1 

He who so well the bugle pla)cd 
1 Could not mistake the w ords it said , 
i " Come forth to thy death, 

1 Victor Galbraith 1 

He looked at the earth, he looked at 
i the sk) 

He looked at the files of musketry, 
Victor Galbraith I 

And he said, with a stead) \oiccand 
e)e 

"Take good aim , I am ready to die I 
Ibus challenges death 

I Victor Galbraith 

Twelie fiery tongues flashed straight 
and red. 

Six leaden balls on them errand sped 
Victor Galbraith 

Falls to theground, but he is not dead 
His name was not stamped on those 
balls of lead. 

And they onl) scathe 
Victor Galbraith 


Tlirce balls arc in his breast and 
brain, 

But he rises out of the dust again, 

Victor Galbraith 1 

The water he drinks Jins a bloody 
stain , 

" Oh kill me and put me out of my } 
pain ' ' 

In his agon) prayeth 
\ ictor Galbraitli 

1 orth dart once more those tongiies ol 
flame 

■\nd the bugler has died a death of 
shame 

Victor Galbraith 1 

His soul Jias gone back to whence it 
came 

Vnd no one answers to the name 
WHien the Sergeant saith 
" \ ictor Galbraith ' ' 

Under the walls of Montcrc) 

B) night a bugle is heard to pla) , 

\ ictor Galbraith 1 

Tlirough the mist of the a-allcy damp 
and gra) 

The sentinels hear the sound, and sa) , 

' That IS the w ralth 
Of \ ictor Galbraith ! 


MY LOST YOUTH 

Oftk' I thinJ of the beautiful town 
Tint IS seated by the sea , 

Often in thought go up and dowai 
The pleasant streets of that dear old 
towai. 

And my ) oulh comes back to me. 
And a \ erse of a Lapland song 
Is haunting my memory still 
" A boy s will is the wand s will. 
And the thoughts of youth arc long 
long thoughts ' 

I can sec the shadowy lines of ts 
trees 

And catch in sudden gleams, 

The sheen of the far surrounding 
seas. 

And islands that w ere the Hcspendcs 
Of all my boyish dreams 
And the burden of tliat old song, 
It murmurs and whispers still 
"A boy’s win IS the wind s wall, 
And the thoughts of youth arc long, 
long thoughts.’ 
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I remember Uic black \\ bancs and Die 
slips, 

And the sea tides tossing free , 

And Spanish sailors with b«irdcdlips 
And tlic beauty and mystery of the 
ships, 

And the magic of the sea. 

And the \oicc of tint wayward 
song 

7s singing and saying still 
" A boy s will IS the wind’s will, 
-And the thoughts of j outh arc long, 
long thoughts ” 

1 remember the bulwarks by the shore. 
And the fort upon the lull , 

Tlic sunrise gun, with its hollow roar, 
The drum-beat repeated o'er and o cr. 
And the bugle wild and shrill 
And the music of that old song 
Throbs in my memory still 
"A boy s will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of y outh arc long, 
long thoughts " 

I remember the sea fight far away. 
How it thundered o or the tide 1 
And the dead captains, as they lay 
In their graces, ocrlooking the 
tranquil hay, 

Where they in battle died 

And the sound of that mournful 
song 

Goes through me with a thrill 
“ A boy s will is tlie wands wall. 

And Ibt- tlioughls of youth arc long 
long thoughts 

I can see the breezy' dome of gro\cs. 
The shadows of Deenng s Woods , 
And the friendships old and the early 
lo^cs 

Come back with a sabbath sound, as 
of doves 

In quiet neighbourhoods 
And the \crsc of that sweet old 
song. 

It flutters and murmurs still 
“A boys will is the winds will. 
And the thoughts of youth arc long, 
long thoughts ' 

I remember the gleams and glooms 
tint dart 

Across the school-boy's brain , 

The song and the silence in the heart, 
Tliat in part arc prophecies, and in 
part 

Arc longings \vild and -vain 
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And the voice of that fitful song 
Sings on, and is never still 
•' A boy’s will IS the wind s will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, 
long thoughts 

There arc things of which I may not 
speak , 

There are dreams that cannot die , 
There arc thoughts that moke the 
strong heart weak. 

And bnng a pallor into the check. 
And a mist before the eye 
And the words of that fatal song 
Come o\cr me like a chill 
" A boy’s will IS the wand s will. 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, 
long thoughts " 

Strange to me now are the forms I 
meet 

Wltcn I \asit the dear old tow n , 
But the native air is pure and sweet. 
And the trees lint o ershadow each 
well known street. 

As they balance up and dowoi. 

Arc singing the beautiful song, 
Arc sighing and whispenng still 
"A boys will IS the wind s will. 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, 
long thoughts ’ 

And Uccnngs Woods arc fresh and 
fair, 

And with joy that is almost pain 
My heart goes back to wander there. 
And among the dreams of the days 
tint were, 

I find my lost youth again 

And the strange and beautiful 
song. 

The groves arc repeating it still 
” A boy s will IS tne wind s will, 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, 
long thoughts 


THE ROPEWALK 

In that btuldmg, long and low. 

With its windows nil a row. 

Like the port-holes of a hulk, 
Human spiders spin and spin. 
Backward down their threads so 
thin 

Dropping, each a hempen bulk. 
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, At the end, an open door , 

Squares of sunslnne on the door 
1 Light the long and dtisLy lane , 

And the vhirnng of a wheel 
Dull and drows}, makes me feel 
All Its spokes arc in mj brain 

As the spinners to the end 
Downward go and rcasccnd, 

Gleam the long threads m the 
sun , 

\V1 lie watliin this brain of mine 
Cobwebs brighter and more fine 
Bv the busv wheel arc spun 


Ships rejoicing in the breeze, 

Wrecks that float o cr unknowai seas. 
Anchors dragged through failliless 
sand , 

Sea-fog drifting oterhead. 

And, with lessening line and lead, 
Sailors feeling for the land 

Ml these scenes do I litliold, 

1 hesc and manj left untold. 

In that building long and low , 
While the wheel goes round and 
round 

W'llh a drowsj , dream) sound. 

And the spinners backtinTd go 




Two fair maidens in a siving 
Like white doses upon the wing. 

First before m) MSion pass 
Laughing as their gentle hands 
CloseU clasp the twisted strands, 

At their sh idow on the grass 

Tlien a booth of mountelnnks 
Whth Its smell of tan and plants 
And a girl poise-d high in air 
On a cord in sjitngled dress, 

W'lth a fadctl loiehiicss , 

And a wear) look of care I 

Then a homcsti ad among farms. 

And a woman with Kare inns 
Drawing water from a well , 

■\s the bucket mounts apaci 
Wflth It mounts her owai f ur face 
As at some magician s spell 

Then an old man m a tower 
Ringing loud the noontide hour 
While the rope coils round and 
round 

Like a serpent at his feet 
And again m swift retreat 
Ne.arl) lifts him from the ground 

Then within a prison s ard 
Faces fixed and stern and hard 
Laughter and indecent mirth 
Ah I It is the gallow-s tree ! 

Breath of Christian chant) 

Blow and sw cell It from the earth 1 

Then a school no), with his kite 
Gleaming in a sk) of light 
And an eager upward look , 

Steeds pursued through lane and 
field 

FowIcts with their snares concealed , 
And an angler b) a brook 


THi: GOLDEN MILC-bTONL. | 

LuAH tOiS arc the trees , thetr purple 
branches 

'tpread themsehes abroad like reefs 
of coral 
Rising silent 

In th. Red Sea of the I'intcr sunset 

From the hundred chinincis of the 

Mil igc 

Like the XTaa-t in tim Arabian stor), 
bmoki columns 

lower aloft into the air of amUr 

\t the \ indow winls die flickering 
fin light 

Here and tin re the Limps of cienirg ■ 

glimmer i 

Soeial witch fires I 

\nswenng ono another through the 
darkness 

On- the hcirtli the lighted logs arc 
glowing, 

\nd like Ariel in the cloicn pine tree 
1 or Its freedom 

Groans and sighs the air imprisoned 
m them 

By the fireside there are old men 
sc.ated 

Seeing ruined cities in the ashes, 
v\sking sadl) 

Of the Past what It can nc cr restore 
them 

B) the fireside there arc )outhful j 
dreamers. 

Building castles fair, w ith stately stair- i 

wa)-s, j 
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Asking blindly 

Of tlic Future uhit It cannot give 
them 

By the fireside tragedies are neted, 

In tihosc scenes appear two actors 
only, 

Wife and husband. 

And above them God the sole spec- 
tator 

By the fireside there ore peace and 
comfort, 

Wives nnd children, with fair, thought- 
ful faces, 

Wmtlng, watching 

For a wdll knowai fooutep In the pas- 
sage. 

Bnch man's chimney is hiS Golden 
Mile-stone, 

Is the central point from winch ho 
measures 
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Every distance 

Through the gateways ot the world 
around him 

In his farthest wandenngs still he 
sees it , 

Hears the talking flame, theanswenng 
niglitwind 
As he heard them 

When lie sat with those who were, 
but arc not 

Happy he whom neither wealth nor 

Nor the Sch of the encroaching a ty, 
Dnves an exile i sicaa 

From ihchcarth of lus ancestral home- 

Wc may build more splendid babita- 

FiU our rooms with paintings, nnd 
with sculptures, 

But we cannot 

Buy with gold the old associauonsi 





TONGrnuoin ror.uc iL h'om's 


CATAWBV WINE 

This song of nimo, 

Is ft Song of llic Vine. 

To be sung by the glowing embers 
Of wiysidc inns 
\\ hen the run iKeins 
To darken tbc druir >>o\embcrs 

It IS not n song 
Of tile Scupp^mong 
From wirm Carolinm valleys, 

Nor tile Isnlrcl 
And the Mu'-cadel 
Tint iiisk in our garden allcis 

Not the red Nlti'^tam;, 

Wliose clustf- s Inng 
O cr the wa\cs of the Coiomdo 
And tlie fiery (lood 
Of wliose purple bicxxl 
Has a dash of Spanish brat ido 

rornclictt and iK't 
Is tlie wine of die \\ i t 
Tiifti prows 1)\ the Ikautiful Hite* , 
\\ltosG sweet pi rfuiitc 
Filis nil tlie room 
Witli a benison on tlie giter 

And ns Iioiiov tree^ 

Are tile haunts of Irsr 
tor ever Romi, and coming , 

So tins crtsLal iiite 
Is all aliie 

With a sw irwwwg and hwtiiwg an 
humming 

Vera pcKxl in its way 
Is the Verzenay 

Or the Sillen 'oft and ere tint , 

But Catawba wine 
Has a taste more dit me 
More dulcet, delicious, nnd dreamy 

Tlicrc grows no tme 
By die liaunted Rhine 
By Danube or Guadalquitir, 

Nor on island or cape 
That bears such a prape 
As grows by the Bcaudful Riser 


To rack our brains 
Witli the fewer pains 
Tlmt bate dritcn tbc Old World 
frantic 

To tbc vat ere and 'Inks 
W ith nil 'ucli tlrinl s, 

And after tlicni tumble the mixer , 

1 or .a po 'on iinllj n 
Is sucli Borgia wine 
0"fttbcst bum IJctd'i Lllxir 

Wide pure ft', a spring 
la tlie wini I sng 

And to pnfsc it, one feeds but 
name it , 

For Cat iwlia wme 
Hat n-md o'" no fign 
j No I Item ba it to prochlm It 

And till' Sonr' of tiic Vine, 

'fill grcotine of r>»(‘e 
n e winds and the birds ‘hall dditcr 
To ilm Qa'^'n of tlw V C3' 

In im- GarkantB tlrt- >e-d 
On tlie binljicf the Bcaohful RKxr 


THL D^rOM RFR 01 THE 
NOR 11 1 CAIT„ 

A 1 1 \1' 7 MOM KI iG StrftlDS 
OMOSItt, 

I Oriii I r ih'- rid tri-riptam, 

' \S lio dwell in Hclgo’ awl, 
d To Km' Alf ed tbc Ixitarr oITrailh 
, Brni ’ll ft now white walianotooth 
I Wliicli he held in Ins brown nglit 
j band 

Hr fimre was tail and stately, 

1 Idea boy ' ill , rve npixnrcd 
Hit liair w teliom a' lias, 
l',m tlircads of i siltrry gn> 

I Gleamed in bis mw ny beard. 

Hearts and liala wa' Otiicrc, 

Hu tlicek Ind tlie colour ol oak 
j Witli ft kind of laiigli in ids speech, 
j 1 ike tlie sea lidi on ft bcacli 
As unto tile King lie spoke' 


rv . , , . . And Alfred, king of the ‘ta\on<. 

Drugged is their juice Had a book upon hit knees 

vawnn foreign use \nd wrote down the w ondrous talc 

WTicn shipped ocr the reeling At- Ofhim who was first to s,ail 

1 nto tlie Arctic seas 
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But Otlierc, the old sea captain, 
He neither paused nor stirred 
Till the King listened, and then 
Once more took up his jKn, 
And wrote down every word 


" I owaa si\ hundred reindeer, 

With sheep and swane Ircsidc , 

I have tnbutc from the Finns, 
Whalebone and reindccr-skins, 

And ropes of walrus hide 

" I ploughed the land witli horses. 
But m> heart was ill at case. 

For tlic old seafaring men 
Came to me now and then. 

With tlicir sagas of tlie seas , — 

" Of Iceland and of Greenland, 

And the stormy Hebndcs, 

And the undiscovered deep , — 

Oh I could not cat nor sleep 
For thinking of those seas 

"To the northward stretched the de- 
sert. 

How far I fain would know , 

So at last 1 salhcd forth. 

And three dajs sailed due north. 

As far ns the wliale ships go 

“To the west of me was the ocean. 
To the nght the desolate shore. 

But I did not slacken sail 
For the walnis or the whale. 

Till after three dajs more, 

" The davs grew longer and longer 
Till the) became ns one 
And southward through the haze 
1 saw the sullen blaze 
Of the red midnight sun 

‘ And then uprose before me, 

Upon the waters edge 
Tlic huge and haggard shape 
Of that unknown Norm Cape, 

W hose form is like a \ edge 

' Tlie sea was rough and stormv 
Ihe tempest howled and wailed, 
And the sea-fog like a ghost 
Haunted that dreary coast. 

But onward still 1 sailed 

" Four da)s I steered to eastward. 
Four days without a night 
Round in a fierj ring 
Went the great sun, O King, 

With red and lund light ^ 

Here Alfred King of the Savons, 
Ceased waaling for a while , 

his e)es from his book 
strange and puzzled look. 
And an incredulous smile 


" And now the land, ' said Othcre 
" Bent southward suddenly, 

And I followed the curving shore 
And ever southward bore 
Into a nameless sea, 

‘ \nd there we hunted the walrus 
1 he narwhalc and the seal , 

Hal 'tvvns a noble game ! 

\nd like *hc lightning s flame 
Flew our harpoons of steel 

"Tlicrc were siv of us altogether, 
Norsemen of Helgoland , 

In two days and no more 
W c killed of them threescore, 

‘Vnd dragged them to the 
strand 1 ' 

Here Alfred the Tnith-Tcllcr 
Suddcnlj closed his book. 

And lifted his blue C)es, 

With doubt and strange surmise 
Depicted in their look 

And Othcre, the old sea captain, 
Stared at limi wild and weird 
Then smiled till his shining teeth 
Gleamed white from underneath 
His tavvn), quivering beard 

And to the King of the Sa,\ons, 

In witness of the truth. 

Raising his noble head, 

He stretched liis brown hand, and 
said 

" Behold this walrus tooth ' ' 




SANTA FILOMDNA 

Whenf’fr a noble deed is wrought, 
Wiene cr is spoken a noble thought. 
Our hearts, in glad suronse, 

To higher levels rise 


The tidal w ave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls. 
And lifts us unawares 
Out of all meaner cares 


BIRDS OF PASSAGE 


Honour to those whose words or 
deeds 

Thus help us in our daily needs, 

And by their overflow 
Raise us from what is low I 

Thus thought I, os by night I read 
Of the great armv of lie dead, 

Tlic trenches co'd and damp. 

The starved and frozen camp, — 

The wounded from the battle-plain. 

In dreary hospitals of pain. 

The cheerless corridors, 

The cold and stony floors 

Lo 1 in that house of misery 
A lady with a lamp I see 

I^s through the glimmering 
gloom, 

And flit from room to room 

And slow, as m a dream of bliss, 
fhe sriccclilcss sufferer turns to hiss 
Her shadow as it falls 
Upon the darkening walls 

As if a door in heaven should bo 
Opened and then closed suddenly, 

Tlic vision came and went 
The hght shone and was spent 

On England's annils, through the 
long 

Hereafter of her speech and song. 
That hght its rays shall cast 
Eroni portals of the past 

A lady with a lamp shall stand 
In the great histoiy of the land, 

A noble tjpc of good. 

Heroic womanhood 

Nor even shall be wanting here 
Tile palm, the lily, and the spear. 

The sjmbols that of jorc 
Saint 1 ilonicna bore 


DAYBREAK 


And humed landward far away. 
Crying, "Awake 1 it is the day ' 

It said unto the forest, "Shout ! 
Hang all your leafy banners out 1 ' 

It touched the wood-birds folded 
wing. 

And said, " O bird, awake and sing ‘ 

And o'er the farms, " O ehanticlecr. 
Your clanon blow , the day is near ’ 

It whispered to the fields of com, 

" Bow down, and hail the coming 
mom ’ 

It shouted through the belfry-tower, 
‘Awake, O bell! proclaim the 
hour 

It crossed the chuahjard with a 
sigh 

And said, ' Not jet ! in quiet he ” 

1 HE rirriETH birthday of 
AGAS bl/ 

MAV 28, 1857 

Ir was fifty jears ago. 

In the pleasant month of May, 

In the beautiful Pavs do Vaud 
A child in its cradle lay 

And Nature the old nurse, look 
riic child upon her knee. 

Saying " Here is a story book 
Tliy Father has written for thee 

" Come, wander with me,’ she said, 

" Into regions yet untrod , 

And read w hat is still unready 
In the manusenpts of God ' 

And he wandered away and away 
With Nature, the dear old nurse. 
Who sang to him night and day 
I he rhymes of the universe 

And whenever the way seemed long. 

Or his heart began to fail. 

She would sing a more wonderful 


A WIND came up out of the sea. 

And said, " O mists, make room for 
me ' 

It hailed the ships, and cried, "Sail 
on. 

Ye mariners, the night is gone ” 
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song, , 

Or tell a more marvellous talc 

So she keeps him still a child. 

And will not let him go. 

Though at times his heart bi^ts wild 
For the beauUful Pays dc Vaud , 



longfello j rs poetical works 

Though at umes he hears in his j Yc are better than all the balhds 


dreams I 

The Ranz des Vaches of old, 

And the rnsh of mountain streams | 
From glaciers dear and cold , 

And the mother at home says, 
“Harkl 

For his \oice I listen and 3 cam , 

It ts growing late and dark, 

And my boj does not return ' " 


CHILDREN 

Come to me. O jc children 1 
For I hear j ou at 3 our pla3 , 

And the questions that perplexed me 
Ha\e samshcd quite awa3 

Ye open the eastern windows. 

That look towards the sun 
Where thoughts arc singng swallows, 
And the brooks of morning run 

In your hearts arc the birds and the 
sunshine 

In 3 our thoughts the brooklets 
flow , 

But in mine is the wind of Autumn, 
And the first fall of the snow 

Ah 1 what would the world be to us 
If the children were no more ’ 

We should dread the desert behind 
us 

Worse than the dark before. 

\Vlnt the leaves are to the forest, 
Yfith light and air for food 
Ere their sweet and tender juices 
Hate been hardened into wood, — 

That to the wo'ld arc children 
Through them it feels tlic glow 
Of a brighter and sunnier climate 
Than reaches the trunks below 

Come to me O 3 c children 1 
^nd whisper in m\ ear 
WTiat the birds and the wands are 
singng 

In 3'our sunny atmosphere. 

tiur conlniangs 
wisdom of our boots 
Wnen compared w ith 3 our caresses 
And the gladness of 3 our looks ? 


That ever were sung or said , 
For 3 e arc hting poems. 

And all the rest arc dead 


S^NDAT.PHON 

Have sou read Jn the Talmud of 

o^d. 

In the legends the Rabbins have 
told 

Of the limitless realms of the air. 
Hate 30U read it, — the mancUous 
stoiy'. 

Of Sandalphon, the Angel of Glory, 
Sandalphon, the Angel of Praiaa’? 

How , erect at the outermost gates 
Of the Cit3 Celestial he waits, 

Wth his feci on the ladder of light. 
That, crowded with angels unnum- 
bered, 

By Jacob was seen as he slumbered 
Alone m the desert at night’ 

The Angels of Wnd and of Fire 
Chant onl3 one hymn, and c.xpire 
With the song s irresistible stress , 
Expire in their rapture and wxinder, 

/\s harp-slnngs are broken asunder 
By music they throb to axpress 

But serene in the rapturous throng, 
Unmoted by the rush of the song 
With c\cs ummpassioncd and slow, 
Among the dead angels, the deathless 
fcandalphon stands listening breathless 
To sounds that ascend from be- 
low , — 

From the spints on earth that adore, 
From the souls that entreat and im- 
plore 

In the fen our and p.assion of 
prayer, 

1 From the hearts tliat are broken with 
losses 

And weary with dragging the crosses 
Too hcata for mortals to bear 

And he gathers the prayers as he 
stands, 

And they change into flowers m his 
hands, 

Into garlands of purple and red , 
And beneath the great arch of the 
portal, [mortal 

Through the streets of the City Im- 
Iff wafted the fragrance they shed. 
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It is but a legend, I knou , — 

A fable, a phantom, a show 
Of the ancient Rabbinical lore 
Yet the old rnediaeval tradition, 

Tlic beautiful strange supwrslition. 
But haunts me and holds me the 


\\Tien I look from my window at 
night 

And the welkin above is ah white. 

All throbbing and panting with 
stars, 

Among them majestic is standing 
Sandalphon the angel, expanding 
His pinions in nebulous bars 

And the legend, I feel, is a part 
Of the hunger and thirst of the 
heart. 

The frenzj and fire of the brain. 
That grasps at the fniitage forbidden. 
The golden pomegranates of kden. 

To quiet its fever and pain 


BIRDS OF PASSAGE 

Black, shadows fall 
From the lindens tall. 

That lift aloft their massive wall 
Against the southern sky , 

And from the realms 
Of the shadowy elms 
A tide-like darkness overwhelms 
The fields that round us he 

But the night is fair, 

And everywhere 


■ A warm, soft vnpour fills the air, 

And distant sounds seem near 

And above, m the light 
Of the star-ht night, 

: Swift birds of passage wing theu 
I flight 

I Through the dewy atmosphere. 

; I 

I hear the beat 
Of their pinions fleet, 

As from the land of snow and sleet 
They seek a southern lea. 

I hear the cry 

Of their voices high 

Falling dreamily through the skv, 

But their forms I cannot see. 

Oh, say not so ! 

Those sounds that blow 
In murmurs of delight and woe 
Came not from wings of birds , 

Tiicy arc the throngs 
Of the poet s songs, 

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and 
w rongs 

The sound of wing6d words 

Tins IS the cry 

Of souls, that high 

On toiling, beaung pinions, fly. 

Seek ng a warmer clime 

From Uicir distant flight 
Through realms of hght 
It falls into our world of night, 

With the murmunng sound ot 
rhyme 


FLIGHT THE SECOND 


THL CHILDREN’S HOUR 


Betw fen the dark and the dayhght. 
When the night is bcginrung to 
lower, [tions. 

Comes a papse in the day s occupa- 
That is knovvatas tlicChildren'sHour 

I hear in the chamber above me 
Tlie patter of little feet, 
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The sound of a door tliat is opened. 
And voices soft and sweet 

From my study I see in the amp- 
light. 

Descending the braad hall stair 
I Gmve Alice, and laughing Atlegra, 

I And Edith with golden hair 
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Then like a kraken huge and bhck, 
She crushed our nbs m her iron 
grasp ! 

Doira went the Cumberland all a 
wrack, 

With a sudden shudder of death, 
And the cannon s breath 
For her dying gasp 

Next mom as the sun rose o\cr the 
bay, 

Still floated our flag at the mainmast 
head 

Lord, how beautiful was thy day 1 
Every waft of the air 
Was a whispicr of prayer 
Or a dirge for the dead 

Ho ! brave hearts that went down in 
the seas ! 

Ye are at peace in the troubled 
stream , 

Ho ! brav e land ! w itli hearts like 
these, 

Thy flag, tint is rent in twain. 
Shall bo one again. 

And wathout a scam 1 


A DAY OF SUNSHINE 

0 GIFT of God 1 O perfect day 
Whereon shall no man work, but 

play, 

^Vhereon it is enough for me. 

Not to be doing, but to be ' 

Through every fibre of my brain. 
Through every nerve, through every 
vein, 

1 feel the clectnc thrill, the touch 
Of hfe, that seems almost too much. 

I hear the wand among the trees 
Pkayang celesual symphonies , 

I see the branches dowaiward bent 
Like keys of some great instrument 

And over me unrolls on high 
The splendid scenery of the sky 
Where through a sapphire sea the 
sun 

Sails like a golden galleon, 

Tovvar^ yonder cloud land in the 
West, 

TOT-ards yonder Islands of the Blest 
Whose steep sierra far uplifts 
Its craggy sumrmts white wath drifts 


Blow, winds! and waft thro’ all the 
rooms 

Tlie snow-flakes of the cherry - 
blooms 1 

Blow, wands! and bend vvitliin mv 
reach 

The fiery blossoms of the peach ! 

O Life and Love ' O happy throng 

Of thoughts, whose only speech is 
song 1 

O heart of man ! cansl thou not be 

Blithe ns the air fs, and as free? 

SOMETHI.N'G LEFT UNDONE 

Labouk with wh-yt zeal we wail, 
Something still remains undone. 

Something uncompleted still 
Waits the nsmg of the sun 

By the bedside, on the stair. 

At the threshold near the gates, 

With Its menace or its prayer. 

Like a mendicant it waits , 

\\ aits, and will not go away , 

Wails nnd w ill not be gunsaid , 

Bv the cares of yesterday 
Each to-day is hcavacr made , 

Till at length the burden seems 
Greater than our strength can 
bear. 

Heavy as the weight of dreams. 
Pressing on us everywhera 

And we stand from day to dav, 
Like the dwarfs of umes gone 
h>. 

\\Tio as Northern legends say. 

On their shoulders held the '1 v 


SNOW-FLAKES 

Out of the bosom of the air, 

Out of the cloud folds of her 
garments shaken. 

Over the woodlands brown and bare. 
Over the harvest-fields forsaken 
Silent, nnd soft, and slow 
Descends the snow 

Even as our cloudy fanacs take 
Suddenly shape in some divane ex- 
prcssion. 


Even as the troubled heart doth i This is the poem of the air, 

make Slowly in silent syllables recorded , 

In the while countenance confes- Tins is the secret of despair, 

Sion, Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded, 

fhe troubled sky repeals Now whispered and revealed 

The gnef it feels. To wood and field 


FLIGHT THE THIRD. 

1873 


FATA MORGANA. 

0 SWFET illusions of Song, I approach, and ye vanish away, 

That tempt me everywhere, I grasp j ou, and ) e are gone , 

In the lonely fields, and the throng But ever by night and by day. 
Of the crowded thoroughfare 1 The melody soundeth on 
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As the w cary traveller sees, 

In desert or prame t ast, 

Blue lakes overhung with trees, 
That a pleasant shadow cast 

Tair towns with turrets high, 

And shining roofs of gold. 

That vanish as he draws nigh. 
Like tmsls together rolled , 

So I wander and wander along, 
And for cv cr before me gleams 
The shining cit> of song. 

In the brautiful land of dreams 

But when 1 would enter the gale 
Of that golden atmosphere. 

It is gone, and I wander and wait 
For the vasion to reappear 


THE HAUNTED CHAMBER 

Each heart has its haunted chamber. 
Where the silent moonlight falls ! 
On the floor are mjstcnous footsteps, 
Tlicre are whispers along the walls ' 

And mine at times is haunted 
B) phantoms of the Past, 

As motionless as shadows 
By the silent moonlight cast 

A form sits bj tlie w indow 
That IS not seen by d v\ , 

For as soon as the dawai approaches 
It V anishes nvva> 

It sits there in the moonlight, 

Itself as pale and still 
And points wath its airy finger 
Across the window silk 

Without before the window. 

There stands a gloonij inne. 

Whose boughs wav e upw ard and dovv n 
ward 

As wave these thoughts of nunc 

And underneath its branches 
Is the grave of a little child 
Who died upon life s threshold, 

And never wept nor smiled 

\Vliat are jc O pallid phantoms 1 
Tliat Inunt my troubled brain? 


That vanish when day approaches, 
And at night return again? 

What arc ye, O pallid phantoms ' 

But the statues vvilhoul breath, 
That stand on the badge overarch- 
ing 

Tlie silent nv er of death ? 


THE MEEFING 

Arpr so long an hbsence 
At last vve meet again 
Does the meeting give us pleasure, 

Or docs It give us pain? 

The tree of life has been shaken. 

And but few of us hngcr now. 

Like the Prophet s two or three 
bernes 

In the top of the uppermost bough 

We cordiallv greet each other 
In the old familiar tone , 

\nd wc think, though ave do not 
saj It, 

How old nnd graj he is grown 1 

Wc speak of a Merry Clinslinas 
And man) a Happy New Year, 

But each in his heart is thinking 
Of those that arc not here. 

A\c speak of fnends nnd their for 
tunes. 

And of what thej did and said, 

Till the dead alone seem hvang, 

And the living alone seem dead 

And at Last wc liardlj distinguish 
Between the ghosts and the guests , 
And a mist and shadow of sadness 
Steals over our memest jests 


VO\ POPULl 

iii-N MazArvan the Magician, 
Joumc) cd w cstw ard ilircughCathay, 
Nothing heard he but the praises 
Of Badoura on liis way 

But the lessening rumour ended 
___ When he came to Khalcdan, 

There the folk were talking only 
Of Pnneo Camaralzanian 
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So it hnpjHii'; with tlie poets 
lltcrv pronncc Iwth its own , 
Cnnianlcinnii is famous 
Where Badoura is iinknoi' n 


THL C \STLE-nUlLDLR 

A orsTi I boj wall soft and silken 
locj^, 

A drcnm> bo) with brown nnd 
tender c\cs, 

A castle builder, with his wooden 
blocks, 

And towers tint touch inncinars 
skies 

A fearless nder on Ins fathers knee 

An eager listener unto stones told 

At the Round Table of the nursery. 

Of heroes nnd adventures man - 
fo'd 

There will be other towers tor thee to 
build 

Tliere will be other steeds for thee 
to nde , 

There >nll be other legends, nnd all 
filled 

Wth greuer mancls nnd more 
glonficd 

i 

Build on, and make thj castles high | 
and fair 

Rising and reaching upward to the ! 
iiics, ! 

Listen to voices m the upper air. 

Nor lose th> simple faith in mjste 
nes 


CH VNGED 

EitOM the out'kirts of the town 
Where of old the milestone stood. 
Now n straiigeT looking down, 

1 1> hold the sliado crowai 
Of die dark and haunted wood 

Is it changed, or am I changed? 

All ' the o iks nre fresii nnd green, 
But (he friends with wliora I ranged 
Through their thickets are cstmngcd 
H) llie \ears tint intervene 



Bright as ever flows the sea, 
Bright ns ever shines the sun, 
But alas I tlicy seem to me 
Not the sun that used to be, 
Not the tides that used to run 




THE CHALLENGE 

1 HAVE n vague remembrance 
Of a story that is told 
In some ancient Spanish legend 
Or chronicle of old 

It was when brave king Sanchez 
Was before Aimora slam 
And Ills great besieging army 
kay encamped upon the plain 

Don Diego do Ordonez 
Sallied forth in front of ail, 

And shouted loud his challenge 
To the warders on the wall 

All the people of Zamora, 

Both the born and the tmbom, 

As traitors did he challenge 
AVith taunting words of scorn 

The living in their houses, 

And in their graves the dead 1 
And the w aters of their rivers, , 
And tlicir wine, and oil, and bread 

Tlicrc is a greater army, 

That besets us round with stnfc, 

A starving, numberless army. 

At all the gates of iifc. 

TJic poYcrl) stricken millions 
\\hio challenge our wine nnd bread, 
And impeach us all as traitors 
Both the living nnd the dead. 

And whenever I sit at the banquet, 
\^^lcrc the feast and song arc 
higli, 

Amid the mirth and the music 
I can hear that fearful cry 

And hollow and haggard faces 
Ixxjk into the lighted hall, 

And V "isted hands are extended 
J o catdi the crumbs that folk 

For within there is light nnd picntv. 
And odours fill th_ air , 

11 II 2 
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But mtbout tlicrc is cold and dark- 
ness, 

And hunger and despair 
And there in the camp of famine, 

In wind and cold and ram, 

Chnst, the great Lord of the ami>. 
Lies dead upon the plain ' 


THE BROOK. AND THE WAVE 

The brooklet came from the moun- 
tain. 

As sang the bard of old. 

Running with feet of silicr 
Oicr the sands of gold ' 

Far awa) in the bnn) ocean 
Tliere rolled a turbulent wnwc 
Now singing along the sLa beach, 

Now howling along the ca\c. 

And the brooklet has found the bil- 
low. 

Though the) flowed so far apart 
And has filled watli its freshness and 
s\s cctncss 

That turbulent, bitter heart 1 


FROM THE SPANISH 
CANCIONLROS 


Eyes so tristful c)es so tnstful, 
Heart so full of care and cumber 
I was lapped in rest and slumber 
\ chase made me wakeful, wistful I 

In this life of labour endless 
AkTio shall comfort m) distresses? 
Querulous my soul and fnendless 
In Its sorrow shuns caresses 
\e have made me )e haic made me 
Querulous of ) ou that care not, 
Eyes so tnstful vet I dare not 
Say to what )e haie betra)ed me. 


Some da) some day, 
O 'rouMed brea't 
Shalt thou find rest 


If Lo\c in thee 
To gnef gi\e birth, 
SK feet of earth 
Can more than he , 
Tlicrc calm and free 
And unoppresnid 
Shalt tnou find rest 

The unattained 
In life nl last 
A\ hen life is passed. 
Shall all bo gained , 
And no more pained, 
No more distressed, 
Shalt thou find rest. 


Conic O Death, so silent flying 
Tint unheard thy coming lie, 

Lest the sweet delight of dying 
Bnng life back again to me. 

) For thy sure approach pcrccivan 
In my conslancv and pmn 
I new life should win again, 
Tliinking that I am not hung 
So to me unconscious hang 
All unknown thy coming be 
Lest the sweet delight of diing 
Bnng life back again to me 

Unto him who finds thee hateful. 
Death, thou art inhuman pain , 

But to me, who dying gain 
Life IS but a task ungrateful 
Come, then, with my wash comply 
mg. 

All unheard th\ coming be, 

I/ist the sweet dchght of dying 
Bnng life back agmn to me. 


Gloac of black in white hand bare. 
And about her forehead pale 
Wound a thin transparent i cil 
Tliat doth not conceal her hair , 
Soiercign attitude and air 
Check and neck alike display ed. 
With coquettish charms arrayed, 
Eaughmg c\cs and fugitive , — 
Tliis is Ulhng men that h\e 
Tis not mourning for the dead 
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AFTERMATH 

When the summer fields arc mown, 
When the birds are fledged and flow n. 
And the dry leaves strew the path , 
With the falling of the snow, 

With the caw ing of tlie crow 
Once again the fields we mow 
And gather m the aftermath 

Not the sweet, new grass with flowers 
Is this harvesting of ours , 

Not the upland clo\er bloom , 

But the rowen mL\cd with weeds. 
Tangled tufts from marsh and meads, 
Where the poppy drops its seeds, 

In the silence and the gloom 


EPIMETHEUS, 

OR THE rorr S ArrERTIIOUGUT 

Have I dreamed ? or was it rcal. 
What I saw ns in a Msion, 

When to marches hymeneal 

In the land of the Ideal 
Mo\cd my thought ocr Fields 
Elysian ? 

What! are these the guest whose 
glances 

Seemed like sunshine gleaming 
round me? 

These the wald bewildenng fancies. 

That with dithjTarabic dances 
As walh magic circles bound me’ 

Ah 1 how cold arc their caresses ! 
Pallid checks and haggard bosoms I 

Spectral gleam their snow-white 
dresses. 

And from loose dishevelled tresses 
Fall the hjacinthine blossoms I 

O my songs! whose winsome mea- 
sures 

Filled my heart with secret rapture! 

Children of my golden Icisurcs ! 

Must even your delights and plea- 
sures 

Fade and perish with the capture? 

Fair they seemed, those songs so- 
norous 

When they came to me unbidden , 


Voices single and in chorus. 

Like the wild birds singing o cr us 
In the dark of branches hidden 

Disenchantment ! Disillusion 1 
Must each noble aspiration 
Come at last to this conclusion 
Jamng discord, ivild confusion. 
Lassitude, renunciation? 

Not with steeper fall nor faster, 

From the sun s serene dominions, 
Not through bnghter realms nor 
vaster. 

In swift rum and disaster, 

Icarus fell with shattered pinions I 

Sweet Pandora 1 dear Pandora I 
Why did mighty Jove create thee 
Coy as Thetis fair as Flora, 

Beautiful ns young Aurora 
If to win thee is to hate thee? 

No, not hate thee ! for this fcelin 
Of unrest and long resistance 
Is but passionate appealing, 

A prophetic whisper stealing 
O er the chords of oiw cvistcnce 

Him whom thou dost once enamour. 
Thou, beloved, never Icavest 
In life s discord, stnfc, and clamour. 
Still he feels thy spell of glamour , 
Hun of Hope thou ne cr bcrcavest 

W-cary hearts by thee arc lifted 
Struggling souls by theearestrength 
cned, 

Clouds of fear asunder nfted, 

Tnitli from falsehood cleansed and 
sifted. 

Lives, like days in summer, length- 
ened 1 

Therefore art thou ever dearer, 

O, my Sibyl, niy deceiver I 
For thou makest each mystery clearer 
And the unattnined seems nearer. 
When thou fiUest my heart with 
fever 1 

Muse of all the Gifts and Graces I 
Though the fields around us 
wither 

There are ampler realms and spaces, 
Wliere no foot has left its traces 
Ixt us turn and wander thither I 
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FLIGHT THE FOURTH 

1875 


CHARLES SUMNLR 

Gari ANDb upon In'; Rr-wo, 

And flowers upon Ids hc-irso 
And to the tender henrt ond hrate 
Tltc tribute of this \crsc. 

His was the troubled life 
Tlic conflict and the pam, 

The grief, the bitterness 01 strfe, 

TIic honour without stain. 

Like Winkelried, he tool 
Into his nnnly breast 
The sheaf of hostile spears nnd 
broke 

A path for the oppressed 

Tlicn from the fatal field, 

Upon a nation s heart 
Borne like n wamor on his shield ' — 
So should the bn\a. depart 

Death takes us bj surprise 
And sta) s our burr) ing fc l 
nic great design unriiilslicd lies. 

Our lues are incomplete. 

But in the dark unknown 
I’crfcct their arclcs see’in 
E\en os a bridge s arcli of sioni 
Is rounded in the stream 

Alike nre life and death 
When life in death sur\i\es. 

And the uninterrupted breath 
Inspires a thousand lues 

Were a star quenched on high 
Tor nges would iLs light 
Still irascllmg downward from the 
sk>. 

Shine on our mortal sight 

So when a great man dies. 

Tor jears bejond our ken 
The light he leaves behind him lies 
Upon the paths of men 


rRAvn,s BYTiir hresidi- 

Tut ccA'cIcss run 11 falling fast, 

And tondcT gilded vnne, 

Immos-able for thra davn past 
I’oints to the niidj main 

It rlrivcs me in upon mvstlf 
And to die fireside f feani'" 

To plea ant books tint rrowd tii> 
shelf, 

\nd still more pleasant dreams 

I read uluatcver Inrds havr sung 
Of lands b<,)ontl the rca. 

And lilt b'lght (h) s whf n 1 wasjoung 
Come throng in} back to me. 

In fanc) I can hear apm 
Th Alpme torrent >. revar 
Hit mult. Iiell', on the lulls of Sp.am, 
IIk sea nt U 'norc. 

I see the convent 5 pfcnmlnr wall 
Rise from Its grovi“ of pine, 
Andtnwir of old cathedral tail 
vVnil castles bj the Kl ilu 

f joiimrv on bj p,arl and sjihe. 

Beneath cruti nuld trec^ 

Through fic’ds with i«)i>picJ all on 
tin 

\nd glcanis of distant seas. 

I fear no more the dust and heat. 

No more 1 fc 1 fatimic 
^\h^lc joumrjmg with another s feet 
Otr man) a leiigthtning league. 

Im others traveirc se-i nnd land 
\iid toil through various dune' 

1 turn the world rotind with in\ hand, 
Rending these poets Th)nics. 

From them I Imm whatever lies 
Beneath each changing rom 
And see, when lool mg with ihcirc)'es, 
Better tlinn with mine own 
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C A D C N A D U I A 

I AKE OF COMO 

No sound of \\}iccls or Iioof-bcat 
breaks 

Tlie silence of the summer tb), 

As b) the loveliest of oil Iskes 
I while the idle hours fiwnj 

I pace the Icafv colonnsdc 
Where level brtnclics of the nhne 
Above me weave t roof of shade 
Impervious to the sun and ram 

At times a sudden rush of nir 
nutters the lazj leaves ocrlicad, 
And pleams of sunshine loss and 
flare 

Like torches down the path I tread 

B) Somarlva s ganlen pate 
I make the marble stairs mj seat. 
And hear the water, ns 1 wait, I 

Trapping the steps beneath my feet 

The undulation sinks and swells 
Along the stonj parapets, 

And far mva) the floating bells 
Tinkle upon the fishers nets 


Silent and slow, b> tower and town 
I he freighted barges come and go, 

Tlicir pendent shadows gliding down 
B} town and tower submerged bfo 
low 

Tlic lulls svv cep iipw ard from the shore, 
With villas scattered one by one 

Upon their wooded spurs, nnd lower 
Bclhggio blazing m the sun 

And dimlj scon a tangled mass 
Of walls and woods, of light nnd 
shade, 

Stanas beckoning up the Stehio Pass 
Varenna with its white cascada 


I ask myself Is this a dream ? 

Will It an vanish into air > 

Is there a land of such supreme 
And perfect beauty an) where? 

Sweet V ision I Do not fade away , 
Linger until my heart shall take 
Into Itself the summer da) , 

And nil the beaut) of die lake. 

Linger until upon m) brain 
Is stamped an image of the scene, 
Tlicn fade into the air again 
And be as if thou hadst not been 


MONTE CASSINO 

TFRPA DI LAVORO 

BrAimrLt v.allc) 1 through whose verdant meads 
Unheard the Garigkano glides along — 

Tlic Lins nurse of rashes and of reeds, 

TIic river taciturn of classic song 

The Land of Ixibour and the Land of Rest, 

Where mcdi'cvrtl towns arc white on all 
Tlie hillsides, nnd where every mountain s crest 
Is an Etrumn or a Roman wall 

n ere IS Alagna where Pope Bonifaqc 
Was dragged with contumely from his throne 
Sciara Colonna, wns that day s disgrace 
1 he Pontiffs onl) , or in part thine ow ii ’ 

Tlicre IS Ceprano where a renegade 
Was aach Apulian, as great Dante saith 
Wlien Manfred, by his men-at-arms l)ctra)cJ, 
Spurred on to Benevento and to death 






1 
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Tl\rn I'l Aquintim ttir old \o!'cnn lo«n 
Wlierc Iinrmt ^^^sl>om vlio-c Iiind liflit 
Still lit>\cr'; otr lii'i hirtUphc* liUi* ilic rrown 
or splendour 'ct n oor cities in thi nielii 

Poulil-d tlie '•pkmiour is tint in its streets 
I he \nptlic Doctor n- ft srfifti' Ims phjed 
Ami drenmed p- rlnp> the dremn tint lie repents 
in poiuli rolls folios for >■' liohsties nnde 

And there uplifted Id e n pnr me: clottd 
Pi It piiiiie-- on I nioiint tin 'iinimtl hiph 
Monte C ns mo s con t nt mrs its proud 
And t< n nhle nftlt' nenin't the si s 

Wtll I reinemlKr ho\t on font 1 chndietl 
Jill sion pith tn\ Icnilm" toils pile , 

Mtote the CO ni nt Uth for te jner" etiimed 
l>elo\ , the dnihentiif ton n pm desobte 

Mill I renieinliiT t'le Ion nreh nnd dnrh, 

11k courtv srd with its will tin terrtce nicV 
From nhieh f ir donn the i"d|e\ )ihi n pork 

Veiled nt the esinm mets, v ns dint lU vneih 

Tlie dn) ms dvinp nnd nith fisrhle knnd' 

Cnrc£se(l tin nnuntnin top' , the s-nle' I* t teen 
Ilnrhened , the iKer in the ne ndo t Lnnds 
Sli> ttliej ii'i If ns n sword, end w ^ not lem 

The sllcnc of the pi ice ms Id e n s’erp, 

So full of ri't It "• m d i tch pnis ne trend 
Wns n rcterlii niion from the d'ep 
Reevsv s of the npcs tUn nu lU td 

For more ilnn tlnrtis'n ci ntiin s npo 
Fencdicl fieri lip from the pnie*, of Rome, 

A )Ouili di spirted mih it' \icc nnd titv 
tiouphi in thesf mountain 'nh^llde‘^ n home 

He founded here hls Content nnd 1ns Rule 
Of pmter nnd tto'h nnd counted nor} ns pm) cr , 
Tlie pen Iv^nm n chrion, nnd his school 
Flnmeil like n licncon in tlie inidnipht mr 

Mdini thoucli noccmxio, m Ins retlles' \\n\, 

^locl inp the Inrt brotherhoo 1 deplo'Cij 
The llluniinnti d ntnnuscnpis that ht 
Tom nnd neglected on the dnstj floors ? 

IJoccaccio nns n nofclist n child 
Of fnnet nnd of fiction nt the liest 1 
Tills the urbnnt hbnnnn sftid nnd Smiled 
Incredulous as nt some idle jc^t 

Upon sucli themes xs these wmh one \onnp fmr 
I sat contersmg kntc into the iimht 
lill in Its catemous chlmnct the ttootl fire 
find burned as benrt out hi e n nnehonte 
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And tlmt tnnshtcd, in my conrent cell 
My'xiir }ct not myself, in dreams I lay , 

And as a monk ivlio hears the matin bell 
Started from sleep , already it was day 

From the high window I beheld the scene 
On which Saint Benedict so oft had gazed, — 

The mountains and the anlley in the sheen 
Of tlie bright sun, — and stood as one amazed 

Gray mists were rolling, rising, aoinishing , 

The woodlands glistened with their jewelled crowns , 
Far off the mellow bells began to nng 
For matins in the half-awakened towns 

The conflict of the Present and the Past, 

The ideal and the actual m our life, 
s on a field of battle held me fast, 

^Vllile tlus world and the next w orld were at stnfe. 

For as the valley from its sleep awoke, 

I saw the iron horses of the steam 
Toss to the morning air their plumes of smoke, 

And woke, as one awaketh from a dream 


AMALFI 


Sweet the memory is to mo 
Of the land beyond the sea, 

Where the waves and mountains 
meet. 

Where, amid her mulberry-trees 
Sits Ainalfi in the heat. 

Bathing ever her white feet 
In the tidelcss summer seas 

In the middle of the town 
From Its fountains in the lulls, 
Tumbling through the narrow gorge. 
The Canneto rushes down. 

Turns the great wheels of the mills. 
Lifts the hammers of the forge 

Tis a stairway not a street. 

That ascends the deep ra\ane. 

Where the torrent leaps between 
Rocky walls that almost meet 
Toihng up from stair to stair 
Peasant girls their burdens bear , 
Sunburnt daughters of the soil, 

Stately figures tali and straight. 

What inexorable fate 
Dooms them to this life of toil? 

Lord of \ancyards and of lands, 

Far above, the convent stands 


On Its terraced walk aloof 
Leans a monk with folded hands 
Placid satisfied, serene. 

Looking down upon the scene 
Over wall and red-tiled roof , 
Wondenng unto what good end 
AH this toi’ and traffic tend. 

And why all men cannot be 
Free from care and free from pain. 
And the sordid love of gain. 

And ns indolent as he 

Where are now the freighted barks 
From the marts of east and west ? 
"ViTierc the knights in iron sarks 
I Joumeving to the Holj Land, 

' Glove of steel upon the hand, 

I Cross of enmson on the breast ? 
Wliere the pomp of camp and court? 
Where the pilgnmsvvith their pmjers? 
■V^crc Uic merchants with their wares, 
And their gallant bngantincs 
Sailing safely into jxirt 
Chased by corsair Algenncs? 

Vanished like a fleet of cloud. 

Like a passing trumpet-blast, 

Arc those splendours of the past, 

And the commerce and the crowd I 
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Fithoms deep bcnciili tlic 
Lie the nncient wJnnc': ntid qints, 
Swnllowcd b) tlie entpilfinq wi\c';, 
Silent ■itrccl': nnd tncnni liilk 
Ruined roofi nnd towers nnd wnlls. 
Hidden from nil niorlil etes 
Deep the sunken iil\ In s 
L\cn cities ln\e tin ir (’rivc" • 

Tins IS nn cnclnnii d Iniid ' 

Round tlic Imdhnds fir iv i\ 
Sweeps the blue Sih rnnn l>i) 

^\lth Its sicl le 01 wlllli '•ind 
rurtlicr still ind furthtrmo t 
On the dim di'coti red eaest 
Pajttim with Its rums lies, 

And Its roses nil in bloom 
'vicm to linpc till fit il rl II > 

Of tint lontlj hnd of (’ooni 
On his temcc, hirih in nr 
Nothing doth tliC(jood inoiil nrc 
1 or sucli workllt themes is tliae 

From the jru'den jirt ii low 
Little puds of perfutn. bio 
And 1 sound is in his eirs 
Of the murmur of the Ihi , 

In the shining cha tnut tret s 
Nothing else he heeds or heirs 
All the lindscnne seems to swoon 
In the lnpp\ iftemoon I 
Slowl) o cr fits scnic creep 
The cncroiching wise ol sleep 
And he sinks IS Sint tin town 
Unresisting fithonisdown 
Into cisems cool nnd deep I 

Wnlled ihout with dnfts of snow 
Hcnnng the fierce north wind blow 
occing nil the hndsenpe white 
And the nser cvj d in ice 
Comes this memors of di light 
Comes this lision nmo me 
Of 1 Jong lost Pindfie 
In the land bc)oiid the sci 


I rile upwml motion of the fire 
llie hglii, tlie licit, the liein s dc,,ire 

Around V'emi s conient (mte 
I he bird'- (jods (kwi', xdio cannot 

wilt 

1 rom moor nnd mr'o md dirksomc 

wothI 

Cnme floti fng for the r do'e nf food 

"O brother liifrls *' ‘vihit I nncisnid, 
' come to me mil n^l for bind ; 
Ihii not wiili b'citl nlon lodtt 
''’nil )e D fed nnd ' em nw i\ 

*' \r '!iill lie fed telnpp) inrds 
\\ ilh nnnm of ( t Inl wor''>' 

Not tmne ihotigli mine titew vcm to 
lie 

Not mill'', ihntigh tl rj U ‘peken 

ihroii/ b III' 

‘ Oh, douMi ire te Ir-nind to praiie 
I he gmt Cri it'ir in \mir he*', 

He j 1 till \nn \«wir p'un csof t'o sn 
\o>r cnm'iin I (vnP )oiir cloaks of 
brown 

• He giedh ton \our w iie^, to flj 
\nd br< ithe n jnirer tir on high, 

^nd cireth for sou i" i ryiihert 
U ho for )our„rKp>- -o little c-tfC ! 

ith (hilt r of 'wift i.ings nnd song’" 

I ogeihrr m '■ the k itlni'd lU’xinf t 
And sin'^in" seitte-rcd firnpirt, 
lJcq> |v ice uns in St r rincis licirL 

Hr knew not if the leotlierhood 
IlisJionilb Ind iiiidrrstooil , 

H< onl) 1 new tint to (>ne r \r 
1 he me min'’ of tiis word', w.is clear 


the sermon 01 ST 
PRANCIS 

A shift of ^ong 1 winged pntcr 
froni pun 

N\erc fljing bick to hciiun igm 

St Frincis heird , it w is to him 
An emblem of tlic Seriphim , 


1!ELIS\RIUS 

I A'l poo* nnd old md blind , 
Till sun burns me md the wind 
Plow.- through the at) gate 
\ndcoicrsiiu with dust 
I rom the wlie'* p of the august 

lustinuu tlic OrtMt 

"“'s hir him 1 chased 
Ilic Pi rsnns o er wild ana wnste 
As Ceiicnl of the E.ist , 
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Night after niglit I lay 
In tlicir camps of yc slcrchi) , 

'1 heir fomgo was my feast 

rorliim with sails of rod 
And torches nt mast liuul, 
Piloting the groat fleet, 

I swept tlie Afrio coasts 
And scattered the Vandal liosts, 
Like dust in a wiiul> street. 

Tor him 1 won again 
Tlic Ausonian roalin and reign, 
Romo and I'arthenopu , 

And all tlie land was mine 
IVom llic summits of Apentiinc 
T o the slioics of eitlicr sea 

For liiiii, m mj feeble age, 

I dared the battle's ragi 

To save nyraiitiutii s state. 
When the tents of /abcrgati. 

Like snow* drifts ONcrran 

1 he roid of the Golden Gate 


SONGO RIVER. i 

Nowni iti such a dciiotis stream. 
Save ill fatici or in dream, 

Winding slow through bush and brake, 
Links together lake and lake 

Walled with woods or sand) shelf, 
Leer douhhng on itself, 

I' lows the strcmii, so still mid slow. 
Hint it li.irdl) seems to flow 

Nexcr errant knight of old, 
r.osi in woodland or on wold, 

Such a winding path ])iirsiied 
llirougli the s)lxan seililiide 

Noxcr school ho) m his quest 
After hnrel nut or mst, 

I hroiij h the fon si in and out 
Wandered loitering iliiis about 

Tn the mirror of its tide 
I nngled thicl els on each side 
Hang imerled andlielwctii 
Idoating cloud or sk) sercmi. 


And for this, for this, behold I 
Infirm and blind and old. 

With gri), uncoxered licad, 
nencath the \er) arch 
Of my triumphal march, 

1 stand and beg my bread 1 

Methinks I still can hear, 
bounding distinct and near, 

‘J lie Vandal inonareli's er) , 
As, cajitixc and disgraced. 

With majestic stop lie jiaccd,— 
"All, all Is Vanity 1 

Ah ! vainest of all things 
Is the gratitude of kings , 

Tlie plaudits of the crowd 
Arc but the clatter of ft el 
At midnight in the stact. 

Hollow and restless and loud 

Put the bitterest disgrace 
Is to set for oxer llu' fneo 
Of the Monk of 1 iihcstis 1 
1 lie unconqncmblo xx ill 
rids, too, can licar, — I still 
Am Pciisurius 1 


Sxxlft or sxxclloxx on tin wing 
Seems the oiilx lit me thing. 

Or the loon, that lauglis mid flics 
Down to those ri'drelctl skies 


Silent slaniii I th) Indian name 
Unfamiliar is to f iim , 

1 or thou hidi st lu ri alone. 

Well contLiil to lie uni tiowii 

Put thy tmnqiiil waters teach 

Wisdom dap us hiimnii siK'e'eli, 
Moxlng without haste or noise 
in mibroktii eciiupoise. 

1 hough thou tiiriiest no bus) mill. 
And art exer calm and still, 

I xeii thy sIliiiKe stems to sa) 

To tile iraxilltr on his xxa) — 


Traxcller, hurr)’ing from the heat 
fthecit), sta) thy fat I 
, St a w hill nor longer wasti 
ife wilii iiuoiisidi rite haste 1 

ru, not hli a stream that briwls 
Olid with slnllow xx-atcrfalls . 
lit in (lull t stir coiitiol 

till tocvtliei soul and soul 
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FLIGHT THE FIFTH 

1878 


THE HERONS OF ELMWOOtJ 

WA?m and still is the summer night 
As here bj the niers bnnk 1 wander 
White oierhcad are the stars and white 
The ghmtncnng lamps on the hillside tender 

Silent arc all the sounds of daj , 

Nothing I hear but the chirp of cnckcts 
And tlie cn of the herons tnnpng their tvny 
O er the poet s house in ihe'EImwood thickets. 

Call to him herons, os slot It j ou pass 
To >our roosts m the haunts of the csdlcd thrushes, 
Sing him the song of the green morass, 

And the tides tliat water the reeds and rushes. 

Sing him the mtstical Song of tlie Hem, 

And the secret that baffles our utmost seeking , 

For onl) a sound of lament we discern 
And cannot interpret tlie words jou arc speaking 

Sing of the air and the tnld delight 
Of wnngs that uplift and winds that uphold jou 
The joy of freedom the rapture of flight 
Through the dnft of the floaung mists that infold jOU , 

Of the landscape lyang so far below 
With Its towns and n^cts and desert places , 

And the splendour of light abo\c, and the glow 
Of the limitless, blue ethereal spaces 

Ask him if songs of the Troubadours 
Or of Minnesingers m old bhek letter, 

Sound in his ears more sweet than yours. 

And if yours are not sweeter and waldcr and better 

Smg to him sai to him, here at his gate, 

AVhere the boughs of the statcU elms arc meeting, 
Some one lias lingered to meditate. 

And send him unseen this friendly greeting , 

Thm many nnothcr hath done the same, 

^^Thoiigh not by 1 sound w os the silence broken 
ihc surest pledge of a deathless name 
Is the silenl homage of thoughts unspoken 
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A DUTCH PICTURE 

Simon Danz hns come borne ngnin 
From cruising about \vitli liis buc- 
caneers , 

He has singed Uio beard of the King 
of Spam, 

And earned away the Dean of Jaen 
And sold him in Algiers 

In his house by the Maese, mth its 
roof of tiles, 

And weathercocks flying aloft in 
air. 

There are silver tanliards of antique 
st)les. 

Plunder of content and castle, and 
piles 

Of carpets nch and rare 

In his tulip-garden there by the town, 
Oierlooking the sluggish stream. 

With his Moorish cap and drcssing- 
gotvn, f 

The old sea-captain, Inle and brown, 
Walks m a waking dream 

A smile m his griv raustacliio lurks 
Whenever he thinks of the King of 
Spain, 

And the hst^ tulips look hke Turks, 

And the silent gardener as he works 
Is changed to the Dean of Jacn 

The Nvmdraills on the outermost 
Verge of the landscape in the haze 

To him are towers on the Spanish 
coast. 

With whiskered sentinels at their post, 
Though this is tlic nver Maese 

But when the winter rams begin 
He sits and smokes by the blazing 
brands. 

And old seafaring men come m. 

Goat-bearded, gray, and with double 
chin. 

And rings upon their hands 

They sit there m the shadow and shine 
Of the flickering fire of tlie winter 
night , 

Figures in colour and design 

Like those by Rembrandt of the Rhine, 
Half darkness and half light 

And they talk of \cntures lost or won. 
And their talk is ever and ever the 
same, 
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WTiiIe they drink the red wine 
Tarragon, 

From the cellars of some Siiamsh Don, 
Or convent set on flama 

Restless at times with heavy stndes 
He paces his parlour to and fro , 

He is like a ship that at anchor 
ndes, 

\nd swings with the rising and falling 
tides. 

And tugs at her anchor-tow 

Voices mysterious far and near, 

Sound of the wand and sound of the 
sea. 

Are calling and whispenng in his ear, 

"Simon Danz 1 Why stajest thou 
here ? 

Come forth and follow me 1 ” 

So he thinks he shall take to the sea 
again 

For one more cruise with his bucca- 
neers. 

To singe tlic beard of tlio King of 
Spain, 

And capture another Dean of Jaen 
And sell him in Algiers 


CASTLES IN SPAIN 

How much of my young heart, 0 
Spam, 

Went out to thee in days of yore 1 
What dreams romanuc filled my brain. 
And summoned back to life again 
Tlie Paladins of Charlemagne, 

The Cid Campeador 1 

And shapes more shadowy than 
these 

In the dim twilight halfrctcaled , 
Phoenician galleys on the seas, 
riie Roman camps like liitcs ot 
bees 

The Goth uplifUng from his knees 
Pelayo on his shield 

It was these memones perchance. 
From annals of remotest cid 
That lent the colours of romance 
To every triiial circumstance, 

And changed the form and countc 
nance 

Of all that I beheld. 



LONcrrJLoir'i poetic \l \vonk<; 


Old tonus nlioselusion liesliid 
In monlvish chronicle or r'l'n"- 
Durgos, the birth pHcc of the Cid, 
Zaihora nnd V dhdohjl 
Toledo, bmlt 'iiul nailed nmld 
T^ic \s"^rs of Wiirnb'i s Innc 

The long stnighl line of the lnp,l«'‘^l 
The distant tomi tint setnn vj 
near 

The peasants in the fields that sta\ 
Tlieir loiUo cro'sthLm'''Ui.s and p’'rv 
\\nien from thelxlfra ai niiddi} 

1 hu Angclus thc\ hear 

^\ hitc crosses in the mountain pa's 
Mules gas with tassels tlieloudtlm 
Of muleteers the tctlna-d a's I 

Tint crops the dusts sms ' dc grass j 

And cas-alicrs null spurs of L-ss^. i 

Mighting at the inn | 

Mime Inmleis hidden In fmlds o'" 
n heat 

Mime atics slumlicnn'’ h the * i 
Mliitc sunshine flooding iip are ai tl 
street 

Dark mountain ranges at "hose fee 
The nacr bt<ls ire dia nuh 1 eat — 

All n-as a dream to in" 

^ct something sombre and sme-r 

0 cr the cnchantcJ landicapo 

Mgned , 

A terror in the atmosplimi 
As if King Philip lisiin d rear 
Or Tornuemada the austn 
Hisglio'tlj snav maintained 

The softer Andalusian k ' s 
D spelled the ‘udu and tin 
glixma , 

Tlicrc Cadiz b) the si asi Ic In ' 

And Scvilles onme-oielnrds nar, 
Making the land a paraih c 
Of beaut) and of bloom 

There Cordoaa is hidden iman; 

1 he palm tile olnc and tlie Mr" 
Gem ol the *> 011111 , h) jiort um 
And in nliose ^Iosl)uc Almanzor 

hung 

As lamps the bells that once had n n- 
At Compostelka s shnne 

But o\cr all the rest suprenm, 

'Die stars of stars the caaaosure. 

The artist s and lirc pQ,.i''s 


The young man s a ision, the old man's 
rlrram, — 

Granada by Its e.andin" stream, 

The city of the Moorl 

And tlierc the Alhambra still recalls 
Aladdin f palace of delight 
Allah 11 Ml ih ' through us halls 
\\ lifsperc tlie fotintnin as it falK. 

I he Darro darts beneath its u. alb 
riic lulls wiUi rno \ an, a hue. 

\h )(" the lulls arc vluie ui.h 
siioa 

\nil cold aallh blasts tleat bi'e nnd 

fflTU , I 

!! t n till bappa ealele’ou 
Hie omugc and jaonaefrana»c gror, 
And wafts of ait to s to and fsa 
Hie b’os'om'ni, almond trees 

Ttie Vrga cleft In thi' Xrrrtl 
rim f L‘ cm alio "a nnd nlhinc 
Of the 'neci lan'' cap* tLurr the 
a tl! 

n e traaellcT lingr^j on the bnl 
Hts paTsTl bps asc bm'hing^'itl 
Th last ’’gh of the Mo*r ^ 

IIo s hie n n in rr erpoam 
With flovera that hide the pmu of 
lime 

a'snds tios the Paat tint 1 hia; 
Lnona 

''a,ilr-i 111 s,ain, not b dt of stcae 
f'm i/f \ h te «unanrr clo’ids, rod 
bla- 11 

Into this htllc mist o'^rJiTnc! 


MnoUIA COIOXKM 

It It T » e’r ‘rtTiJ rn ll !■ Iief Wt*!* 

fs s U r Strffrl’r-,- r i f rr*iT 1" 

Var*, f -fc U b JJU pMT t 

« * l» >in ] 

Os< 1 r, CO Jfarifp*' 

) ‘■O tlyV ()T/rf'V hUli * 

I! -nr th" 1 iilows eif tliC feat 
Wash the a hltc iKf>b’'S o" try 
s' s rr 

Highuc'ihi *r 1 'Urge and the sariiiSj 

Like T great gnlleoa iirind.td tuw 
cast 
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Ashore by storms, thy castle stands 
A mouldcnng landmark of the 
Past 

Upon Its terrace walk I see 
A phantom gliding to and fro , 

It is Colonna, — it is she 
- Who hied and lo\cd so long ago 

Pescara s beautiful joung wife, 

The tj'pc of perfect womanhood. 
Whose life was lo\e the life of life. 
That time and change and death 
withstood 

For death, that breaks the marriage 
band 

In others, onlj closer pressed 
The wedding-ring upon her hand 
And closer locked and barred her 
breast 

She knew the hfe-long martjrdom. 
The weariness the endless pain 
Of waiting for some one to come 
Who nevermore would come again 

The shadows of the chestnut-trees, 
The odour of the orange blooms 
Tile song of birds, and more than 
these. 

The silence of deserted rooms , 

Tlie respiration of the sea 
Tlic soft caresses of the air, 

All things m nature seemed to be 
But ministers of her despair , 

Till the o’erburdened heart so long 
Impnsoncd in itself, found tent 
And \oicc in one impassioned song 
Of inconsolable Lament 

Then as the sun, though hidden from 
sight. 

Transmutes to gold the leaden 
mist 

Her life was interfused wath light, 

I roin re-alms that, though unseen, 

Ci.lSt 


THE REVENGE OF RAIN-IN- 
THE-EACE. 

In tnat desolate land and lone. 

Where the Big Horn and Yellowstone 
Roar down their mountain path, 

B) their fires the Sioux Chiefs 
Aiuttered their woes and gnefs 
And the menace of their wrath 

“ Revenge 1” cned Ram m-the Eaee, 
" Reaamge upon all the race 
Of the 'V\Tiite Chief with >ellow 
hair 1 ' 

And the mountains dark and high 
From their crags re-echoed the cry 
Of his anger and despair 

In the meadow spreading wide 
By woodland and nierside. 

The Indian ullage stood , 

All was silent as a dream. 

Sale the rushing of the stream 
And the bine jay in the wood. 

In his war-paint and his beads. 

Like a bison among the reeds. 

In ambush the Sitting Bull 
Lay with three thousand braves. 
Crouched in the clefts and caics. 
Savage, unmerciful 

Into the fatal snare 
The White Chief wath yellow hair 
And his tlircc hundred men 
Dashed headlong, sword in hand , 

But ol that gallant band 
Not one returned again 

The sudden darkness of dcatli 
Oicrw helmed them like the breath 
And smoke of a furnace fire , 

By the river s bank, and between 
The rocks of the ravine, 

Tliey lay in their bloody aturc. 

Put the focmen fled in the nicht 
And Ram in-the Face m his flight. 
Uplifted high in air 
As a ghastly troph) , bore 
llic braie heart, that beat no more. 

Of the White Chief wiUijcllow hair 


inarime 1 Inannic 1 

Fhy castle on the crags above 
In dust shall crumble and deca). 
But not the memory of her love 


'hose was the right and the WTong? 
ng it, O funeral song 
With a voice that is full of tears, 
id say that our broken faith 
’rouglit all this ruin and scathe, 

' Vnirc 
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TO THE RIVER \\ ETTE 

O LO\ EL^ n\er of Y\eUc ! 

O darling nier like a bnde 

Some dimpled, bashful fur Lisctte 
Thou goest to wed the Orges tide. 

Mamcourt, and lordlj Dampicrrc, 

See and salute thee on th\ wa\. 

And with a blessmg and a prajcr. 
Ring the sweet bells of Su Forget 

Therallej of CheiTCuse in \ain 
Would hold thee m us fond em- 
brace ' 

Tliou glidcst from its amis again 
Vnd humest on wath swifter paee. 

Thou wait not star wath restless feet 
Pursmng still thine onward flight. 

Thou goest as one m haste to meet 
Her sole desire her heart s delight 

O lo\cl> n\er of Y\cltc • 

O darling stream ' on balanced 
wangs 

The wood birds sang the chansoncite 
That here a wandenng poet sings 


THE EMPEROR S GLOVE 

[Coinbitn tiutlrait tl de p^nux dT.5n3rnc 
pour faire un puu dc ccuc fp-mdeur ’ A piij 
upon the vonjs rant, a plo\-e and Card, the 
trench for Ghent.] 

On St Batons tower commanding 
Half of Flanders his domain, 
Charles the Emperor once was stand- 
ing 

VTiile beneath him on tlic landing 
btood Duke Alva and his tram 

Like a pnnt in books of fables, 

Or a model made for show 
M ith its pointed roofs and gables 
Domier wandows scrolls and labels, 
Laj the cit> far below 

Through us squares and streets and 
allots 

^oured the populace of Ghent 
As a routed armj rallies 
Oras nters run through val!e}-s 
Hum mg to their homes they went 


* Nest of Luthertn misbelievers ' ‘ 
Cned Duke Alva as he gared , 

” Haunt of traitors and deceivers. 
Stronghold of insurgent weavers. 

Let It to the ground be razed ' ’ 

On the Emperor s cap the feather 
Nods, as laughing he replies 
'* How many skins of Spanish leather, 
Tlunk )ou, would, if hutched to- 
gether, 

^Lakc a glove of such a size’ ’ 


\ B\LL.hD OF THE FRENCH 
FLEET 

OCTOBFR, 1746 

Mr. Thomas PriscE, /lym/ar 

V n EET with flags arraved 
Sailed from the port of Brest, 

And the Admirals ship displa)ed 
The signal ‘Steer south-west' 
For this Admiral D Anvalle 
Had sworn by cross and crowa 
To ravage wath fire and steel 
Our helpless Boston Town 

There were rumours in the street. 

In the houses there was fear 
Of the coming of the fleet, 

And the danger hovenng near 
And while from mouth to mouth 
Spread the tidings of dismay 
I stood in the Old South, 

Saying humbly "Let us pray! 

" O Lord 1 we would not advise , 
But if m thy Provadence 
A tempest should anse 
To drive the French Fleet hence. 
And scatter it far and wade. 

Or sink It m the sea. 

We should be satisfied. 

And thine the glory be 

This was the prayer I made. 

For ray soul w as aU on flame. 

And even as I pravasi 
The nnswenng tempest came 
It came with a mighty power. 
Shaking the wandows and walls. 
And tolhng the bell in the tower. 

As It lolls at funerals 
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Tbe J’5’ : -s ^ aU 
L'c^eathod fji''!,-’:; s''i\’'Cvi 
And 1 ctiod ' S^>'d t-'d so» 

Tb^ sdiv cs ci Lcrv’ ' " 

Tb« 1' n^re H.i;C'^ \N-> *■ 

'P'es?’ \"a« \,^>''e \m h b ub 
A’^i evvr rrc^::^' f .-c rd L-aJ 
R’:«i Oc oN-r srR' 

Tb' '?vc u ovt-tcx v- 
Aud bawe siVv^ tV v'oi 

Ij'b*- 1 '^ ter V Cu^'-xn «J oc>\ 

O' Oe curtt a-v of M o t" 

Dv \%-a 03 tbo rod r^:: t'ec^ 

Cr shod. A.' o eriv'^ ’""* c 
Ail. cover "orv tKro 
?o i tddJ a-« tbese ' 

Li-vo A pc-^cr's vess-t bro<o 
Tbo |i:"Oo.r ships of tH' I '•* , 

T?io\ wxre c-\r' \t ooa\ os x <3 obo 
O' siirb Lfce lexi ix iV bn"^ 

O LcM » before Ov' path 
Tltev oiCAboi T’i cox^ to bo 
bYisen tbov. c-cst w xn tx w — ’h. 

Wi'li ti ~-* bo'^x tii3. tbe «o' ' 


V S N X Vn. V 


THE LEAP OF ROUSH \\ BEG 
Mot.vrFa> or Kvr\t stror^ andfeox 

Kts ci:*^ r' t steed "i h tou' x'hu 
kxt. 

KoxtsViu B''5r.. cdlo.1 K\ua’'E:tc”X 
Soa of tba toad a"d Ivtrdr eb ..f, 
Seobtns: refirjo m' ret’ f 

Up tb? raoxi" xr ptthwav f.w 

Sttuh w-u K\ tnt s ^^■o idrc-'J spx.'oi. 
ivev'er wt coa’d a"\ s*x-cd 
Reno'' tbe d-'t Ux’»xl t iht> oo I'm.* 
Moni thaa rvaidt.n rtoa' ih Vt_\' xte 
More tbai ooM t.,d next to UL 
Roushan the rob^riovedhtshot'e 

In the 1 \nd that bes K vo d 
Ltzeroum nrd Ttxb tot d. 

G.'vtxler'Otrt hts fo'’'rv''S s ood , 

Rt n<i<~cd KLtn or ot'^^etn 
Joumev'ng no’th from Koonli'hw 
Gave hua weaUh nrd wire and food 

Seven hurdred and, fou'^.'ore 
Me'’'a*-nm > his 1 \erv w^re 
DM has. biddins; night and dav 
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livow O'Ox.^a regions alx u'V ovn 
j He vv"s wufd'rn^ ''lo'e 
t Feeb.x.g^ watt oat gosie h-s \va\ 

S~.dd'nle the n;t‘''\\av tndx. 

Shoe' the prex-.x! vv? i e<et u'x 
LcxM th e t rav nt re v-s t x.x x. 
Ihatv f-»ct f-e n x-L to s d ' 

V iwtis t*^ ch is„i , 01 ^ t- tu ndr 
Ke \\''0 ensses th x r vt “ 

Fol 04ng dose i \ h.?; pi r- 1 1 
■\t the I n.“oip ce < foot 
Rev h.tu the Artb o'" Orf ih 
H dt-\* vr It h_x h A x’-vvl i i-'u 
i-ho ring tow nl fni"! tl ' g’ r 
■ la'liLihxnxtAlLh'- 

GentK Rou'har Peg etn-^sevd 
Kvt'xs fo'eh'td rx'N, i al b'et«' 
Hissext h„ni t oo' K^'h h x evvx , 
AxCg to h m la h'» wi’d "'tv 
Vs upon t''e to*' ost v 
S’ngs r h n’ tx*ore u h es. 

“ O uv K\-a* O 11 \ s'evd. 

Round ann u t w v teed 

CaTV' u'v this jxnl t’'’o igh ' 
Rinn hous gx s’ lU he th "e 
Shooxofgo'd OKv'iti i' 

O thox. sold c‘ Runegbu ' 

“Sot th\ shir as s 'vv" stxui 

Soft ts wonun ' htir th' nnia 
Tvrdvr are th ne eve- uid tn ^ , 
V’ thv hoofs U\e ivo'v sbne 
rohshexl brvght O 1 1 of inme^ 
Let”’ a’'drv''C*v Rurrogloii ’■* 

Kv~\t Oen the s*ceng ti d t xt 
Pnvv toge’her hi< toi r whin fwt 
Pvuscvl n o neat c>‘i thv va n.c, 
\fetsared with hix eve the s[ ict. 

And in o the nr x cmh'wx 
Leap'd is Imps tl t ovxnn xi rgv 

As the ocv'tn s irgv o cr "si al 
Petrs a swmn isr si tx to land 
Kvrtt snf- hix nd r bxrv 
Rattl ug down the d-ep ahvss 
Frtgi lents ot the prveip ex 
RoKevl likv pebb’v < on a shom 

Roush,tn s ttssel’ed cap of mi 
Trended rot upoa ius head 
Careless sat he and upngnt , 
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Neither hand nor bndlc shook, 

Nor his head he turned to look, 

As he galloped out of sight 

Flash of harness in the air, 

Seen n moment like the glare 
Of a sword drawn from Us sheath , 
Thus the phantom horseman passed. 
And the shadow that ho cast 
Leaped the cataract underneath 

Reyhan the ^rab held his breath 
While this vision of life and death 
Passed above him “ Allahu ' 
Cned ho " In all Koordistan 
Lives there not so brave a man 
As this Robber Kurroglou 1 ’ 


HAROUN AL RASCIIID 

One daj, Haroun A1 Raschid lead 

A book wherein the poet said — 

" Where are the kings, and where the 
rest 

Of those who once the world pos- 
sessed? 

‘‘They're gone watli all their pomp 
and show. 

They re gone the way tliat thou shalt 

go 

" O thou who choosest for th) share 

The world, and wliat the world calls 
fair, 

“Take all that it can give or lend, 

But know that death is at the end ' 

Haroun A1 Raschid bowed his head 

Tears fell upon the page he read. 


KING TRISANKU 

ViswAMiTEA the Magician 
By his spells and incantations. 

Up to Indras realms elysian 
Raised Tnsanku, king of nations. 

V Indra and the gods ofLnded 

Hurled him downward, and de- 
scending. 


In the Tir he hung suspended, 

With these equal {wwers contend- 
ing 

Thus by aspirations lifted, 

By misgivings downward driven, 
Human hearts arc tossed and drifted 
Midway between earth and heaven. 


A WRy\ITH IN THE MIST. 

“ Sir, I should bullil me a fonlficflllon if I 
came lo Inc here ' — IIoSwell fi yetnim. 

On the green little isle of inchkenneth 
WTiois it tint walks by the shore. 
So gay with his Highland blue bon- 
net, 

So brave with his targe ruid clay- 
more? 

His form is the form of a giant. 

But his face vv cars nn aspect of pain , 
Can this be the Laird of Inchkenneth ? 
Can this be Sir Alan McLean? 

I 

Ah no 1 It is onlv the Rambler, 

The Idler, who lives m Bolt Court, 
And who s.ays, were he Laird of Inch- 
kennclh. 

He would wall himself round with a 
fort. 


THL THREE KINGS, 

Three Kings came lading from far 
nway, 

Melchior and Caspar nnd Baltns.ar, 

Three Wise Men out of the East wane 
they, 

And they travelled by night nnd they 
slept by day, 

For their guide was a beautiful, 
vv onderful star 

The star was so beautiful, large and 
clear. 

That all the other stars of the sky 

Became a white mist in the ntmo- 
spbcrc, 

And by this they knew that the coming 
was ne,ar 

Of the Prince foretold in the pro- 
phecy 
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Three caskets thc> bore on their 
saddle bow s 

Three caskets of gold with golden 
ke\s , 

Their robes w ere crimson silk with 
rows 

Of bells and pomegranates and fur- 
belows 

Tlicir turbans like blossoming nl- 
mond trees 

And so theTlircc Kings rode into the 
W^est, 

Through the dusk of night, over lull 
and dell, 

And sometimes they nodded with 
beard on breast, 

And sometimes talked, ns the} paused 
to rest, 

With the people they met at some 
\va}-side well 

** Of the child that is bom, said Bal- 
tasar, 

“ Good people, I pra} >ou, tell us 
the news , 

For w c in the East liavc seen his star 

And havenddenfast, and havendden 
far. 

To find and worship the King of 
the Jews ' 

And the people answered, " You ask 
ip vain , 

We know of no king but Herod the 
Great 1 ' 

They thought the Wise Men were men 
insane, 

As they spurred thcirhorscs across the 
plain. 

Like riders in haste, and who cannot 
wait. 

And when they came to Jerusalem, 

Herod the Great, who had heard 
this thing. 

Sent for the Wise Men and questioned 
them , 

And said, "Go dowai unto Bethlehem, 

And bring me tidings of this new 
king'^ 

So they rode away , and the star stood 
still. 

The only one in the gray of mom , 

Yes, It stopped. It stood sUli of its own 
free wall, 
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Right over Bethlehem on the hill. 

The city of Davad where Christ was 
bom 

And IheTliree Kings rode throuj^ the 
gate nnd the guard 
Tlirough the silent street, till their 
horses turned 

And neighed as they entered the great 
inn-}'ard , 

But the windows were closed, and the 
doors were barred, 

And only a light in the stable 
burned 

And cradled there m the scentea nay. 
In the air made sweet by the breath 
of kmc 

The little child in the manger lay. 

The child, that would be king one day 
Of a kingdom not human but 
divine 

His mother Mary of Nazareth 
Sat watching beside his place of 
rest, 

Watchmg the even flow of his breath, 
For tJie joy of life and the terror of 
death 

Were mingled together in her 
breast 

Thc> laid their offerings at his feet 
The gold was tlieirtnbutctoa King, 
The frankincense vv ith its odour sweet. 
Was for the Pnest the Paraclete, 

The myrrh for the body s burying 

And the mother wondered and bowed 
her head. 

And sat as still as a statue of stone 
Her heart was troubleri yet comforted. 
Remembering w hat the Angel had said 
Of an endless reign and of Davad s 
tlnone. 

Then the Kings rode out of the city 
gate. 

With a clatter of hoofs in proud 
array , ,, , , 

But they went not back to Herod the 
Great, 

For they knew his malice and feared 
his hate 

And returned to tiicir homes by 
another way 
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SOXG 

Stay, staj at home, ray heart anti 
rest , 

Home-keeping: hearts are happiest, 

For those that wander they know not 
where 

Are full of trouble and full of care . 

To stay at home is best. 

Weary and homesick and distressed 

piey wander east they wander west. 

And are baffled and beaten and blown 
about 

By the wands of the waldemcss of 
doubt , 

To slay at home is best 

Then stay at home, my heart and 
rest. 

The bird ts safest in its nest 

Oer alUhat flutter their w'lngs and 

A hawk IS hovenng m the sky 
1 o slay at home is best. * 


I THE WHITE CZ.\R 

I "Hie Uli.tE Cm it Petr the Great, 
I I atjruihica J alkrr dtiir.tmd Coiuilar 
I arc litin the Ru%MaJi people are fond of 
I civiac to the Cxar in their pojmlor lonipt. 

I Dost thou sec on the ramparts height 
j That WTcalli of mist m the light 
i Of the midnight moon? Oh, hist 1 
It IS not a wTcaih of mist , 

It IS the Cz.ar the \\liite Czar, 
BalyaishLa I Gosudnr ' 

He has heard among the dead. 

The artillciy roll o erhead , 

The drums and the tramp of feet 
Of his soldiery m the street , 

He is awake 1 the \\Tiitc Czar, 
Batyaishka ' Gosudar I 
He has heard in the grave the cries 
Of his people "Aw ake ' arise 1 " 

He has rent the gold brocade 
Whereof his shroud was made . 

He IS risen ! ihc ^\^utc Czar, 
Batyaishka 1 Gosudar I 

From Uie Volga and the Don 
He has led his armies on, 

Over nverand morass 
Over desert and mountain pass , 
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The Czar, the Orthodox Czar, 
Batyushha 1 Gosudir 1 

He looks from the mountain ehain 
Toward the seas, that cleat e in twain 
The continents , his hand 
Points southwarf o er the land 
OfRoumih ! O Czar, 

Batjaishka 1 Gosudar ! 

And the words break from his lips 
' I am the builder of ships. 

And my ships shall sail these seas 
To the Pillars of Hercules I 
I saj It , the White Ciar, 

Bat) ushka I Gosudar I 

“The Bosphorus shall bo free , 

It shall make room for me , 

And the gates of its water-streets 
Be unbarred before my fleets 
I say It , the White Czar, 

Bat) ushka I Gosudar I 


"And the Chnstian shall no more 
Be crushed, ns heretofore. 
Beneath thine iron rule, 

0 Sultan of Istamboul 1 

1 swear It I I the Czar, 

Batyushka ! Gosudar 1 ” 


DELIA. 

Sweet as the tender fragrance that 
survives. 

When martwed flowers breathe out 
their little lives. 

Sweet as a song tliat once consoled our 
pain. 

But never will be sung to us n^in. 

Is thy remembrance Now the hour 
of rest 

Hath come to thee. Sleep, darling , 
it IS best 


1 866 


FLO^VER-DE LUCE 


Beautitul lily, dwelling by still 
nxers. 

Or solitary mere, 

Or where the sluggish meadow-brook 
delivers 

Its waters to the weir 1 

Thou Hughest at the mill, ihe whir 
and worry 

Of spindle and of loom. 

And the great wheel that toils amid 
tlic hurry 

And rushing of the flume. 

Bom m the purple, bom to Joy and 
pleasance. 

Thou dost not toil nor spin. 

But rankest glad and radiant wath thy 
presence 

The meadow and the lin 
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The wand blows, and uplifts thy 
drooping banner. 

And round thee throng and mn 
The rushes, the green yeomen of thy 
manor, 

Tlie outlaws of the sun 

The burnished dragon-fly is thine 
attendant. 

And Ults against the field. 

And doivn the listed sunbeam ndes 
resplendent , . 

With steel-blue mml and shield 

Thou art the Ins, fair among the 
fairest. 

Who, armed with golden rod 
And winged ivlth tlie celestial azure, 
bcarest 

The message of some God 
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Thou art the Muse, ttho far from 
cro^aed aties 

Hauntest the s)han streams, 
Plajnng on pipes of reed the artless 
duties 

That come to us as dreams. 
Linger to loss th) feet , 

Tor evT^' 

The world more fair and Mveet 


PALINGLNLSIS 

I LAI upon the headland height, and 
listened 

To the inccss.ant sobbing of the sea 
In caicros under me, 

\nd vratched the \ra\-cs, that tossed 
"md fled and glistcnei 
ihs rolhng meadows ofametbj'st 
Alcltcd awn^ m mist. 

Then suddenlj, as one from sleep, I 
started , 

For round about me all the sunny 
capes 

Seemed peopled with the shapes 
tho^ whom I had known in dal’s 
departed, 
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Apparelled m the lovelmcsb which 
gleams 

On faces seen in dreams 

A moment onlj, and the light and 

Faded awaj, and the disconsolate 
shore 

Stood lonclj as before , 

And the wild roses of tlie promon- 
tor) 

Around me shuddered in the wind, 
nndshed 

Tlieir petals of pale red 

There wais an old belief tint in the 
embers 

Of nil things tlicir primordial form 
exists, 

And cunning alchemists 

Could re-create the rose with all its 
members 

From Its own ashes, but without the 
bloom. 

Without the lost perfume 

Ah me ! what wonder-working, occult 
science 

Can from the ashes in our hearts once 
more j 

The rose of jouth restore? 

What craft of tuchemy can bid de- 
fiance 

To time and change, and for a single 
hour 

Renew this phantom-flower? 

"Oh, gisc me back,” I cned, "the 
xanished splendours, 

The breath of mom, and the axultant 
strife, 

Wlicn the swift stream of life 

Bounds o'er its rocky channel, nnd 
surrenders 

The pond, with nil Its lilies, for the 
leap 

Into the unknown deep 1 ’ 

And the sea answered, with a lamen- 
tation 

Like some old prophet waihng, nnd it 
said, 

" Alas 1 thy youth Is dead ! 

It breathes no more, its heart has no 
pulsation , 

In the dark places with the dead of 
old 

It hm; for ever coM ' 
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Then said I, “From its consecrated 
cerements 

I will not drag this sacred dust 
again, 

Only to give me pain , 

But, still remembering all the lost en- 
dearments. 

Go on my way, hke one w ho looks be- 
fore. 

And turns to weep no more " 

Into what land of harvests, what plant- 
ations 

Bright with autumnal foliage and the 
glow 

Of sunsets burning low. 

Beneath what midnight skies, whose 
constellations 

Light up the spacious avenues between 

This world and the unseen 1 

Amid what friendly greetings and 
caresses, 

What households, though not alien, 
yet not mine, 

AVhat bowers of rest dmne , 

To what temptations in lone wil- 
dernesses, 

^\'hat famine of the heart, what pain 
and loss, 

Tlic bearing of what cross 1 

1 do not know , nor will I vainly ques- 
tion 

Those pages of the mystic book which 
hold 

The story still untold. 

But without rash conjecture or sug- 

r tion 

last leaves m reverence and 
good heed. 

Until " The End " I read. 


THE BRIDGE OF CLOUD 

Burn, O evening hearth, and waken 
Pleasant visions, as of old I 
Though the house by winds be 
shaken. 

Safe I keep this room of gold 

Ah, no longer wirard Fancy 
Builds her castles in the air. 

Luring me by necromancy 
Up the never-ending stair 1 
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But instead, she builds me badges 
Over manj n dark ravane 
\\Tiere beneath the gust> ndgcs 
Cataracts dash and roar unseen 

And I cross them, little heeding 
Blast of wind or torrent s roar. 

As I follow the receding 

Footsteps that have gone before 

Naught avails the implonng gesture. 
Naught avails the cr} of pain I 
\Mien 1 touch the fl)ing vesture, 

Tis the graj robe of the rain 

Baffled I return and, leaning 
O er the parapets of cloud 
Watch the mist that intervening 
Wraps the valle) m its shroud 

And the sounds of life ascending 
Faintlv, vaguelj, meet the ear. 
Murmur of bells and vo ccs blending 
\\ ith the rush of waters near 

\\ ell I know what there lies hidden. 
Every tower and town and farm. 

And again the land forbidden 
Reassumes its vanished charm. 

Well I know the secret places, 

\nd the nests m hedge and tree , 

At what doors arc fnendlj faces 
In vvliat hearts are thoughts of me. 

Through the mist and darkness sink- 
ing 

Blown bv wind and beaten bj 
shower 

Dov ai I fflng the thought I m tliink 
mg, 

Etown 1 toss this Alpine flower 

HWTHORNE. 

Mav 23 1864 

How beautiful it was, that one bnght 
day 

In the long week of nun I 
Though all its splendour could not 
chase awuj 

The ommpresent pain. 

The lovuly town was white wath apple 
blooms 

And the great elms o erhead 


Dark shadows wove on their afenal 
looms. 

Shot through vnlh golden thread. 

\cross the meadows, b> the gray old 
manse 

The histone mcr flowed 
I was as one who wanders in a 
trance, 

Unconsaous of his road. 

The faces of familiar fnends seemed 
strange 

Their voices 1 could hear, 

Vnd jxt the words they uttered seemed 
to change 

Fhcir meaning to my car 

For the one face I looked for was not 
there. 

The one low voice was mute . 

Only an unseen presence filled the air, 
And baffled my pursuit. 

Now I look back and meadow, 
manse and stream 
Dimly my thought defines 
I only sec — a dream wathm a dream — 
The hill lop hearsed wath pines. 

1 onlv hear above his place of rest 
Their tender undertone 
The infinite longings of a troubled 
breast, 

The V oicc so like his ow n 

There m seclusion -and remote from 
men 

Tlie wazard luand lies cold 
IMiich at ns topmost speed let fall the 
pen, 

And left the tnle half told 

Ah ' wlio shall lift that wund of magic 
pow er, 

\nd the lost clew regain ? 

The unfinished wandovv in Aladdin s 
tower 

Unfinished must rcmam ' 

CHRISTMAS BELLS 

I heard the bells on Christmas Day 
Their old familiar carols play. 

And wild and sweet 
The words repeal 

Of peace on earth good-will to men ! 
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And thought how, as tlie day had 
come, 

The belfnes of all Chnsfcndom 
Had rolled along 
The unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good wall to men • 

Till ringing, singing, on its\\a>, 

The world revolved from mght to 
day, 

A \oice, a chime, 

A chant subbme 

Of peace on earth, good-wiU to men ! 

Then from each black, accursed 
mouth 

The cannon thundered m the South, 
And w iih the sound 
The carols drow ned 
Of peace on earth, good wall to men ! 


When they both were joung to- 
gether. 

Heart of youth and summer weather 
Making all their hohday 

And the night-wand rising, hark 1 
I How above there in the dark, 

In the midnight and the snow, 

E\er wilder, fiercer grander, 

Like the trumpets of Iskander, 

All the noisy chimneys blow 1 

Lvery quivcnng tongue of flame 
Seems to murmur some great name, 
‘'cems to say to me "Aspire ' 

But the mght-wand answers, "Hol- 
low 

Are the visions that you follow. 

Into darkness sinli jour fire I ” 


It was ds if an earthquake rent 
The hearth-stones of a continent. 
And made forlorn 
Tlie households bom 
Of peace on earth, good-wall to men! 

A^ in despair I bowed mj’’ head , 
"There 13 no peace on earth,' Isaid, 
" For hate is strong, 

And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good-will to men I 

Then pealed the bells more loud and 
deep , 

"God IS not dead, nor doth He 
sleep , 

The Wrong shall fail, 

The Right prevail, 

With peace on earth, good-will to 
men 1 " 


THE WIND OVER THE 
CHIMNEY 

See the fire is sinking low, 

^"|hy red the embers glow, 
ai I above them still I cower, 
While a moment more I linger 
Tlmugh the clock, with hfted finger. 
Points beyond the midnight hour 

Sings the blackened log a tune 
G^med in some forgotten June 
From a scliool-boy at his play, 
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Then the flicker of the blare 
Gleams on volumes of old days. 
Written by masters of the art. 

Loud through whose majestic pages 
Rolls the melody of ages. 

Throb the harp-stnngs of the 
heart 

And again the tongues of flame 
Start exulting and exclaim 
" These are prophets, bards, and 
seers , 

In the horoscope of nations. 

Like ascendant constellaOons, 

They control the coming years, ' 

But the night-wnnd cnes " De- 
spair! 

Tliosc who walk wth feet of air 
Leate no long-endunng marks , 

At God’s forges mcandescent 
Mighty hammers beat incessant, 

Tliese are but the flying sparks 

" Dust are all the hands that wrought , 
Books are sepulchres of thought , 

The dead laurels of the dead 
Rustle for a moment onlj , 

Like the withered leaves m lonely 
Churchyards at some passmg 
tread ' 

Suddenly the flame sinks down , 

Sink the rumours of renown , 

And alone the night-rvlnd drear 
Oamours louder, vwder, vaguer, — 

" 'Tis the brand of Meleager 
Dying on the hearth stone here ! " 



Arid I answer —"Though It be, 
Wh> should that discomfort me 
No cndcasour is in \-un , 

Its reward is In the doing 
And the r^iure of pursuing 
Is the prize the sanquishcd gam 


THE BELLS OF LYNN 
HEARD AT NAHANT 

O CURFFW of the selling sun I O 
Bells of Ljmn I 

O requiem of the d> mg da> 1 0 Bells 
of L)Tin ! 

From the belfnes of jon cloud- 
cathedral wafted, 

Your swnds afcnal ^ to float, O 
Bells of LjTin I 


Borne on the evening wand across the 
damson twilight, 

O er land and sea the> nsc and fall, O 
Bells of I jnn ! 

The fisherman in his boat, far out 
bejond the headland. 

Listens and Icisurch rows ashore, O 
Bells of Ljmn 1 

Oaar the shining sands the wandering 
cattle homeward 

Follow cacli other at jour call, O Bells 
of Lj nn 1 

Tlic disLani lighthouse hears, and walh 
his flaming signal 

Answers jou, passing the wmtchword 
on, O Bells of Lj nn I 

And do^ the darkening coast run 
the tumultuous surges 

And clap their hands and shout to 
JOU, O Bells of L\ai'’ ' 
qpo 
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Till from the shuddering sea, with 
jour wild incantations, 

Ye summon up the spectral moon, O 
Bells of Lynn 1 

And startled at the sight, like the w cird 
woman of Endor, 

Ye crj aloud and then are still, O 
Bells of Lynn ! 
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KILLED AT THE FORD 

aaf beautiful youth, 

■Inc heart of honour, the tongue of 
truth. 

He. the life and light of us all, 
'^ose^oice was bhthe as a bugle- j 

IVhom all eyes followed wath one con- 
sent. 

The chwr of whose laugh, and uhosc 
pleasant word, 

Hushed all murmurs of discontent 

Only Inst night, as we rode along, 
Howm the dark of the mountain gap, 

T picket-guard at the ford, 

^iltlc dreaming of any mishap, 

•He was humming the words of some 
old song 

red roses he had on his cap, 

And another he bore at the point of 
his su ord ‘ 

Sudden and swaft a whistling ball 
Came out of a wood, and the voice 
was still , 

^methlng I heard in the darkness fall, 
And for a moment my blood grew 
chill , 

I spake in a avhispcr, as he who speaks 
In a room where some one is l>ing 
dead , j 

But he made no answer to what I said 

We lifted him up to his saddle again. 
And through the mire and the mist 
and the ram 

Camed him back to the silent camp, 

And laid him as if asleep on his bed , 
■And I saw by the hght of the surgeon’s 
lamp 

Two white roses upon his cheeks 
•And one just over his heart, blood- 
rcdl 
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And I saw in a vision how far and 
fleet 

That fatal bullet went speeding forth, 

till It reached a totvn in the distant 
North, 

Till it reached a house m a sunnv 
street, ■' 

Till It ^ched it heart that ceased to 
beat 

Wthout a murmur without a ciy 

And a bell was tolled, m that far-off 
town, 

For one who had passed from cross to 
crown, 

And the neighbours wondered that she 
should die. 


GIOTTO’S TOWER 

How many hves, made beautiful and 
stveet 

Byself-devotion andbjself restraint, 

Whose pleasure is to run rvithout 
complaint 

On unknown errands of the Para- 
clete, 

Wanting the reverence of unshodden 
feet. 

Fail of the nimbus which the artists 
paint 

Around the shining forehead of the 
saint, 

■And are in their completeness in- 
complete 1 

In the old Tuscan town stands Giotto s 
tower, 

'The lily of Florence blossoming in 
Slone, — 

A vision, a delight, and a desire, — 

The builder’s perfect and centennial 
flower. 

That in the night of ages bloomed 
alone. 

But wanting suU the glory of the 
spire. 


TO-MORROW 

’Tis late at night, and in the realm of 
sleep 

My httle lambs arc folded like the 
flocks , 

From room to room I hear the wake- 
ful clocks 
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Challenge the passing hour. like 
guards that keep 

Their solitar) Match on tower and 
steep , 

Far off I hear the crowing of the 
cocks, 

And through the opening door that 
time unlocks 

Feel the frcah breathing of To mor- 
row creep 

To-morrow I the mjstcnous, unknown 
guest 

Who cries to me ' Remember Ear- 
mccidc 

And tremble to be happy with the 
rest 

And I make answer ' 1 am satisfietl , 

I dare not ask , I 1 now not what is 
best , 

God hath ahead) said what shall 
betide 


DIVINA COMMEDIA 
I 

Oft hate I seen at some cathedral 
door 

A bboiircr pausing in the dust and 
heat 

La) down his burden and with rc- 
■verent feet 

Enter and cross himself, and on the 
floor 

Kneel to repeat his paternoster ocr , 

Far off the noises of the world re 
treat 

The loud \ocifcrations of the street 

Become an undistinguishablc roar 

So, as I enter here from da) to 
da) 

And lease m) burden at this minster 
gate 

Kneelingmpra)er and not ashamed 
to pra) 

The tumult of the time disconsolate 

fo i^ticulatc murmurs dies awa) 

While the eterrnl ages watch and 
wait 

How strange the sculptures that adorn 
these towers 1 

'^bose 

lOldea sleeves 

Birds bund their nests whfle cano- 
pied with leases 


Pars is and portal bloom 111 e treHiscd 
bow cr^. 

And the \nst minster seems a cross of 
flowers 1 

But fiends and dragons on the gar- 
go) led cat cs 

\\ atch the dead Chnst between the 
living thieves. 

And underneath, the tratior Judos 
lowers 1 

Ah ! from what agonies of heart and 
bmin, 

WTtat cvultations trampung dn de- 
spair 

WTiat tenderness, v hat tears, what 
hate of vvTong, 

kkliat jmsiomie outcry of a soul m 
pain 

Uprose this poem of the earth and 
air, 

This mcdixvol miracle of song 1 

HI 

I FNTFF, and T *cc thee in the gloom 

Of the long aisles O poet sattimmc 1 

And strive to make m) steps keep 
ynce with thine 

The oir IS filled watJi some unknown 
perfume 

Tlie congregation of the dead make 
room 

For thee to pass , the votlvt: tapers 
shine 

lake rooks lint haunt Ravenna s 
groves of pine 

The hovenng echoes fl) from tomb 
to tomb 

F rom the confessionals I hear ansc 

Rehearsals of forgotten tragedies 

And lamentations from the ciypts 
below , 

\nd then a voice celestial, that begins 

With the pathetic words, ‘ Although 
)our sms 

As scarlet be nnd ends with "as 
the snow 

n 

With snow-white veil and garments 
as of flame. 

She stands before thee, who so long 
ago 

Filled ih) ) oung heart w ith passion 
and the woe 

From which tli) song and all its 
splendours came , 

And V hile vath stem rebuke she speaks 
th) name. 
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The ice about thy heart melts as the 
snow 

On mountain heights, and m swift 
overflow 

Comes TOshmg from thy lips in sobs 
of shame. 

Thou makcst full confession, and a 
gleam. 

As if the dawn on some dark forest 
cast 

Seems on thy lifted forehead to 
increase , 

Lethe and Eunoe — the remembered 
dream 

And the forgotten sorrow — bnng at 
last 

That perfect pardon w hich is perfect 
peace. 

V 

I LIFT mine eyes, and all the windows 
blaze 

With forms of saints and holy men 
who died. 

Here martyred and hereafter glori- 
fied , 

And the great Rose upon its leaves 
displays 

Christ’s Tnumph, and the angelic 
roundelays, 

With splendour upon splendour 
multiplied, 

And Beatrice again at Dante s side 

No more rebukes, but smiles her 
words of praise. 

And then the organ sounds, and un- 
seen choirs 

Sing the old LaUn hymns of pieacc 
and love. 

And benedictions of the Holy Ghost, 

And the melodious bells among the 
spires 

O'er aU the house-tops and through 
heaven abo\c 

Proclaim the elevation of the Host 


O STATt of morning and of liberty I 
O bringer of the hght, whose splen- 
dour shines 

Above the darkness of the Apen- 
nines, 

rorcrunner of the day that is to be I 
The voices of the city and the sea. 
The voices of the mountains and the 
pines. 

Repeat thy song, till the familiar hnes 
Are footpaths for the tliought of 
Italy 1 
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Thy fame is blown abroad from aU 
the heights. 

Through all the nations, and a sound 
is heard. 

As of a mighty wind, and men 
devout 

Strangers of Rome, and the new pro- 
selytes. 

In their own language hear th) 
wondrous word. 

And many are amazed and many 
doubt 


NOEL 

ENVOYS A M AGASSIZ I A VEILLE 
DE NOgL 1864, AVEC UN PANIER 
DE VINS DIVERS 

L’AcadcmJc cn respect 
Nonobstant 1 incorrcction 
Ala faveur du sajet 
Turc lure, 

N*y fera point de rapture , 

NoCll turc lure-lure. 

GUI OAROZAT 

Quand les astres do Noel 
Bnllaient, palpilatent au ciel. 

Six gaJUards, et chacun lire, 
Chantaient galmcnt dans le giwc, 

“ Bons amis 

Allons done chez Agassiz I ' 

Ces illustrcs Pilenns 
D Outre-Mer adroits ct fins 
Se donnant dcs airs de prCtre, 

A 1 envi se \nnlnienl d fitre 
“ Bons amis 

Dc Jean Rudolphe Agassiz I 

CEil-de-Perdri\, grand farceur. 

Sans reproche et 'ans pudeur, 

Dans son patois dc Bourgogne, 
Bredouillait comme un iwogne, 

" Bons amis, 

J’ai dnns6 chez Agassiz I " 

Verzenay le Champenois, 

Bon Franfais, point New-Yorquois 
Mois des environs d Awze, 

Predonne k mainte reprise, 

" Bons amis, 

J’ai chantd chez Agassiz I ’ 

A c6t6 marchait un vieux 
Hidalgo, mais non mousseux , 

Dans le temps dc Charlemagne 
Fut son p6re Grand d Espagne 1 
" Bons amis, 

J ai dind chez Agassiz I 
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Demire eux un Bordelais, 

Gasron, s'll en fut jamais, 

Parfnrad de podsie 
Riait, chantait, plem de ^^e, 

“ Bons amis, 

J’ai soupd chez Agassiz ! 

A\cc ce beau cadet roux, 

Bras dessus et bras dessous. 

Mine altifere et couleur teme. 

Vine le Sire ie siauteme , 

“ Bons anus, 

J’ai couch6 chez Agassiz ! " 

Mais le dernier de ces preux, 

Etait un pauvre Chartreux, 

QuI disait, d un ton robuste, 

" B&i^dictions sur le Juste 1 
Bons amis, 

B&issons Pire Agassiz ! " 

Ils amvent trois i trois. 

Montent I’escalier de bois 
Clopin dopant 1 qud gendarme 
Pent permettre ce vacarme, 

Bons amis, 

A la porte d Agassiz I 

" Ouvrezdonc, mon bon Seigneur, 
Ouvrez vile et n ayez peur , 

Ouvrez, ouvrez, car nous sommes 
Gens de bien et gentilshommes, 
Bons amis 

De la famille Agassiz ! ‘ 

Chut, ganaches ! taisez-vous ! 

C’en est trop de vos glouglous 1 


Epargnez aux Philosophes 
Vos abommables strophes 1 
Bons amis, , 

Respectez mon Agassiz. 

MY SECRET 

FROM THE FRENCH OP FELIX 
ARVERS. 

My soul its secret hath my life too 
hath Its mysterj , 

A lo\e eternal in a moments space 
conceived , 

Hopeless the evil is, I have not told 
Its history. 

And she who was the cause nor knew 
It nor bdievcd. 

Alas 1 I shall have passed close by her 
unperceived. 

For ever at her side and yet for ever 
lonely, [joumcj,only 

I shall unto the end haie made lifes 

Danng to ask for naught and havmg 
naught received. 

For her, though God hath made her 
gentle and endeanng. 

She will go on her Muy distraught and 
wthout hearing 

These murmunngs of love that round 
her steps ascend, [duty. 

Piously faithful still unto her austere 

Will say, when she shall read these 
lines full of her beauty, 

" Who can this woman be ? ’’ and will 
not comprehend. 


xif ^mitrora, 
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the workshop of HEPHIESTDS 

J^PR^Esrvs,sJandt^le/ore(Aesta/ue But moulded in soft clay, that unre- 

Yields S^o the touch, this lovely 

"’“‘SlmiS' A?Sd,te5 sat .ppcated more 
’ fair. 
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When first upwafted by caressing 
winds 

She came to high OIjmpus, and the 
gods 

Paid homage to her beauty Thus 
her hair 

Was cinctured . thus her floating 
drapery 

Was like a cloud about her, and her 
face 

Was radiant wth the sunshine and 
the sea 

THE VOICE OF ZEUS 
Is thy work done, Hephaestus? 

HEPHjESTUS 

It IS finisheo ' 

THE VOICE 

Not finished till I breathe the breath 
of life 

Into her nostrils, and she moves and 
spieaks 

HEPIEESTUS 

Will she become immortdl like our- 
selves ? 

THE VOICE 

The form that thou hast fashioned 
out of clay 

Is of the earth and mortal , but the 
spint. 

The life, the exhalation of my breath. 
Is of diviner essence and immortal 
The Gods shall shower on her their 
benefactions. 

She shall possess all gifts the gift of 
song. 

The gift of eloquence, the gift of 
beauty 

The fascination and the nameless 
charm 

Vhat shall lead all men captive, 

heph;estus 
Wherefore? wherefore? 
A vnnd shakes the home 
I hear the rushing of a mighty wind 
Through all the halls and chambers of 
my house I 

Her parted hps inhale it, and her 
bosom 

Heaves wath the inspiration As a reed 
Beside a nver in the nppling current 
Bends to and fro, she bows or lifts her 
head. 
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She gazes round about as if amazed, 
She IS alive , she breathes, but 
speaks not 1 

Pandora descends from the pedestal 

CHORUS OF the GRACES 
AGLAIA. 

In the workshop of Hephaestus 
\\Tiat IS this I see? 

Hav e the Gods to four increased us 
Who were only three ? 

Beautiful in form and feature. 
Lovely as the day, 

I Can there be so fair a creature 
I Formed of common clay ? 

THALIA 

O sweet, pale face ! O lovely e>es of 
azure 

Clear as the waters of a brook that 
run 

Limpid and laughing m the summer 
sun I 

O golden hair that like a rmsers 
treasure 

In Its abundance overflows the 
measure I 

O graceful form, that cloudlike 
floatest on 

With the soft undulating gait of one 

Who moveth as if motion were a 
pleasure ! 

By what name shall I call thee? 
Nymph or Muse, 

CalluTDoS or Urania? Some sweet 
name 

Wfliose every s) liable is a caress 
Would best befit thee , but I cannot 
choose, 

Nor do I care to choose , for still the 
same. 

Nameless or named, will be thy 
loveliness 

EUPHROSV.NE 

Dowered witli all celestial gifts. 
Skilled in every art 
That ennobles and uplifts 
And dehghts the heart. 

Fair on earth shall be thy fame 
As thy face is fair. 

And Pandora be the name 
Thou henceforth shalt bear 
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OL'V MPUS 

HERMES, pitHrgcn / ts sania’s 
Much must he toil Mho senes the 
Immorul Gods 

And I, svho nm their herald, most 
of all 

No rest ha\c I, no" respite, I no 
sooner 

Unclasp the winged sandals from mj 
feet. 

Than I again must dasp them, and 
depart 

Upon some foolish errand Biittowlaj 
The errand is not foolish Neacr >et 
With greater joy did I obej tlic 
summons 

That sends me earthward. I mM flj 
so swafth 

That my caduceus m the whistling air 
bhall make a sound hke the PtndaMn 
pipes 

Cheating the shepherds , for to-da\ 
1 go 

Commissioned b) high thundering 
Zeus, to lead 

A maiden to Prometheus m Ins tower. 
And by m) cunning arguments per 
suade him 

To mam her AMiat mi'chitf lies 
concealed 

In this design I know not , but I know 
WTjo thinks of marrjang liath ahead) 
taken 

One step upon the road to penitence. 
Such embaWes delight me. Forth I 
Launch 

On the sustaining air, nor fear to fall 
lake Icarus nor sasene aside like him 
Who drose amiss Hj-penons fieia 
steeds 

I sink I fly ' The saelding element 
Folds Itself round about me hl.e an 
arm. 

And holds me as a mother holds her 
child 


m 

TOWER OF PROMETHEUS ON 
MOUNT CAUCASUS. 
PROMETHEUS. 

ll^R the trumpet of Alectia on 
Proclaim the dawn. The smm begin 
to fade. 


j ^nd all the hcasens arc full of prophe- 
cies 

{And eval nuguncs Blood red Last 
I night 

. I s.aw great Kronos nsc , the crescent 
moon 

I S-anl through the mist, as if it were 
1 the scMlic 

5 HispamcidilKind liad flung fardorn 

The \ estem steeps O j c Immortal 
Gods, 

Wliat ciil nrc jc plotting and con- 
tnving? 

HERMES ard r\' DORA a/ tht 
threshold 

PANDORA 

I cannot cross the threshold. An un- 
seen 

And 1C) hand repels me. These blanJ 
walls 

Oppress me will their weight ' 
PKOMETHFUS 

j Povcrfiil >cnrc, 

' But not omnipotent \ c cannot fight 
I Against Neccssit) Tlic Fates control 
1 

\s thc) do tis and so far wc are 
^uals I 


PANDORA 

Motionless, passionless companion 
less 

He sits there mmtcnng in his beard. 
His \oicc 

Is like a river flowang underground ! 
HFEMES 

Prometheus, luul ' 

PROMFTIIEUS, 

Wio calls me? 


HERMES 

Dost thou not know me ? 


ItisI 


PROMETHEUS. 

B) th) winged cap 

And wmged heels I Imow thee. Thou 
art Hermes 

Captain of thieves! Hast thou agam 
been stealing 

The heifers of Admclus in thc sweet 

Meadows of asphodel ? or Hera s 
girdle? 

Or the carth-shakmg Indent of Posei- 
don? 
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HERMES 

And thou, Prometheus , say, hast 
thou again 

Been steahng fire from Hehos chanol- 
wheels 

To light thy furnaces ? 

PROMETHEUS 

Why comest thou hither 
So early m the dawn ? 

HERMES 

, The Immortal Gods 

Know naught of late or early Zeus 
himself 

The omnipotent hath sent me. 

PROMETHEUS 

For what purpose? 

HERMES 

To bnng this maiden to thee 

PROMETHEUS 

I mistrust 

The Gods and all their gifts If they 
have sent her 
It IS for no good purpose. 

HERMES 

What disaster 
Could she bring on thy house w ho is a 
woman ? 

PROMETHEUS 

The Gods are not ray fnends, nor am 
I theirs 

Whatever eomes from them, though in 
a shape 

As beautiful as this. Is e\-ll only 
Who art thou ? 

PANDORA 

One who, though to thee unknown. 
Yet knoweth thee. 

PROMETHEUS 

How shouldst thou know me, 
woman ? 

PANDORA 

Who knoweth not Prometheus the 
humane? 

PROMETHEUS 

Prometheus tlie unfortunate , to whom 
Both Gods and men have shown them' 
selves ungrateful 

When everv spark wis quenched on 
every hearth 
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Throughout the earth I brought to 
man the fire 

And all its ministrations. My reward 
Hath been the rock and vulture 

HERMES 

But the Gods 
At last relent and pardon 

PROMETHEUS 

They relent not , 
They pardon not , they are implacable. 
Revengeful, unforgiving 1 

HERMES 

As a pledge 

Of reconahabon they have sent to thee 
This divine being to be thy companion. 
And bring into thy melancholy house 
The sunshine and the fragrance of her 
youth 

PROMETHEUS 

I need them not I have within my- 
self 

All that my heart desires , the ideal 
beauty 

Which the creative faculty of mind 
Fashions and follows in a thousand 
shapes 

More lovely than the real My own 
thoughts 

Arc my companions , my designs and 
labours 

And aspirations are my only fnends 

HERMES 

Decide not rashly The decision made 
Can never be recalled The Gods im- 
plore not. 

Plead not, soheit not , they only offer 
Choice and occasion, whicli once being 
passed 

Return no more Dost thou accept 
the gift? 

PROMETHEUS 

No gift of theirs, in whatsoever shape 
It comes to me, with whatsoever 
charm 

To fascinate my sense, will I receive. 
Leave me 

PANDORA. 

Let us go hence. I will not slay ■ 
HERMES 

We leave thee to thy vacant dreams, 
and all 

The silence and thcsohtiidc of thought, 
K K 
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The endless bitterness of unbelief. 

The lonehness of existence wnthout 
lose 

CHORUS OF THE FATES 
CLOTHO 

How the Titan, the defiant. 

The self-centred, self-reliant. 
Wrapped in visions and illusions, 
Robs himself of life s best gifts ! 

Till by all the storm-svmds shaken, 
By the blast of fate o ertaken. 
Hopeless, helpless, and forsaken, 

In the mists of his confusions 
To the reefs of doom he dnfts 1 


0 joy of motion ! O delight to deaie 
The infinite realms of space, the 

liquid ether. 

Through the warm sunshine and the 
coohng doud, 

Mjself as bght as sunbeam or as 
cloud 1 

With one touch of my srnft and winged 
feet, 

1 spurn the sobd earth, and leave it 

rocking 

As rocks the bough from which a bird 
takes mng 


EACHESIS 

Sorely tned and sorely tempted, 
From no agonies exempted. 

In the penance of his trial. 

And the disapline of pain , 

Often b> niusions cheated. 

Often Inffled and defeated 
In the tasks to be completed. 

He, by toil and self-denial, 
lo the highest shall attain, 

ATROPOS. 

Tempt no more the noble schemer , 
Bear unto some idle dreamer 
This new toy and fascination. 

This new ddhaiice and delight I 
To the garden where reposes 
Epimetheus crowned with roses, 

To the door that never doses 
Upon pleasure and temptation, 
Bnng this vision of the night 1 


IV 

THE AIR. 

HERMES, returning to Olympus 

As loneli. as the tower that he in 
habits. 

As firm and cold as are the crag’ 
about him 

Prometheus stands The thunderbolt! 
of Ileus 

Alone can move him , but the tendei 
heart 

Of Epimetheus burning at white heat, 

Hammers and flames like all hii 
brother s forges ! 

Now asanaiTowfrom Hj-pefion show 

Myermnddone I flj ffloablsoar 

Into the air returning to Olympus. 


V 

THE HOUSE OF EPIMETHEUS 

EPIMETHEUS 

Beautiful apparition ' go not hence I 

Surdy thou art a Goddess, for thy 
voice 

Is a cdestial mdody, and thy form 

Sdf-poised as if it floated on the air I 

PANDORA. 

No Goddess am I, nor of heavenly 
birth. 

But a mere woman fashioned out of 
cla>. 

And mortal as the rest 

EPIilETHEUS 

Thy face is fair , 

There is a wonder in thine arure eyes 

That fascinates me Thy whole pre- 
sence seems 

A soft desure, a breathing thought of 
love. 

Say, would thy star like Meropes 
grow dim 

If thou shouldst w'ed beneath thee ? 

PANDORA 

Ask me not , 

I cannot answer thee. I only know 

The Gods have sent me hither 

EPIMETHEUSi 

I bdicie, 

And thus believing am most fortunate. 

It was not Hermes led thee here, but 
Eros, 

And swifter than his art ows were thme 
eyes 

In wounding me There was 
moment s space 


I 
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Between mj seeing thee and loving 
thee 

Ob, wlnt a tell-tilc f'.ce thou hast 1 
Again 

I see the wonder in thj tender ejes 

PANDORA 

They do but answer to the love m 
thine, 

Yet sccrctl) 1 wonder thou shouldst 
love me. 

Thou knowest me not 

EPIMPTHLUS 

Perhaps I know thee better 
Than had I known thee longer Yet it 
seems 

That I have nlwnj s knowai thee, and 
but now 

Hava; found thee. Ah 1 I have been 
wanting long 

PANDORA 

How beautiful is this house 1 The 
atmosphere 

Breathes rest and comfon, and the 
man} chambers 
Seem full of welcomes 

EPIMFTHEUS 

riic) not only seem. 
But truly arc This dw clhng and its 
master 
Belong to thee 

PANDORA 

Here let me sta) for ever 1 
There is a spell ujion me 

EPIMETHEUS 

Thou thyself 
Art the enchantress, and I feel th} 
jjower 

Envelop me, and wrap my soul and 
sense 

In an Elvsian dream 

PANDORA 

Oh, let me stay I 
How beautiful arc all things round 
about me. 

Multiplied by the mirrors on the wallsl 
What treasures hast thou here I Yon 
oaken chest, 

Carven with figures and embossed 
with gold, [choice 

Is wonderful to look upon I What 
And precious things dost thou keep 
hidden In it? 
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EPIMETHEUS 

I know not 'Tis a mystery 
PANDORA 

, , . . Hast thou never 

Lifted the hd ? 

EPIMETHEUS 

Tlie oracle forbids 

Safely concealed there from all mortal 
eyes 

Tor ever sleeps the secret of the Gods 
ticck not to know what they have 
hidden from thee 
Till they themselves reveal it 


PANDORA 


As thou wilt 


EPIMETHEUS 

Let us go forth from this raystenous 
place 

Tlie garden walks are pleasaat at this 
hour , 

The nightingales among the sheltenng 
boughs 

Of populous and many nested trees 
Shall teaeh me how to woo thee, and 
shall tell me| 

By what resistless charms or incanta- 
tions 

They won their mates 

PANDORA 

Thou dost not need a teacher 
[T/i^'goout. 

CHORUS OF THE EUMENIDES 
What the Immortals 
Confide to thy keeping. 

Tell unto no man , 

Waking or sleeping. 

Closed be thy portals 
To fnend as to foeman 

Silence conceals it , 

The word that is spoken 
Betrays and rev cals it , 

By breath or by token 
The charm may be broken 

With shafts of their splendours 
Tlie Gods unforgiving 
Pursue the offenders. 

The dead and the living I 
Fortune forsakes them. 

Nor earth shall abide them. 

Nor Tartarus hide them , 

Swift wrath overtakes them 1 
K K 2 
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Wth useless endeavour. 

For ever, for ever, 

Is Sisj-phus rolhns 
His Slone up the mountain ' 
Immersed in the fountain, 
Tantalus tastes not 
The ivater that u-astes not ! 
Tlirongh ages increasing 
The pangs that afflict him, 
With mouon increasing 
The It heel of Ivion 
Shall torture its «ctim ' 


VI 

IN THE GARDEN 
EPIMETHEUS 

Yov snow-ivhite cloud that sails 
sublime in ether 

Is hut the sovereign Zeus, who like a 
swan 

Fhes to fair-ankled Leda 1 
PANDORA 

Or perchance 
Ixion s cloud, the shadowy shape of 
Hera, 

That bore the Centaurs 

EPIMETHEUS 

The dudne and human 

CHORUS OF BIRDS 
Gently swai ing to and fro. 

Rocked by all the winds that blow , 
Bnght with sunshine from aboie, 
Dark with shadow from below. 

Beak to beak and breast to breast 
In the cradle of their nest. 

Lie the fledglings of our love. 

ECHO 

Loie 1 loic 1 
EPIMETHEUS 

-larkl hsten 1 Hear how sweedv 
overhead 

The feathered flute players pipe their 
songs of lo\e 

Vnd Echo answers, love, and only loie 

CHORUS OF BIRDS 
Every flutter of the wing 
Every note of song we sing. 

Every murmur every tone. 

Is of love, and love alone. 

Eato 

Love alone 1 


EPIMETHEUS 

Who would not love, if loving she 
might be 

Changed hke Callisto to a star m 
heaven’ 

PANDORA 

Ah, who would love, if loving she 
might be 

Like Semcle consumed and burnt to 
ashes? 

EPIMETHEUS 

MTience knowest thou these stories? 

PANDORA 

Hermes taught me , 
He told me all the history of the Gods. 

CHORUS OF REEDS 
Evermore a sound shall be 
In the reeds of Arcady , 

Evermore a low lament 
Of unrest and discontent, 

As the story is retold 
Of the nymph so coy and cold. 
Who with fnghtened feet outran 
The pursuing steps of Pan 

EPIMETHEUS 

The pipe of Pan out of these reeds is 
made. 

And when he plays upon it to the 
shepherds 

They pity him, so mournful Is the 
sound 

Be thou not coy and cold as Synnx 
was 

PANDORA 

Nor thou as Pan be rude and manner- 
less 

PROMETHEUS, Vlti/wut 
Ho 1 Epimetheus ' 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Tis my brothers voice 
A sound unwelcome and inopportune 
As was the braying of Silenus ass. 
Heard m Cybcle s garden 

PANDORA 

Let me go 

I would not be found here. I would 
not see him 

[She cscapci amon^ the trees 
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CHORUS OF DRYADFS 
Haste and hide dice, 

Ere too hte, 

In these thickets intricate , 
Lest Prometheus 
Sec and chide thee, 

Lest some hurt 
Or Inrm betide thee, 
Haste and hide ilicc ! 

PROMCTIIFUS. enhnng 


That make thee godlike , and thou 
sittest here 

Like Heracles spinning Omphalc's 
flax, 

\nd beaten with her sandals. 

EPIMETIIEUS 

O my brother I 

1 liou dnvest me to madness with thy 
taunts 

FROMETUFUS 


Who was It fled from here? I saw a And me thou drucst to madness with 


shape jj,y follies 

Flitting among the trees Come with me to my tower on 

Caucasus 

EPIMETIIEUS Sec there my forges m the roaring 

It was Pandori ca\ems. 

Beneficent to man and taste the joy 
PROMtTHF US 1 hat springs from labour Rcadwth 

O Epimetheus 1 Is it then in \ am . , nie the stars, , , 

That I ha\c warned thee’ Let me 'earn that lie hidden 

now implore . . jn P'ants 

Thou harbourest in tlij house a things tliat are useful 

dangerous guest epimetheus 

O my brothcT! 

. 1 . I am not as thou art fhou dost 

Whom the Gods lo\c they honour inhent 

wath such guests qoj. s strength, and I our 

mothers weakness 

PROMETHEUS The softness of the Occanides 


EPIMETHFUS 

Whom the Gods lo\c they honour 
wath such guests 

PROMETHEUS 


Whom the Gods would destroy thej The yielding nature that cannot resist, 
first make mad 

PROMETHEUS. 

EPIMFTHEUS Because thou wilt not 

Shall I refuse tlic gifts they send to me? 

EPIMFTHEUS 

PROMETHEUS ' he^^usc I cannot 

Reject all gifts that come from liigher pcdmetheus 

tem thp.; ™ «p » % Ml 
heipht , 

c t, t FPIMETHEUS tl,y gpul these dreams 

Such gifts ns this arc not to be rejected efleminatc. 

These jxissions bom of indolence and 
PROMFTHEUS casC. 

Make not thySelf the slate of any Resolve, and tliou art free But 
woman breathe the air 

Of mountains, and their unapproach- 
FPIMFTHEUS able summits 

Make not thys'^lf the judge of any man Will lift thee to thelet'el of themselves 

PROMPTHFUS FPIMFTHEUS , 

I judge thee not , for thou art more The roar of forwts and of waterfalls, 

O - ' rr*i. - rt mirrhil/ Mltlfl Wltll 


than man , 

Tliou art descended from Titanic race. 


The rushing of a mighty wind with 
loud 


X iiuu tu L iiuiii A 1 uiiu v- 1 . -- 

And linst a Titans strength and And undistinguishablc voices calling, 


faculties 

sot 


Arc in my ear 1 
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PROMETHEUS 

Oh, hsten and obey 

EPIMETHEUS 

Thou leadest me os a child I follow 
thee. {They go out 

CHORUS OF OREADES 
Centunes old are the mountains , 
Their foreheads wnnkled and nfted 
Helios crowns by day, 

Palhd Selene by night , 

From their bosoms uptossed 
The snows are driven and drifted. 
Like Tithonus' beard 
Streaming dishevelled and white 
Thunder and tempest of wind 
Their trumpets blow in the v astness , 
Phantoms of mist and rain. 

Cloud and the shadow of cloud. 

Pass and repass by the gates 
Of their inaccessible fastne* , 

Ever unmoved they stand. 

Solemn, eternal, and proud. 

VOICES OF THE WATERS 
Flooded by ram and snow 
In their inexhaustible sources. 
Swollen by affluent streams 
Hurrying onward and hurled 
Headlong over the crags. 

The impetuous water-courses 
Rush and roar and plunge 
Down to the nethermost world 

Say, have the solid rocks 

Into streams of silver been melted. 

Flowing over the plains. 

Spreading to lakes in the fields ? 

Or have the mountains, the giants. 
The ice helmed, the forest belted. 
Scattered theu arms abroad . 

Flung in the meadows their shields ? 

VOICES OF THE WINDS 
High on their turreted cliffs 
That bolts of thunder hav e shattered. 
Storm-winds muster and blow 
Trumpets of terrible breath , 

Then from the gateways rush, 

And before them routed and 
scattered 

Sullen the cloud rack flies 
Pale with the pallor of death 

Onward the humcane ndes 
AM flee for shelter the shepherds , 
^ite are the fnghtened leaves. 
Harvests with terror are \^hlte 


Panic seises the herds. 

And even the lions and leopards. 
Prowling no longer for prey. 

Crouch In their caverns with fnght 

VOICES OF THE FOREST 
Guarding the mountains around 
Majestic the forests are standing, 
Bright are their crested helms. 

Dark is their armour of leaves , 
Filled with the breath of freedom. 
Each bosom subsiding, expanding. 
Now hke the ocean sinks. 

Now like the ocean upheaves. 

Planted firm on the rock. 

With foreheads stem and defiant. 
Loud they shout to the winds, 

Loud to the tempest they call , 
Nought but C^mpmn thunders. 
That blasted Titan and Giant, 
Them can uproot and o erthrow, 
Shaking the earth with their fall 

CHORUS OF ORFADES. 

These are the Voices Three 
Of winds and forests and fountains. 
Voices of earth and of air. 

Murmur and rushing of streams, 
Making together one sound. 

The mystenous voice of the moun- 
tains, 

Waking the sluggard that sleeps. 
Waking the dreamer of dreams 
These are the Voices Tlu-ce, 

That speak of endless endeavour. 
Speak of endurance and strength, 
Tmimph and fulness of fame. 
Sounding about the world. 

An inspiration for ever, 

Stimng the hearts of men, 

Shaping their end and tlieir aim 


VIL 

THE HOUSE OF EPIMETHEUS 
PANDORA 

Left to myself, I wander as I will. 
And as my fancy leans me, thro this 
house. 

Nor could I ask a dwelling more com- 

r lete 

indeed the Goddess that he 
deems me. 
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No mansion of Olympus, framed to be 
The habitation of the Immortal Gods, 
Can be more beautiful And this is 
mine, 

And more than this, the lo\c where 
wth he crowns me 
As if impelled by powers in\isiblc 
And irresistible, my steps return 
Unto this spacious hall Allcomdors 
And passageslcad luther, and all doors 
But open into iL Yon m3 stenous chest 
Attracts and fascinates me Would I 
knew 

^Vhnt there lies hidden I But thcoracle 
Forbids. Ah me 1 The secret then 
IS safe. 

So would It be if it were In my keeping 
A crowd of shadowy faces from the 
mirrors 

That line these walls are walching me 
I dare not 

Lift up tlic Jid A hundred times 
the act 

Would be repeated, and the secret seen 
By twice a hundred incorporeal eyes 

SAd xualLs to the other side of the hall 

My feet are weary, wandonng to 
and fro. 

My C3CS witli seeing and my heart 
wath waiting 

I will he here and rest till he returns. 
Who IS my dawn, my day, my Hchos. 1 

Thrmus herself upon a couch, and falls \ 
a sleep 

ZEPin RUS 

Come from thy ca\ erns dark and deep, 
O son of Erebus and Night , 

All sense of heanng and of sight 
Enfold in the serene dehght 
And quietude of sleep I 

Set all thy silent sentinels 
To bar and guard the Ivorv Gate, 

And keep the evil dreams of fate 
And falsehood and infernal hate 
Impnsoned in their cells 

But open wide the Gate of Horn, 
Whence, beautiful as planets, nse 
The dreams of truth, with stany eyes. 
And all the wondrous prophecies 
And visions of the mom 

aiORUS OF DREAJIS FROM THE 
IVORV GATF 
Ye sentinels of sleep. 

It is in vain 30 keep 
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Your drowsy watch before the Ivory 
Gate , 

Though closed the portal seems. 
The airy feet of dreams 
Ye cannot thus m walls incarcerate 

We phantoms are and dreams 
Bom by Tartarean streams. 

As ministers of the infernal powers , 

O son of Erebus 
And Night, behold ! we thus 
Elude your watchful wardens on the 
towers 1 

From gloomy Tartarus 
The Fates have summoned us 
To whisper in her ear, who hes asleep, 
A tale to fan the fire 
Of her insane desire 
To know a secret that the Gods ivould 
keep 

This passion, in their ire. 

The Gods themselves inspire. 

To \cv mankind with culs manifold. 
So tliat disease and pain 
O er the whole earth may reign, 
And nevermore return the Age of Gold 


Pandora, waktng 
A voice said m my sleep " Do not 
delay 

Do not delay the golden momentsfiy 
The oracle hathforbidden, yetnotthee 
Doth It forbid but Epimetheus only I ’ 
I am alone. These faces m the mirrors 
Are but the shadows and phantoms of 
m3rself , 

They cannot help nor hinder No one 
sees me. 

Save the all-seeing Gods, who, know- 
ing good 

And knowing evil have created me 
Such as I am, and filled me with desire 
Of knowing good and evil hke them 
selves 

She approaches the chest 

I hesitate no longer Weal or woe. 
Or life or death, the moment sliall 
decide 

She lifts the ltd A dense mtst rises 
from the chest and Jills the room 
Pandora falls senseless on the floor 
Storm without 
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CHOnUS OF DRFAMS FROM THE CATF 
OF nORV 

Yes, the moment shnll decide! 

It alrcad) liath decided , 

And tlic secret once tonfided 
To the keeping of the T ilnn 
Now is flying far nnd Mide, 
Whispered, told on e\ery side. 

To disquiet and to frighten 

Tcaer of the heart and bnin, 

Sorrow, pestilence, and pain. 

Moans of anguisli, maniac laugliter. 
All the cxils that hereafter 
Shall afflict and a ex mankind. 

All into the air ln\c risen 

From the chambers of their prison , ' 

Only Hope remains bcliind 


IN THE CAROEN 
FrlMPTIIFOS. 

The storm is part, but it liath left 
behind It 

Rum and desolation Allthenalks 

Arc streavm nlth shattered boughs, the 
birds arc silent , 

rhe flowers down trodden by the 
wind, he dead 

The swollen rivulet sobs with secret 
pain , 

The mcLanchol) reeds whispcnogclhcr 

As if some dreadful decrl Iiad been 
eommiitcd 

They dare not name nnd all the air is 
heavy 

With an unspoken sorrow 1 Prcmonl 
lions 

Foreshadowangs of some terrible 
disaster 

Oppress my heart Ye Gods, avert 
the omen ! 

pandora, coming from the house 

O Epimetheus I no longer dare 

To lift mine cj es to thine, nor hear ihv 
voice. 

Being no longer worthy of thy love 

FPIVIFTHFUS 

What hast thou done? 

PVNDORA 

Forgive me not but kill me. 


FPIMrTIIKUS 
\Wmt hast thou done? 

PANDORA 

I ptny for death, not pardon 

1 piiiFTirrus 
Wliat hast thou done ? 

PANDORA 

I dare not speak of it 

iPiMPTiirirs 

1 liy pallor and thy silence temfy me I 
PANDOPa 

I have brought wroth and ruin on tliy 
house 1 

My heart hath braved the oracle that 
giiardcd 

Tlic fatal secret from us, and my hand 
Lifted the lid of the mysterious chest 1 

1 MMnriitus 

Tlicn all is lost I I am indeed undone 
PAsnoitA 

1 pray for pumslinicnt, and not for 
pardon 


rriMPTiiFi s 

Mine is the fault not ihmc On mo 
shall fall 

Tlic vengeance of ilie Gods, for T be* 
tray cd 

llieir srttcl vvlicn in evil hour, 1 said 

It was a secret , when incvilliour 

I left thee here alone to this tempta- 
tion 

W hy did 1 leave thee? 

r\ IVOR a 

Wliy didst thou return ? 

Eternal absence would have been to 
me 

The greatest punishment To be left 
alone 

\nd face to face with my own enme, 
had licen 

Just rctnhubon Upon me, ye Gods, 

I-ci all your vengeance fall 1 

EPIMFTIIFUS 

On thee nnd me. 

I do not love thee less for what is done 

\nd cannot be undone Thy very 
weakness 

Hath brought ilice nearer to me, and 
henceforth 

My love wail have a sense of pity in it, 

Making It less a worship than Ivcforc. 
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PANDORA 

Pity me not , pity is dcgradition 
Love me and kill me 

rPIMPTIIFUS 

Beautiful Pandora ! 
Tliou art a Goddess still I 

PANDORA 

I am a n omnn , 
And the insurgent demon in mj nature, 
That made me brat e the oracle, rc\ olts 
At pit) and comji-assion Let me die ! 
Wliat else remains for me ? 

CPIMETIIFUS 

Youth hope, and love 
To build a new life on ii ruined life. 
To make the future fairer tlian tlic past 
And make tlic past appear a troubled 
dream 

Eton now in passing tlirougli the 
garden t\ alks 

Upon the ground 1 saw a fallen nest 
Ruined and full of ram , and over me 
Beheld the uncomplaining birds al- 
ready 

Bus) in building a new habitation 

PANDORA 
Auspicious omen 1 

EPIMETHFUS 

May the Lumemdes 
Put out their torches and behold us 
not, 


And fling away their whips of scorpions 
And touch us not 1 

PANDORA 

Me let them punish 
Only tlirough punishment of our evd 
deeds. 

Only through suflering, arc we recon- 
ciled 

To the immortal Gods and to our- 
sehes 

CHORUS OF THE EUMFNIDES 
Never shall souls like these 
Escape the Eumcnides 
Tlic daughters dark of Acheron and 
Night I 

Unquenched our torches glare, 
Our scourges in the air 
Send forth prophetic sounds before 
they smite. 

Neier by lapse of time 
The soul defaced by crime 
Into its former self returns again , 

For every guilty deed 
Holds in itself the seed 
Of retribution and undymg pain 

Never shall be the loss 
Restored till Helios 
Hath punfied them with his heavenly 
fires , 

Then what was lost is won. 

And the new hfe begun, 

Kindled with nobler passions and de- 
sires 


THE HANGING OF THE CRANE 


i 

The lights arc out, and gone are all 
the guests 

That thronging came with merriment 

and Jests 

To celebrate the Hanging of the 
Crane 

In the new house, — into the night 
are gone , 

But still the fire upon the hearth bums 
on, 

And I alone remain 
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O fortunate, O happy day, 

When a new household finds its 
place 

Among the myriad homes of eartn. 
Like a new star just sprung to birth. 
And rolled on its harmonious way 
Into the boundless realms of space 1 
So said the guests in speech and 
song, 

As in the chimney, burning bright 
We hung the iron crane to-night, 
And merry was the feast and long 




And now I sit and muse on what may 
be. 

And m my vision see, or seem to see 
Through floating vapours interfused 
with hght. 

Shapes indeterminate, that gleam and 
fade. 

As shadows passing into deeper shade 
Sink and elude the sight. 

For two alone, there in the hall, 

Is spread the table round and small , 
Upon the polished siUer shine 
The evening lamps, but, more divine. 
The hght of love shines over all , 

Of love, that says not mine and thine, 
But ours, for ours is thine and mine. 
They want no guests to come betw een 
Their tender glances hke a screen. 
And tell them tiles of land and sea. 
And whatsoeier maj betide 
The great forgotten world outside , 
Thej want no guests , thej needs must 
be 

Each other s own best company 

m 

The picture fades , as at a village fair 
A showmans views, dissolving into 
air, 

Again appear transfigured on the 
screen 

So in my fancy this , and now once 
more 

In part transfigured, through the open 
door 

Appears the self-same scene 
Seated I see the tv’o again 
But not alone they entertain 
A httle angel unaware. 

With face as round as is the moon , 

A royal guest with flaxen hair 
Who, throned upon his lofty chair. 
Drums on the table with his spoon. 
Then drops it careless on the floor. 

To grasp at things unseen before. 

Am these celestial manners? these 
The ways that mn, the arts that 
please ? 

Ah yes , consider well the guest, 

^d whatsoe er he does seems best 
He ruleth by the nght divane 
Of helplessness so lately bom 
m purple chambers of the mom 
As sovereign over thee and thine. 


He speaketh not , and yet there hes 
A conversation m his ey cs , 

The golden silence of the Greek, 

The gravest wisdom of the wise 
Not spoken in language, but in looks 
More legible than prmted books. 

As if he could but vv otild not speak. 
And now , O monarch absolute. 

Thy power is put to proof , for lo 1 
Resistless, fathomless and slow. 

The nurse comes rustling hke the sea. 
And pushes back thy chair and thee. 
And so good night to King Canute 

IV 

As one who walking in a forest sees 
Alovely iandscape through the parted 
trees. 

Then sees it not, for boughs that in- 
terv ene , ^ 

Or as we see the moon someUmes re- 
vealed 

Through drifting clouds, and then 
again concealed. 

So I behold the scene 

There are two guests at table now , 
The king, deposed and older grown, 
No longer occupies the throne, — 

The crowTi is on his sister s brow , 

A Pnnccss from the Fairy Isles 
The very pattern girl of prls. 

All covmcd and embowered in curls 
Rose-tinted from the Isle of Flowers, 
And sailing with soft, silken sails 
From far-off Dreamland into ours 
Above their bowls wath nms of blue 
Four azure eyes of deeper hue 
Are looking, dreamy vv ith delight , 
Limpid ns planets that emerge 
Above the ocean s rounded verge, 
Soft-shining through the summer 
night. 

Steadfast they gaze, yet nothing see 
Bevond the horizon of their bowls , 
Nor care they for the world that rolls 
With all its freight of troubled souls 
Into the days tlmt are to be. 

V 

Again the tossing boughs shut out 
the scene 

Again the dnfting vapours intervene. 
And the moon s pallid disk is hidden 
quite , 

And now I see the table wider grown. 
As round a pebble into water thrown 
Dilates a nng of light. 
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I see the Lnblc wider rnflvvn, 

I sec it gnrhnded with guests, 

As if fur Arindne s Crown 
Out of the skj Ind fallen down , 
Maidens within whose tender breasts 
A thousand restless hopes and fears, 
Forth reaching to the coming jears. 
Flutter awhile, then quiet he, 

Like timid birds that fain would fl). 
But do not dare to lea\c their nests , — 
And jouths, who in their strength elate 
Challenge the van and front of fate 
Eager as champions to be 
In the dbine knight errantry 
Of >outh, that travels sea and land 
Seeking adventures or pursues, 
Tlirough cities and through solitudes 
Frequented bj the IvncMuse, 

The phantom with the beckoning 
hand. 

That still allures and still eludes 
O sweet illusions of the brain 1 
O sudden thrills of fire and frost 1 
The world is bright while jc remain. 
And dark and dead when jc are lost ! 


The meadow-brook, tliat soemeth to 
stand still, 

Quickens its current ns it nears the 
mill , 

And so tlie stream of Time that 
lingercth 

In level places, and so dull appears. 
Runs with a swifter current ns it nears 
riicgloom) mills of Death 

And now, like the magician’s scroll, 
Tliat in tlie owners keeping shrinks 
With every wish he speaks or thinks. 
Till the last wish consumes the whole. 
The table dwindles, and again 
I see tlie two alone remain 
The crowu of stars is broken in parts , 
Its jewels, brighter than the daj. 

Have one by one been stolen away 
To shine in other homes and hearts 
One IS a wanderer now afar 
In Ccjlon or in iianzibar 
Or sunny regions of Cathay , 

And one is in the boisterous camp 
Mid clink of arms and horses tramp. 
And battle s tcmble array 
1 see the patient mother read. 

With aching heart, of wrecks that 
float 

Disabled on those seas remote. 


Or of some great heroic deed 
On battle- fields, where thousands 
bleed 

To lift one hero into fame 
Anxious she bends her graceful head 
Above these chronicles of pain, 

And trembles with a secret dread 
Lest there among the drowned or slam 
She find the one beloved name. 


AFTtR a day of cloud and wind and 
rain 

Sometimes the setting sun brealcs out 
again. 

And, touching all the darksome 
woods with light. 

Smiles on the fields, until they laugh 
and sing, 

Then like a ruby from the horizon s 
ring 

Drops down into the night 

What see I now ’ The night is fair. 
The storm of gnef, the clouds of care. 
The wind, the ram have passed away, 
Tlie lamps arc lit, the fires bum bnght, 
Tlie house is full of life and light 
It IS the Golden Wedding day 

The guests come thronging m once 
more 

Quick footsteps sound along the floor, 
I he trooping children crowd the stair. 
And m and out and ever) where 
riashcs along the comdor 
The sunshine of their golden hair 

On the round table in the hall 
Another Anadne s Crown 
Out of the sk> hath fallen down . 

More than one Monarch of the Moon 
Is drumming with his silver sjMon , 
The light of love shines over all 

O fortunate, O happy day 1 
The people sing, the people say 
Tlie ancient bndegroom and the 
bride, 

SmilincT contented nnd serene, 

Upon the blithe, bewildering scene. 
Behold, well-pleased, on evciy side 
Tlirir forms and features multiplied. 

As the reflecUon of a light 
Betw^n two burnished mirrors 
glc'xnis, . , 

Or lamps upon a bndp at night 
Stretch on and on before the sight. 
Till the long vista endless seems 
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"O Gesar. wc who ire about to die 

Silutc>oul” wasUicghdintors crj 

In the arena standing face to face 
With death and with tlu. Roman 
jjopulacc 

O )e familiar scenes, — jc grotes of 
pine, 

Tliat once w ere mine and are no longer 
mine — 

Thou river, widening through the 
meadow s green 

To the \nst sea, so near and >ct un 
seen, — 

Yc halls m whose seclusion and repose 
Phantoms of fame, like c.xliaLations 
rose 

And ranished, — we who arc about to 
die 

Salute jou , earth and air and sea and 
sky. 

And the Imperial Sun that scatters 
down 

His S0M.rcign splendours upon gro\c 
and town 

Ye do not answ cr us 1 } c do not hear ' 
We are forgotten , and m ) our austere 
iVnd calm indifference yc iittle care 
WTiether we come or go, or whence or 
where. 

What passing generations fill these 
halis. 

What passing \olces echo from these 
rvalis, 

Yc heed not , wc are onlj as the blast, 
A moment heard, and then for c\cr 
past 

Not so the teachers who m earlier da) s 
Led our bewaidcred feet through learn- 
ing s maze , 

They answer us— alas Uw hat ha\c I 
said? 

What greetings come there' from the 
\otccless dead.? 


Wlint s.alutation, v ckomc, or rcpl) ? 
What pressure from tlic hands that 
lifeless lic^ 

They arc no longer here , thc) all are 
gone 

Into the land of shadows, — all sate 
one 

Honour and reverence, and thc good 
repute 

Tluil follow s faithful service as Itsfruit, 
Be unto him, whom linng wc salulc 

The great Italian poet, when he made 
His dreadful joumc) to the realms of 
shade. 

Met there the old instnictor of his 
youth, 

And cried in tones of pity nnd bf ruth 
"Oh, never from the memory of my 
heart 

Your dear paternal Image shall depart, 
WTio while on c.anh ere yet by death 
surpri'cd. 

Taught me how mortals nre im- 
mortalized , 

How grateful am I for tliat patient 
care 

All my life long my language sliall 
declare ' 

To day wc make the poet s words our 
own. 

And utter them in plaintive under- 
tone , 

Nor to the living only be they said. 
But to thc other living called the dead, 
WTiose dear paternal images appear 
Not wrapped m gloom, but robed in 
sunshine here , 

Who'^e simple lives, complete nnd 
wathout flaw. 

Were part and parcel of great Nature’s 
law , 

Who said not to tlicir Lord, as If 
afraid, 
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“ Here is thy talent in a napkin laid," 
But laboured in their sphere, as men 
who live 

In the dehght that work alone can 
give 

Peace be to them , eternal peace and 
rest, 

And the fulfilment of the great behest 
"Ye have been fmthful o\er a few 
things, 

Ov er ten cities shall j e reign as kings " 

And ye who fill the places we once 
filled. 

And follow in the furrows that we 
tilled. 

Young tfien, whose generous hearts 
are beating high. 

We who are old, and are about to die, 
Salute you , hail you , take your 
hands in ours, 

And crown you with our w elcome as 
with flowers 1 

How beautiful is youth 1 how bright 
It gleams 

With Its illusions, aspirations, dreams ' 
Book of Beginnings, Story without 
End, 

Each maid a heroine, and each man a 
friend 1 

Aladdin's Lamp, and Fortunatus’ 
Purse, 

That holds the treasures of the uni- 
verse 1 

All possibilities are in its hands. 

No danger daunts it, and no foe wth- 
stands , 

In its sublime audacity of faith, 

" Be thou removed 1 ' it to the moun- 
tain saith. 

And with ambitious feet, secure and 
proud. 

Ascends the ladder Icamng on the 
cloud 1 

As ancient Priam at the Scaean gate 
Sat on the walls of Troy in regal state 
With the old men, too old and weak 
to fight, 

Chirping like grasshoppers in their 
delight 

To see the embattled hosts, wth spear 
and shield. 

Of Trojans and Achaians in the field , 
So from the snowy summits of our 
years 

We sec you in the plain, as each 
appears, 
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And question of you , asking, " Who 

IS he 

That tow ers above the others ? Which 
may be 

Atreides, Menelaus, Odpseus, 

Ajax the great, or bold Idomeneus?" 

Let him not boast who puts his 
armour on 

As he who puts it off, the battle done. 
Study yourselves , and most of all 
note well 

Wherein kind Nature meant you to 
excel 

Not every blossom ripens into fruit , 
Minerva, the invcntress of the flute. 
Flung it aside, when she her face 
surveyed 

Distorted in a fountain as she plajed , 
The unlucky Marsjas found it, and 
his fate 

Was one to make the bravest hesitate. 

Wnte on your doors the saying wise 
and old, 

“Be bold I be bold I' and every 
where — “ Be bold , 

Be not too bold 1 ’ Yet better the 
excess 

Than the defect , better the more 
than less , 

Better like Hector in the field to die 
Than hke a perfumed Pons turn and 
fly 

And now, my classmates , ye remain 
ing few 

That number not the half of those we 
knew , 

Ye, against whose famihnr names not 
yet 

The fatal asterisk of death is set. 

Ye I salute 1 The horologe Of Tune 
Stakes the half century with a solemn 
chime. 

And summons us together once agaim 
The joy of meeting not unmixed wfth 
pain 

Where are the others? Voices from 
the deep 

Caverns of darkness answer me 
"They sleep r 

I name no name , insunctively I feel 
Each at some well remembered grave 
will kneel. 

And from the inscnpUon wipe the 
weeds and moss, 

For every heart best knowclh its own 
loss. 
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I sec their scattered gn% cstoncs gleam- 
ing white 

Tlirough the pale dusk of the impend- 
ing night , 

O cr nil alike the impartial sunset 
throw s 

Its golden lilies mingled wath the rose , 
\Ve gue to each a tender thought, and 
pass 

Out of the grave airds with their tan- 
gled grass 

Unto tliese scenes frequented bj our 
feet 

WTien we were joung, and life was 
fresh and sweet 

What shall I say to you? What can 
1 saj 

Better than silence is? kWicn I sur- 
\c> 

Tills throng of faces turned to meet 
I mj owai, 

Friendly and fur, and }et to me un- 
I known, 

i Transformed the very landscape seems 
i to be , 

( It is the same }ct not the same to me 
So man) mcmoncs crowd upon m\ 
brain. 

So ruanv ghosts arc in the wooded 
plain, 

I fain would steal awa), wath noiseless 
tread, 

As from a house where some one lictb 
dead 

I cannot go —I pause , — I hesitate , 
My feet reluctant linger at the gate , 

As one who struggles in a troubled 
dream 

To speak and cannot, to m)sclf 1 
seem 

Vanish the dream 1 Vanish the idle 
fears 1 

Vanish the rolling mists of lift) tears 1 
VTiatevcrume or space nia) intcncnc, 
I w ill not be a stranger in this scene. 
Here ever) doubt, nil indecision ends. 
Hail, m) companions, comrades, class- 
: mates, friends 1 

^ All me 1 the lift) )cars since last we 
I met 

Seem to me fift) folios bound and set 
. By Time the great transenber, on his 
; shelves. 

Wherein arc vvniten the histones of 
■ ourselves 


k\Tiat tragedies, what comedies, arc 
there ! 

What jo) and gnef, what rapture and 
despair 1 

Wliat chronicles of tnumph and 
defeat. 

Of stniggle, and temptation, and 
retreat I 

Wliat records of regrets, and doubts, 
and fears ' 

\Wint pages blotted, blistered b) our 
tears 1 

What lovely landscapes on the margin 
shine, 

WTiat sweet, angelic faces, what divine 
And hoi) images of love and trust, 
Undimmed b) age, unsoiled bj damp 
or dust 1 

WTiosc hand shall dare to open and 
explore 

These volumes closed, and clasped for 
cvermon.? 

Not mine With reverential feet I 
pass. 

1 hear a voice that cries, ” Alas I alas ! 
WTiatcvcr hath been written shall re 
main, 

Nor be erased nor written o’er again , 
The unwritten onl) still belongs to 
thee 

Take heed, and ponder well what that 
shall be. 

As children frightened b) a thunder- 
cloud 

Arc reassured if some one reads aloud 
A tale of wonder, with cnchan’mcnt 
fraught, 

Or wild adventure, that diverts their 
thought. 

Let me endeavour wath a tale to chase 
riic gathering slcidows of the time 
and place. 

And banish what wa: all too deeply 
fed 

WTioll) to sa) , or vvhollv to conceal 

inmedixval Rome, I know not where, 
There stood an image wath its arm in 
nir, 

And on its lifted finger shining clear, 
A golden ring with the device. ' Strike 
here r 

Grcatl) the people wondered, though 
none guessed 

The meaning that these wmrds but half 
I cxpnsscd, 
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Until n Icnrncd clerk, nho at noondaj 

AVith downcast C}es ms pissing on 
Ills wnj , 

Piuscd, and observed the spot and 
mirktd It well, 

Whereon the slndow of the finger 
fell , 

; And, coming back It midnight, delved, 

‘ and found 

I A secret stainvaj leading undcr- 
r ground 

j Down this he pissed into a spacious 
j hill.‘ 

Lit b) a filming jewel on the wall, 

[ And opposite In threatening attitude 
{ Wth bow and shaft a bmen statue 
stood 

Upon Its forehead like a coronet, 

Were these rajstcrous words of 
mennee set 

"That whlcli 1 am, I am, my fatal 
aim 

None can escape, not even yon lu- 
minous flame I 

Midwav the hall was a fair table 
placed. 

With cloth of gold, and golden cups 
cncliasod 

With mbics, and tlic plates and knives 
Were gold, 

And gold the bread and viands mani- 
fold. , 

Around it, silent, motionless, and 
sad. 

Were seated gallant knights m armour 
clad, 

And ladies beautiful with plume and 
rone, 

Cut the) were stone, their hearts wiinin 
were stone , 

And the vist hill wis filled in ever) 

With s^nt crowds stony in ficc and 
heart. 

Long at the scene, bewildered and 
amized, 

I The trembling clerk m speechless 
! wonder gnred, 

i Then from ilic table, b) his greed made 

! bold, I If 

j He seized 1 goblet and a knife oi 
( gold, 

And suddcnl) from Ibcir seals the 
guests upspnng, _ , , 

! The viullcd ceiling with loud clamours 
f ring 
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The archer sped his arrow, at their 
call, 

Shittenng the lambent jewel on the 
wall. 

And ill was dark around and over- 
head ,— 

Stark on the floor the luckless clerk 
h) dead 1 

Tlic wnter of this legend then re- 
cords 

Its ghostly application m these 
words 

The imige is the Adversary old, 

Whose beckoning finger points to 
realms of gold , 

Our lusts and passions are the down- 
ward stair 

That leads the soul from a diviner 


The archer, Death , the flaming jewel, 
life , 

Terrestrial goods, the goblet and the 


KUIIC , 

The knights and ladles, all whose flesh 
and bone 

By avarice have been hardened into 
stone , , , , 

The clerk, the scholar whom the love 


of pelf 

Tempts from his books and from his 
nobler self 


Tlie scholar and the world I The end- 
less strife. 

The discord in the harmonies of me I 

The love of learning, the sequestered 
nooks 

And all tlic sweet serenity of books , 

The market place, the eager love of 
gain, , 

Wliosc aim is vanity, and whose end 
is pain ! 

But why, >ou ask me, should this tale 
be told 

To men grown old, or who are grow- 
ing old ? , . „ 

It is too late 1 Ah, nothing is too 

laic . 1 

Till the tired heart shall cease to pal- 


Cito le^ed Greek at eighty , Sopho- 

Wrote his grand CCdipus, and Si- 
monides . 

Bore off the prize of verse from his 

When wrfitad' numbered more than 
fourscore years , 
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And Theophrastus, at fourscore and 
ten, 

Had but begun his Characters of Men 
Chaucer, at Woodstock with the 
nightingales. 

At sixty wrote the Canterbury Tales , 
Goethe, at Weimar, toiling to the last. 
Completed Faust when eighty years 
were past 

These are indeed exceptions , but they 
show 

How far the gulf-stream of our youth 
may flow 

Into the arctic regions of our hves. 
Where little else than hfe itself sur- 
vives 

As the barometer fortells the storm 
While still the skies are clear, the 
weather warm. 

So something in us, as old age draws 
near. 

Betrays the pressure of the atrao 
sphere. 

The nimble mercury, ere we are aware. 
Descends the elastic ladder of the air , 
The tell tale blood in artery and vein 
Sinks from its higher let els m the 
brain , 

Whatever poet, orator or sage 
May say of it, old age is sull old age 
It IS the waning, not the crescent 
moon, 

The dusk of evening, not the blaze 
of noon 


It IS not strength, but weakness , not 
desire. 

But its surcease , not the fierce heat of 
fire. 

The burning and consuming element. 

But that of ashes and of embers spent. 

In which some living sparks we still 
discern. 

Enough to warm, but not enough to 
bum. 

What then ? Shall we sit idly down 
and say 

The night hath come , it is no longer 
day? 

The night hath not yet come , we are 
not qmtc 

Cut off from labour by the failing 
light , 

Something remains for us to do or dare, 

Even the oldest tree some fruit may 
bear , 

Not CEldipus Coloneus, or Greek Ode, 

Or tales of pilgrims that one morning 
rode 

Out of the gateway of the Tabard 
Inn, 

But other something, would we but 
beprin , 

For age is opportunity no less 

Than youth itself, though in another 
dress. 

And as the evening twihght fades 
away 

The sky is filled with stars, invisible 
by day 


K.ERAMOS. 
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Turn, turn my wheel ^ Turn mind 
and round 

Without a pause without a Sound 
So spins thefli'Mg world away / 
This clay well mixed with marl and 
sand 

Follows the motion of my hand 
For some must follow, and some com- 
mand 

Though all are made of clay I 

pms SMg the Potter at his task [tree 
oeneath the blossoming hawthorn 


While o'er his features, like a mask. 
The quilted sunshine and leaf-shade 
Mov^, as the boughs above him 
swayed. 

And clothed him, till he seemed to be 
A figure woven in tapestrv 
So sumptuously was he arrayed 
In that magnificent attire 
Of sable tissue flaked with fire 
Like n magician he appeared, 

A conjurer without book or beard , 
And while he plied his magic art — 
For It was magical to me — 


KERAMOS 


I stood in silence and apart, 

And wondered more and more to see 
That shapeless, hfeless mass of clay 
Rise up to meet the masters hand, 
And now contract and now expand. 
And even his slightest touch obey , 
While ever in a thoughtful mood 
He sang his ditty, and at times 
Whistled a tune between the rhjmes, 
As a melodious interlude. 

Tum, turn, my wheel ! all things must 
change 

To something new, to something 
strange , 

A ot ling that is can pause or stay 
The moon will wax, the moon will 
wane. 

The mist and cloud will turn to ram. 
The lain to mist and cloud again. 

To morrow be to-day 

Thus still the Potter sang, and still, 

By some unconsaous act of wll 
The melody and even the words 
Were intermingled with my thought, 
As bits of coloured thread are caught 
And woven into nests of birds 
And thus to regions for remote. 
Beyond the ocean s vast expanse. 

This wizard in the motley coat 
Transported mo on wings of song 
And the northern shores of France 
Bore me with restless speed along 

Wh.at land is this that seems to bo 
A mingling of the land and 'ea ? 

This land of sluices, dikes, and dunes? 
This water-net that tesselates 
The landscape ? this unending maze 
Of gardens, through whose latticed 
gates 

The imprisoned pinks and tulips gaze. 
Where in long summer afternoons 
The sunshine softened by the haze. 
Comes streaming down as through a 
screen , 

Where over fields and pastures green 
The painted ships float high in air. 
And over all and everywhere 
The sails of windmills sink and soar 
Like wings of sea-gulls on the shore? 

^Vhat land is this? Yon pretty toivn 
fs Delft, \vith all its wares displayed , 
The pnde, the market-place, the 
crown 

5 And centre of the Potter s trade. 
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See ! ever}' house and room is bnght 
With ghmmers of refletted light 
From plates that on the dresser shine. 
Flagons to foam with Flemish beer. 

Or sparkle with the Rhenish wine. 

And pilgnm-flasks with fleurs de lis. 

And ships upon a rolling sea 
And tankards pewter-topped, and 
queer 

With comic mask and musketeer 1 
Elach hospitable chimney smiles 
A welcome from its painted tiles , 

The parlour walls the chamber floors. 

The slaln^ays and the comdors 
The borders of the garden walks, 

Are beautiful with fadeless flowers. 

That never droop in winds or showers. 
And never wathcr on their stalks 

Turn, turn, my wheel > All life ii 
brief, 

What now is bud will soon be leaf. 

What noiu is leaf will soon decay , 

The wind blows east, the wind blows 
west 

The blue eggs m the robin s nest I 

Will sooriMve wings and beak and 
breast, 

And flutter and fly away 

Now southward through the air I 
glide. 

The song my only piusmvant. 

And see ac-oss tlie landscape wide 
The blue Charente, upon whose tide 
The belfries and the spires of Saintes 
Ripple and rock from side to side. 

As, when an earthquake rends its 
walls, 

A crumbling city reels and falls 

Who is It m the suburbs here 
This Potter, working with such cheer. 

In fhis mean house, this mean 
His manly features bronzed with fire. 
Whose figulines and rusuc wares 
Scarce find him bread from da} to 

day ? I 

This madman, as the people say. 

Who breaks his tables and his chairs 
To feed his furnace fires nor cares 
Who goes unfed if they are fed 
Nor who may h\e if they are dead ? 

This alchemist wath hoUow cheeks 
And sunken, searching c}cs, who 

By mmgled ’earths and ores, combined 
With potency of fire, to find 
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Some new cnamd, hard and bnght 
His dream, his passion his delight? 

O Palissy 1 within thy breast 
Burned the hot fever of unrest , 

Thine was the prophet s \asion, thine 
The exultation the di\ me 
Insanity of noble minds, 

That ne\ er falters nor abates. 

But labours and endures and nauts. 

Till all that it foresees it finds 
Or what it cannot find creates ’ 

Turn, lurn, my ivheel ' This earthen 
jar 

A touch can make a touch can mar 
And shall it to the Potter saj , 
What makest thou ? Thou hast no 
hand f 

As men -uho think to understand 
A world by their Creator planned. 

Who wiser is than ihej 

Sbll guided by the dreamy song, 

As in a trance I float along 
Abo\e the Pjaenean chain, 

Abo\ e the fields and farms of Spam, 
Above the bright Majorcan isle 
That lends its soften^ name to art, — 
A spot a dot upon the chart, 

MTiose httle towns red-roofed watli tile. 
Are ruby-lustered with the light 
Of blazmg furnaces by night 
And crow ned by day w ith wreaths of 
smoke 

Then eastward, wafted in my flight 
On my enchanter s magic cloak, 

1 sail across the Tjarhene Sea 
Into the land of Italy 
And o er the wandy Apennines 
Mantled and musical wath pines 

The palaces, the princely halls. 

The doors of houses and the w alls 
Of churches and of belfry towers, 
Qoister and castle street and mart. 
Arc garlanded and gay with flowers 
That blossom in the fields of art. 

Here Gubbio s workshops gleam and 
glow 

^^^th bnlhant, iridescent dyes. 

The dazzhng whiteness of the snow. 
The cobalt blue of summer skies , 
And vase and scutcheon cup and plate, 
In perfect finish emulate 
Faenza, Florence, Pesaro 

Forth from Urbino s gate there came 
A youth with the angehc name 


or Raphael, m form and face 
Himself angehc, and dmne 
In arts of colour and design 
From him Francesco \anto caught 
Something of his transcendent grace, { 
And into hctilc fabnes wrought 1 

Suggestions of the master s thought 
Nor less Maestro Giorgio shines 
With madre perl and golden lines 
Of arabesques, and interweaves 
His birds and fruits and flowers and 
leaves 

About some landscape, shaded brown, 

Wflih oh\e tints on rock and town 

Behold th.s cup within whose bowl. 

Upon a ground of deepest blue 
With yellow -lustered stars o erlaid, 

Colours of cNcry tint and hue 
Mingle m one harmonious whole ! 
Withlargeblueey csandste.adfastgarc, 

Her y cllow hair in net and braid, 

NeclJace and earrings all ablaze 
With golden lustre o er the glaze 
A w Oman’s portrait , on the scroll, 

Cana, the beautiful 1 A name 
Forgotten Ea\e for such bncf fame 
As this memonal can bestow, — 

A gift ;some lover long ago 

Gave with his heart to this fair dame. 

A nobler title to renown 
Is thine, O pleasant Tuscan town. 

Seated beside the Amo s stream , 

For Lucca della Robbia there 
Created forms so w ondrous fair. 

They made thy smereignty supreme. 

These choristers with lips of stone, 

W'hose music is not heard, but seen. 

Still chant, as from their ormn-scrcen, 

Their Maker s praise , nor these alone. 

But the more fragile forms of clay , 

Hardly less beauUful than they 
These saints and angels that adorn 
The walls of hospitals, and tell 
The story of good de^ so well 
That po\ erty seems less forlorn, 

And life more hke a holiday 

Here in this old neglected church. 

That long eludes the traveller s search. 

Lies the dead bishop on his tomb , 

Earth upon earth he slumbering lies. 
Life-like and death-hke in the gloom , 
Garlands of ftnit and flowers in bloom 
And fohage deck his resting-place , ' 

A shadow in the sightless eyes, 

A pallor on the patient face 
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?4-vJ« iv^'cct In Urtr fitmc" Iicn , 

All mnlii) j'-i ieni nnd <Jf-Jias 
Rinil cut hj- p itfntonil firc<; . 
S-cwlrp to MV ' Our viT^ tire 
iW! , 

And to iJ.e vtc-v-j dcvili fs s 'c' t 

Dut i!>e tn-'vt %vnni!rrfiit of til 
Tlur omvmcnti on tont'j or will 
Tim rwct* the fair At "nil tn shores 
Are ihot** the fmihfnl rtrth re tores, 
Isenrio nc Apii’nn totn coiK-eiled. 
In vinejnrd o' In Inrsc^t hchl 
\a$M nnd nm' nnd lets relief'', 
Metnomh of forpoltcn pntfs. 

Or records of heroic rfectls 
Of dctnlpoth nnd mi},ht) chiefs 
Fiptjrc! tint nlmo t move mil spciw, 
And, buried ninid inotild ttitd vvct.(ls, 
Still in their niitudes ntie^t 
The presence of the pnetful OrccK, 
Achilles in his 'irnionr dn jsed, 
Alcides null the Crenn bull, 
Aphrodite with her Inn. 

Or lovely Hclcnn of T rov , 

Stni IlvinK nnd stW benutiful 
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7r/rr, /un , frj ’oJ-ecl 1 Tis r attires 
t !, r 

The (htld shsjld "ifo tt e man, 
Iremanspvv cni h/cJ old, and 
p'Jt 

hn yati'h the tetrt exults and sini;s. 
The f thes U if, /•<rre 

/« aU th' crutet ehtrf^, ard brings 
The tar est home of da) 

And now the winds tint southward 

And coo! the hot Sicihin isle. 

Heir me aw av I see below 
1 he long line of the Lib>nn , 

Floodinpand feeding thcparchcd lands 

With annual ebb and overflow, 

A fallen jxalm who'C branches he 
Beneath the Alnssinian sk) 

Wliosc roots arc in Eg) piian sands 
On either bank huge '''’“='’-whe^ 
Belted with jars and dnppmg wee^. 
Send forth their melancholy nioans, 

E)cad anchorites of the Theba d 
Knelt on thcshorcand told theirbeads, 
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Beating their breasts w ith loud appeals 
And penitential tears and groans 

This city, walled and thickly set 
With ghttenng mosque and minaret, 
Is Cairo in whose gay bazaars 
The dreaming traieller first inhales 
The perfume of Arabian gales, 

And sees the fabulous earthen jars. 
Huge as were those wherein the maid 
Morgiana found the Forty Thieves 
Coneealed in midnight ambuscade , 
And seeing, more than half behev cs 
The fascinating tales that run 
Through all the Thousand Nights and 
One, 

Told by the fair Schchcrczade 

More strange and wonderful than these 
Are the Lgyptian deities, 

\mmon and Enioth, and the grand 
Osins, holding in his hand 
The lotus , Isis crowned and veiled , 
The sacred Ibis and the Sphinx , 
Bracelets wath blue enamelled links , 
The Scarabec in emerald mailed. 

Or spreading wade his funeral wangs , 
Lamps that perchance their night- 
watch kept 

O er Cleopatra while she slept, — 

All plundered from the tombs of kings 

Turn, turn, my luhed ' The Inman 
race, 


So from this grove of chimneys whirled 
To aH the markets of the world 
These porcfclain leaves are wafted on, — 
Light jellow leaves with spots and 
Of violet and of crimson dje, [stains 
Or tender azure of a sky 
Just waishcd bv gentle Apnl rains. 

And beautiful with celadon 

Nor Icssthccoarserhousehold wares, - 
The willow pattern, that wc knew 
In childhood, with its bndgcofbluc 
lading to unknowai thoroughfares , 
Tlie solitary man who stares 
At the white nver flowing through 
Its arches, the fantasuc trees 
And wild pcrsjxiciivc of the view , 

And intermingled among these 
The tiles that m our nurseries 
Filled us wath w ondcr and delight. 

Or haunted us in dreams at night 

And vender by Nankin, behold ' [old. 
The Tower of Porcelain, strange and 
Uplifting to the astonished skies 
Its ninefold painted balconies. 

With balustrades of twining Icav cs. 
And roofs of tile beneath whose eaves 
Hang jKircclain bells that all the time 
Ring with a soft melodious chime , 
While the whole fabric is ablaze 
With waned tints, all fused in one 
Great mass of colour, like a mare 
Of flowers illumined by the sun 


Of every ton^e, of everyplace, 
Caucasian, Coptic, or Malay, 
All that inhabit this great earth. 
Whatever he their rank or worth. 
Are kindred and allied by birth. 
And made of the same clay 


O er desert sands o er gulf and bay, 
O er Ganges and o er Himalay, 
Bird-like 1 flj and fly mg sing. 

To flowery kingdoms of Cathay, 

And bird-bke poise on balanced vvang 
Above the town of King-te-tching, 
j^uming town, or seeming so — 
Three thousand furnaces that glow 
Incessantlv , and fill the air 
With smoke upnsmg, gyre on gyre, 
Md painted by the lund glare 
Of jets and flashes of red me. 


^ leav es that m the autumn fall 
spotted and veined wath vanous hues 
A j along the avenues. 

And he in heaps by hedge and wall. 


Turn, turn, my wheel ! What is 
begun 

At daybreak must at dark be done 
'lo-morrvw will be another day , 
To morrow the hot furnace fame 
Will search the heart and try the 
frame. 

And stamp with honour or with shame 
These vessels made of clay 

Cradled and rocked in Eastern seas. 
The islands of the Japanese 
Beneath me he , o er lake and plain 
The stork, the heron, and the crane 
Through the clear loalms of azure 
And on the hillside I can see [drift. 
The villages of Imari, 

^Vhose thronged and flaming work- 
shops lift [high. 

Their twisted columns of smoke on 
Cloud cloisters that in ruins he 
With sunshine streaming through 
each nft. 

And broken arches of blue sky 
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All the bnght flowers that fill the land, 
Ripple of wates on rock or sand, 

The snow on Fusiyonias cone. 

The midnight heaven so thicldy sown 
With constellations of bnght stars, 
The lea\ cs that rustle, the reeds that 
make 

A whisper b\ eacli stream and lake. 
The saffron dawn, the sunset red. 

Are painted on these Io\el) jars , 
Again the sk\lark sings, again 
The stork, the heron, and the crane 
Float through the azure overhead. 
The counterfeit and counterpart 
Of Nature reproduced in Art 

Art is the child of Nature , }cs. 

Her darling child, m wliom we trace 
The features of the mother s face. 

Her aspect and licr attitude. 

All her majestic loiclincss 
Chastened and softened and subdued 
Into a more attracuve grace. 

And wath a liuman sense imbued 
He IS the greatest artist then. 
Whether of pencil or of pen 
WTio follows Nature Never man. 

As artist or as artisan 
Pursuing his own fantasies, [please. 
Can touch the human heart, or 
Or satisfy our nobler needs. 

As he who sets his walling feet 
In Nature s footpnnts, light and fleet, 
And follows fearless where she leads 

Thus mused I on that mom m May, 
Wrapped in my visions like the Seer, 
Whose eyes behold not what is near. 
But only what is far away, [peal. 
When, suddenly sounding, peal on 
The church-bcU from the neighbour- 
ing tow n 

Proclaimed the welcome hour of 
noon [wheel. 

The Potter heard, and stopped his 
His apron on the grass threw down. 
Whistled his quiet little tunc. 

Not over-loud nor over-long. 

And ended thus his simple song 

Stop, stop, my wheel! Too soon, too 
The noon will be ihe afternoon, [soon 
Too soon to-day be yesterday, 
Behind us in our path we cast 
The broken potsherds of the past. 

And all are ground to dust at last. 
And troddm into clay I 

V V V V 
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THE CHAMBER OVER THE 
GATE. 

Is it so far from thee 
Thou canst no longer see 
In the Chamber over the Gate 
That old man desolate. 

Weeping and wailing sore 
For his son, who is no more ? 

O Absalom, my son 1 

Is It so long ago 
That erv of human woe 
From the walled city came, 

Calling on his dear name, 
lliat It has died away 
In the distance of to^ay ? 

O Absalom, my son 1 

There is no far nor near, 

Tiiere is neither there nor here. 
There is neither soon nor late 
In that Chamber over the Gate, 
Nor an) long ago 
To that cry of human woe, 

0 Aibsalom, my son I 


From the ages that are past 
TTic voice conies like a blast 
Over seas that wreck and drown, 
Over tumult of traffic and town 
And from ages yet to be 
Come the echoes back to me, 

O Absalom my son 1 

Somewhere at every hour 
The watchman on the tower 
Looks forth and sees the fl^ect 
Approach of the hurrying feet 
Of messengers, that bear 
The tidings of despair 
O Absalom, my son 1 


He goes forth from the door, 
VTio shall return no more. 

Vff th him our joy departs , 

"nic light goes out in our hearts 
In the Chamber over the Gate 
We sit disconsolate. 

O Absalom, my son 1 


Fhat tis a common gnef 
Bnngeth but slight rehef , 

3urs is the bitterest loss, 

3urs IS the heaviest cross 
iVnd for ever the cry vnll Iw 
"Would God I had died for thee, 
O Absalom, my son ' 

Aint. iStq 
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THE BURIAL OF THE POET 

Is the old church j’ard of his mtivc towTi 
And in the anccstrd tomb beside the u-all 
We hid him in the sleep that comes to all, 

And kft him to his rest and his renowm 

The snow was falling as if Heaven dropped down 

While (lowers of Paradise to strew his pall , — 

The dead around liiin seemed to veal e, and call 
His name, as worihj of so white a crown 
And now the moon is shining on tlic scene. 

And the broad sliect of snov is vvritien o ct 
\\ ith shadows cruciform of icadc^s trees, 

As once the \ Hiding sheet of Saladin 
With chapters of the Koran but ah ! more 
Mvstenous and triumphant signs are Uicse ! 


HELEN or T\RC 

WliAT phantom is this that appears 
Through the purple mists of tlie v ear'-, 
luelf but a mist like these ? 
woman of cloud and of fire , 

I'shc , It IS Helen of r)a 
The town in tlie midst of the seas ' 

O Tjto I in ih) crowded streets 
The phantom appears and retreats, 
And the Israelites, that sell 
The lilies and lions of brass, 

Look up as the) see her pass, 

And murmur, ‘Jezebel! 

Tlien another phantom is seen 
At her side, in a ga) gahardinc 
With beard that floats to Ins waist , 
It is Simon Magus the Seer 

^Pt^ks and she pauses to lie ir 
The word lie utters in haste 

He sa)'s ‘ From this eval fame 
From this life of sorrow and shame 
I will lift the-e and mike thee 
mine 1 

Thou hast been Queen Candace 
And Helen of Tro) and shall be 
the Intelligence Divine 1 

Oh, ^Kt as the breath of mom. 

To the fallen and forlorn 
Are whispered words of praise 
J^r the famished heart believes 
Inc nlschood that icmpis and dt 
ccncs, 

And the promise that betra) s 

^ she follows from land to land 
Ihe wazard s beckoning hand. 

As a leaf is blowm by the gust. 


Till she vanishes into night ! 

' O rvader stoop dowaa and vvntc 
I With th) finger in the dust ' 

J O town in the midst of the scu, 

I \\ ilh til) raft of Cedar trees 
1 lliv increliandisc and thy ships, 
riiou, too, an Ivecomc as nought, 
j A phantom, a shadow, a thought, 

I A name upon men s hps 

j h<'fUiry, iSJa. 


GARFIELD 

‘ / “reHi rfj/ itjjPnra euotj/ar " 

Till SF words tlie poet beard in Para- 

I disc, 

, Uttered b) one who, bravely dyang 
here 

In the true filth was living m that 
sphere 

Wlicrc the celestial cross of ^.acnftcc 

Spread its protecting arms athwart 
the skies , 

And, set tlicrcon in jewiE crystal 
clear 

Tlie souls magnanimous that knew 
not fear [eyes 

I lashed their effulgence on his dazzled 

\h me 1 How dark the discipline of 
pmn, 

»'ere not the suffering followed by 
the sense 

W infinite rest and infinite release ! 

inis is our consolation and again 

V great soul cncs to us in our 
suspense, 

I came from martyrdom unto tins 
O Wa-, i£3i 
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HERMES TRISMEGISTUS 


"■i"- ot anc^'to^ 5;5.“h= «o t'>« de.ty, m.cnbln^ all .heir 

own writin ;;5 \shh the n me of Jlcrmca -‘lainblichus j 


Still through Egj-pi's desert pKces 
Flows the lordly Nile , 

Ffom Its banks the grcni stone faces 
Gaze \nth pilicnl smile , 

Still the pyramids impcnous 
Pierce the cloudless skies, 

And the Sphin\ stares with mjsten 
ous, 

Solemn, stony eyes 

Bat whore arc the old Cgiptiaii 
Demi gods and kings ? 

Nothing left but an inscription 
Gra\cn on stones and rings 
Where arc Helms and Hcplixstus, 
Gods of eldest old ? 

Where is Hermes Tnsmegistus, 

\^^o their secrets held? 

Where arc now the many hundred 
Thousand books he w ro to ? 

By the Thaumaturgists plundered, 
Lost m lands remote. 

In oblivion sunk for ever. 

As when o er the land 
Blows a storm wind, in the mcr 
Sinks the scattered sand. 

Something unsubstantial, ghostly. 
Seems this Tlieurgist, 

In deep meditation mostly 
Wrapped, as in a misL 
Vague, phantasmal, and unreal 
To our thought he seems. 

Walking in a world ideal, 

In a l^d of dreams 

Was he one or many, merging 
Name and fame in one, ^ 

IJkc a stream, to which, convagmo, 
Many streamlets nin ? 

Till, with gathued po^vcr proceeding. 

Ampler sweep it takes, 

Downward the sweet waters leading 
I rom unnumbered lakes 


By the Nile I see him wandering, 
P.ausing now and then. 

On die mysuc union pondering 
Belsicen gods and men , 
Half-beheving, wholly feeling, 

With supremo delight. 

How the gods, themselves conceahng. 
Lift men to their height 

Or in Thebes, the hundred gated, 

In the thoroughfare 
Breathing, as if consecrated, 

A diviner air , 

And amid discordant noises. 

In the jostling throng 
Hearing far, celestial voices 
Of Olympian s song 

Who shall call his dreams fallacious ? 

Who has searched or sought 
All the unexplored and spacious 
Unwerse of thought ? 

Who, in his own skill confiding, 

Shall widi rule and line 
Mark the border land dividing 
Human and divine? 

Tnsmegistus I three trnie greatest ! 

How tby name , 

Has descended to this latest 

Progeny of time 1 

Happy they whose wntten pages 

Perish with their li\cs. 

If amid the crumbling -ig« 

Still their name survives ! 

Tliinc, O lincst of Lgjpt, lately 
Found I in the vast . 

Wccd-cncumbcrcd, sombre sUt y 

rJnvc-vatxl of the Fast , 

\wl a prwcncc moved before me 
On that cloomy shore, 

As a waft of wind, tlntocrmc 

Breathed, and was ,£ 5 ^ 
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MAD RIVER, 

IN THE WHITE MOUNTAINS 


TRAVELLER 

Wh\ dost thou wildly rush and roar, 

Mad Rucr, O Mad River? 

Wilt thou not pause and cease to pour 
Thy hurrying-, headlong waters o’er 
This rocky shelf for ever? 

What secret trouble stirs th> breast ? 

Why all this fret and flurry ? 

Dost thou not know that what is best 
In this too restless world is rest 

From over-work and worry? 

THE RIVER. 

What would st thou in these mountains seek 
O stranger from the city ? 

Is It perhaps some foohsh freak 
Of thine, to put the words I speak 
Into a plaintive dittj ? 


TRAVELLER 

Yes I w ould learn of thee thy song. 
With all Its flowang numbers, 
And in a voice as fresh and strong 
As thine is, sing It all day long, 

And hear it in my slumbers. 


A brooklet nameless and unknown 
Was 1 at Aral, rcserabhnEr 
A httle child that all alone 
Comes ventunng down the stairs of stone. 
Irresolute and trembUng 

Later, by wajavard fancies led 

Oiif ^ panted , 

^t of the forest dark and dread 
Across the open fields I fled. 

Like one pursued and haunted. 

^ 'u™®. I sang aloud 

Win, blending 

Wdi thunder from the passing "'oud 
The wi^ the for«t bent and bowed, 
lac rush of rain descendmg 

I heard the distant ocean call, 

entreating , 

Drawn onward, o er this rocky v^vll 
I plung^, and the loud wat^all 
Made answer to the greeting 
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And now, beset mth many ills, 

A toilsome life I follow , 

Compelled to carry from the hills 
These logs to the impatient mills 
Bdow there in the hollow 

Yet something ever cheers and charms 
The rudeness of my labours , 

Daily I water with these arms 
The cattle of a hundred farms, 

And have the birds for neighbours 

Men call me Mad, and well they may, 

WTien, full of rage and trouble, 

I burst my banks of sand and day. 

And sweep their wooden bridge away. 

Like withered reeds or stubble 

Now go and write thy little rhyme. 

As of thine own creating 
Thou secst the day is past its pnme , 

I can no longer waste my time , 

The mills are tired of waiUng 

Atlantic Mtnthly, Maj, i88i 




DEDICATION 

TO G W G 

With favounng winds, o'er simlit 
i seas. 

We sailed for the Hespendcs, 
i The land where golden apples grow , 

‘ But that, ah 1 that was long ago 

; How far, since then, the ocean streams 
Have swept us from that land of 
dreams. 

That land of fiction and of truth, 

' The lost Atlantis of our youth ! 

Whither, ah, whither ? Are not these 
The tempest-haunted Hebndes, 
Where sea-gulls scream, and breakers 
roar. 

And WTeck and sea-weed hne the 
j shore ? 

j Ultima Thule! Utmost Isle! 

I Here in thj harbours for a while 
I We lower our sails , a while we rest. 
From the unending, endless quest 
S2I 


BAYARD TAYLOR. 

Dead he lay among his books I 
The peace of God was in his looks 

As the statues in the gloom 
Watch o er Maximilian s tomb. 

So those volumes from their shelves 
Watched him, silent as themselves 

Ah I his hand will nevermore ; 

Turn their stoned pages o cr , 

Never more his lips repeat 
Songs of theirs, howcier sweet 

Let the hfeless body rest 1 
He IS gone, who was its guest , 

Gone, as travellers haste to leave 
An inn, nor tarry until eve. 

Traveller I in what realms afar. 

In what planet, in what star, j 

In what vast, aSnal space, ^ 

Shines the light upon thy face ? < 

1 

■ i 
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In wlnl g^\rdi.ns of ddulit 
Rest thy near> feet to-night ? 

Poet' thon nhosc htest %ersc 
Was a garland on th) hearse , 

Tliou hast sang wath organ tone, 
In DcuLalion s life, thine omi 

On the rums of the Pisl 
Blooms the perfect tlouer at hst 

Fnend ' buljcstcrdaj the Iv 11s 
Rang for thee their loud farctstlls , 

And to-day thc\ toll for thee, 
Lying dead beyond ihe sea 

Lying dead among thy bool^, 

The peace of God in all thy lool^ ! 


JUGL’RTin 

Hoyy cold arc thy baths Apollo 1 
Cried the \fncan monarch, the 
splendid 

As doyvn to his death in the holtovy 
Dark dungeons of Rome he de 
scended 

UnCToiynod, unthroned unattended, 

Hoyy cold arc thy baths Apollo ' 

Hoyy cold arc thy bath' \pollo ! 
Cned the Poet, unknowai, unbe- 
fnended 

As thevasion, that lured him to follots. 
With the mist and the darkness 
blended 

And the dream of his life y\-as 
ended 

Hoyy cold arc thy baths, Apollo 1 


FROM MY ARM CH MR 
TO THE CniLDRfN or CAyiREIDGE 

V.TIO PlfF^LVTED TO ME ON «;E\r ' 7 \ 
NFCOVD DIKTMDAY EtORLAf^ 2r iSrt) 
THIS aiATR MADE FTOM THE N\{>01»OFT|I» 
\1LL.\CE BLACKSMITH S CHESTKITT TREE. 

I a long, that I should call m\ 
oyyii 

This splendid ebon tlirone ? 

Or by \ybal reason, or yyhat right 
diyme, 

Can I proclaim it mine? 

Onlv pcrliaps b\ nght dninc of song 
It may to me belong , 


Only because the spreading chestnut 
tree 

Of old fas Eurg by me 

W dl I remember it in ill its prime, 

Vi lien in the summer tune 
The aflluent foliage of its brandies 
made 

A cayern of cool sleadc. 

Tlicre, by the blacLsnuth s forge, be- 
side the street, 

Its blossoms yyhitc nnd syycct 
Lntkcd tlie bees, until H seemed ahte, 
\nd niummred like a h!yc 

\nd V hen the yiinds of autumn, with 
a shout 

Tos'cd its great arais about 
riic shining chestnuts, buritfng from 
the 'heath 

Drop))cd to the ground beneath, 

\nd noyy 'omc fragments of its 
br uiclics bare 
Shaped ns a slatcly chair, 

Hate by uiy hcartlistoiic found a home 
I at last 

And yiliisper of the' pa'l 

Tlie Danish 1 mg could not in all his 
pnde 

Repd the ocean tide 
j But, seated in this chair, I can in 
I rh) me 

Roll bad tlie tide of Fime 

1 see again as one in yision sees. 

The blo'soms and the liccs, 

I And hear the childrens \qiccs shout 
and call. 

And the broyyaa chestnuts fall 

1 see the smithy yyith its fires ngloyy, 

I hear the bclloyys blow, 

And the sbnll banimers on the anyal 
beat 

Fhe iron white with heal ' 

\nd lima dear children, liay eye made 
for me 

This day a jubilee, 

And to my more than three score years 
ind ton 

Brought back my youth again 

The heart hath its oiyn memory, bke 
the mind, 

And in it are cnshnneal 
Thepreeaous keepsakes, into yyliidi is 
yiTought 

The gnea s loving thought. 
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Only your love and your remembrance 
could 

Give bfc to this dead wood, 

And make these branches, leafless 
now so lon^. 

Blossom again m song 

THE IRON PEN 

[Made from a fetter of Bo^nl^ard the prisoner 
of Chillon { the handle of wood from the 
fn;jatc Ccmitiuticnt nnd bound with a 
circ ct of pold, Inset >vith three t rccious 
atones from Stbena, Ccjlon, and Maine.] 

1 THOUGHT this Pen would anse 
From the casket where it lies — 

Of Itself would anse and wnte 
My thanks and my surpnse 

When you gave it me under the pines, 
I dreamed these gems from the mines 
Of Sibena, Ceylon, and Maine 
Would glimmer as thoughts in the 
lines . 


That this iron link from the chain 
Of Bonnnard might retain 
Some lerse of the poet who sang 
Of the pnsoner and his pain , 

That this wood from the fngale s mast 
Might wnle me a rhjme at la^, 

Ks It used to tvrite on the sky 
The song of the sea and the blast. 

But motionless as I wait, 

Like a Bishop l)ang m state 
Lies the Pen with its mitre of gold. 
And Its jewels mviolate 

Then must I speak, and say 
That the light of that summer day 
In the gturden under the pines 
Shall not fade and pass awav 

I shall see you standing there. 
Caressed by the fragrant air 
With the shadow on jour lace, 

And tlic suushme on your hair 
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1 shall hear ihe sweet low tone 
or a % oicc before unknowTi, 

^)ing, "This is from me to j ou— 
From me, and to jou alone " 

And m words not idle and \-un 
I shall answer and thank >ou again 
Forthc gift, and the grace of the gift, 
O beautiful Helen of Maine I 

And for ever this gift will be 
hs a blessing from j ou to me 
As a drop of the dew of jour joulh 
On the leaves of an aged tree. 


ROBERT BURNS 

I SEE anud the fields of Ajt, 

A ploughman, who m foul and fair. 
Sings at his task 
So clear, wc know not if it is 
The laverock s song wc hear, or his, 
Nor care to asl 

For him the ploughing of those fields 
A more ethereal han cst j ields 
Than sheaves of gram , 

Songs flush with purple bloom the rj e. 
The plover s call the curlcv s crj , 
Sing in his brain 

Touched by his hand, the wayside 
weed 

Becomes a flower the lowliest reed 
Beside the stream 

Is clothed wath beauty , gorsc and 
grass 

And heather where his footsteps pass. 
The bnghter seem 

He sings of love, whose flame illumes 
The darkness of lone cottage rooms 
He feels the force 

The treacherous undertow and stress 
Of wajavard passions and no less 
The keen remorse. 

At moments wacstling vnth his fate , 
His voice IS harsh but notv nth hate 
The brush wood, hung ’ 

Above the tavern door, lets fall 
Its bitter leaf, its drop of gall 
Upon hu, tongue. 

But stiU the burden of his song 
Is love of nght disdain of wrong 
Its master chords ' 


Arc Manhood, Freedom, Brother- 
hood, 

Its discords but an mterludc 
Belivcen the words 

\nd then to die so joung and leave 
Unfinished what he might achieve I 
Yet better sure 

Is this than wandering up and down 
An old man in a countrj town, 

Infirm and poor 

For now be haunts bis n ibve land 
\5 an immortal youth , his hand 
Guides every plough, 

' He sits beside each ingle-nook 
His voice is in each rushing brook, 
E.acli rustling bough. 

His p-cscncc haunts tliK room to 
night 

A form of mingled mist nnd light 
From that fir coast 
Welcome beneath this roof of mine I 
W tlcomc ! this v acant chair is thine, 
Dear gticst and ghost ! 

ELEGI \C 

Dark IS the morning with mist, in the 
narrow mouth of the h.arbour 
Motionless lies the sea, unde* its 
curtain of cloud , 

Dreamily glimmer the sails of ships on 
the distant horiron, 

Like to the lowers of a tovvm, built 
on the verge of the sc.v 

Slowly and stately and still, they sail 
forth into the oce.an , 

With them sail mv thoughts over 
the hmillcss deep. 

Farther and farther aw iv , borne on bv 
unsatisfied longings, 

L nto Hesperian isles, unto Ausonian 
shores 

Now they have vanished away, have 
disappeared m the ocean , 

Sunk are the low ers of the town into 
the depths of the sea ! 

All have vanished but those that, 
moored in the neighbouring 
roailstead, 

at anchor nde, looming so 
large in the mist 
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Vinished, too, arc the thoughts, the 
dim, unsatisfied longings , 

Sunh ate the turrets of cloud into 
the ocean of dreams , 

\Vlule in a ha\en of rest my heart is 
nding at anchor. 

Held by the chains of lot e, held by 
the anchors of trust 1 


OLD ST DWIDS AT RADNOR 

What an jmage of peace and rest 
Is this litUe church among its 
graves I 

All is so quiet , the troubled breast. 
The wounded spint, the heart op- 
pressed, 

Here may find the repose it craves 

See how the ity climbs and expands 
Over this humble hermitage, 

And seems to caress walh its little 

The rough, gray stones, as a cmld 
that stands 

Caressing the wnnUed checks of 
agel 

You cross the threshold , and dim and 
small 

Is the space that serves for the 
Shepherd’s Fold , 

The nauow aisle, the bare, white wall. 
The pews, and the pulpit quaint and 
tall. 

Whisper and say "Alas I we arc 
old ” 

Herbert s chapel at Bemerton 
Hardly more spaaoiw is than this , 
But Poet and Pastor, blent in one. 
Clothed with a splendour, as of the sun. 
That lowly and holy edifice 

It is not the wall of stone svathout 
That makes the building small or 
great, , 

But the soul's light shming round 
about. 

And the faith that overcometh doubt. 
And the love that stronger is than 
hate. 

Were I a pilgrim in search of peace. 
Were I a pastor of Holy Church, 
More than a Bishop’s diocese 


Should I pnze this place of rest, and 
release 

From further longing and further 
search 


Here would I stay, and let the world 
With Its distant thunder roar and 
roll , 

Storms do not rend the sail that is 
furled , 

Nor like a dead leaf, tossed and 
whirled 

In an eddy of wand, is the anchored 
souL 


^ w w w w w ^ W 


the sifting of peter. 


In St Lukes Gospel we are told 

How Peter in the days of old 
Was sifted , 

And now, though ages inters ene, 
bin IS the same, while time and scene 
Arc shifted. 


Satan desires us, great and small, 
\s wheat to sift us and we all 
Are tempted , 

Mot one, however nch or great, 
is by his station or estate 
Exempted 

Mo house so safely guarded is 
But he, by some device of nis. 

Can enter , 

No heart hath armour so complete 
But he can pierce vdth arrows fleet 
Its centre 


r all at last the cock will crow, 

30 hear the warning voice, but g 
Unheeding, 

1 thnee and more they haw denied 
e Man of Sorrows crucified 
And bleeding 


. look at that pale suffenng face 

iSe us feel^c deep disgrace 

. ^^^till the strength 

changed at length 

To meekness 


ads of the soul, though healed, 

tddSngtc^ remain, and make 

innoc^ returns 

re not what we were before 

Transgression. 
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Butnoble souls, through dust andheat, 
Rise from disaster and defeat 
TTie stronger, 

And conscious still of the divine 
Witlim them, he on earth supine 
No longer 


M\IDEN AND WE-^THER- 
' COCK 

MAIDEN 

0 Weathercock on the \ illage spire. 
With your golden feathers all on fire. 
Tell me, what can you see from your 

perch 

Above there oter the tower of the 
church? 

tTOATHERCOCK. 

1 can see the roofs and the streets 
below. 

And the people moving to and fro, 
And beyond, without eitlier roof or 
street 

The great salt sea, and the fisherman s 
fleet 

I can see a ship come saibng in 
Beyond the headlands and harbour of 
i Lynn 

f And a youngman standing on the deck, 

i With a silken kerchief round his neck 

r 

? Now he is pressing n to his lips, 

S And now he is kissing his fin^ tips, 

‘ And now he is lifting and waving his 

hand. 

And blotving the kisses toward the 
land 

MAIDEN 

Ah, that IS the ship from o\er the sea 
That IS bnnging my lo\ er back to me. 
Bringing my loi er so fond and true. 
Who does not change with the wind 
like you 

1VEATHERCOCK 

If I change with all thewinds that blow. 
It IS only because they made me so. 
And people would think it w ondrous 
strange 

If I, a Weathercock, shouldnot change, 

O pretty Maiden, so fine and fair. 
With your dreamy eyes and your 
golden hair. 

When you and your lover meet tonlav. 
You will thank me for looking some 


THE WINDMILL. | 

Behold ! a gnnt im 1 1 ! 

Aloft here in my tower, f 

Wth my granite yaws I de\our f 
The maize, and the wheat indtherye c 
.And gnnd them into flour j 

I look down os er the farms , C 

In the fields of gram I see | 

The harvest that is to be, I 

And I fling to the air my arms, { 

For I knosv it is all for me. | 

I hear the sound of flails { 

Far off, from the threshing-floors, 

In bams with their open doors. 

And the wind, the wind in my sails. 
Louder and louder roars. 

I stand here in my place 

With my foot on the rock below. 

And whichever way it may blow 
I meet it face to face, 

As a brav e man meets his foe. 

And while we wtcsiIc and stnve 
My master, tlie miller stands 
And feeds me with his hands , 

For he knows who makes him thnve, 

^ WTio makes him lord of lands. 

On Sundays I take my rest , | 

Church-going beUs begm 
Their low, melodious dm , 

I cross my arms on my breast, 

And all is peace vnthin 
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MY CATHEDRAL 

Likh twocathedral towers these stately 
pines 

Uplift their fretted summits tipped 
with cones , 

The arch beneath them is not built 
with stones, 

Not Art but Nature triced these 
lovely lines, 

And carved this gleeful arabesque of 
vines , 

No organ but the wind here sighs 
and moans. 

No sepulchre conceals a martyr’s 
bones. 

No marble bishop on his tomb 
reclines 

Enter 1 the pavement, carpeted with 
lea\ cs. 

Gives back a softened echo to thy 
tread ! 

listen 1 the choir is singing , all the 
birds. 

In leafy gallcncs beneath the caves. 

Are singing 1 listen, ere the sound 
be tied, 

And learn there may be worship 
wthout words 


NIGHT 

Into the darkness and the hush of 
night 

Slowly the landscape sinks, and 
fades away. 

And with It fade the phantoms of 
the day. 

The ghosts of men and things, that 
haunt the light 

Tlio crowd the clamour, the pursuit, 
the flight. 

The unprofitable splendour and dls- 
play. 

The agitations, and the cares that 

prey r 

Upon our hearts, all vanish out oi 
sight 


The better life begins , tlic world no 
more 

Molests us , all its records we erase 
From the dull common place book 
of our lives. 

That like a palimpsest is wntten o cr 
With tnvial incidents of time and 
place. 

And lo ! the ideal, hidden beneath 
reuics. 




THE POET AND HIS SONGS 


As the birds come in the Spring, 
We know not from where , 

As the stars come at evening 
From depths of the air , 


As the run comes from the cloud 
And the brook from the ground , 
As suddenlv , low or loud. 

Out of silence a sound , 

As the grape comes to the vane. 
The fruit to the tree , 

As the wind comes to the pine. 

And the Ude to the sea , 

As come the white sails of ships 
Ocr the ocean s verge. 

As comes the smile to the lips. 

The foam to the surge , 


come lo the Poet his songs. 

All hitherward blown 

om the misty realm, that belongs 




; and not his, arc the lays 
-In sintrs , and their fame 
^,s andAothis, and thepruse 
ind the pndc of a name 


voices pursue him by da) 
,nd haunt him by lught. 


la muiu ii*‘“ 
he listens, and needs 
Tien the Angel sa) s ntc 
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|it Parlrniir. 


BECALMED 

Becalmed upon the sea of Tliought, 
Still unattained the land it 'ought 
My mind, wth loosely-hanging sails 
Lies waiting the auspicious gales 


On either side behind before. 

The ocean stretches like a floor, — 

A leval floor of amethvst. 

Crowned by a golden dome of mist 

Blow, breath of inspiration blow 1 
i Shake and uphft this golden glow ! 
j And fill the cant as of the mind 
; With wafts of thy celestial w ind 

! Blow , breath of song 1 until I feel 
I The straining sail, the lifting keel, 

I The life of the nwakening sea, 

[ Its motion and Its mjstery 1 

I THE POETS CALENDAR, 

I JANUARY 

I I 

I Janus am I , oldest of potentates , 

Forward I look, and backward, and 
below 

I count, as god of atenues and gates. 
The years that through my portals 
come and go 

II 

1 blo(i the roads, and dnft the fields 
wnthsnow , 

I chase the wild fowl from the frozen 
fen , 

My frosts congeal the nvers in their 
flow, 

Mj fires hght up the hearths and 
hearts of men. 

FEBRUARY 

I am lustration , and the sea is mine 1 
I wash the sands and headlands 
with my tide , 

My brow it crowned with branches of 
the pine , 

I Before my chanot wheels the fishes 

9 glide. 


By me all things unclean are purified, 

By me the souls of men washed 
white again , 

E en the unlovely tombs of those who 
died 

Without a dirge, I cleanse from 
e\ cry stain 

MARCH 

I Martins am 1 Once first, and now 
the third 1 

To lead the Year was mj appointed 
place , 

A mortal dispossessed me by a word. 

And set there Janus with the double 
face. 

Hence I make tvar on all the human 
race , 

I shake the ciues with my hum- 
canes , 

I flood the nvers and their banks 
eflace. 

And drown the farms and hamlets 
with my rams 

APRIL 

I open wide the portals of the Spnng 

To welcome the procession of the 
flowers. 

With their gay banners, and the birds 
that sing 

Their song of songs from their 
afenal towers 

I soften with my sunshine and my 
showers 

The heart of earth , w ith thoughts 
of love I glide 

Into the hearts of men , and w ith the 
hours 

Upon the Bull with wreathfed horns 
I nde 

MAY 

Harkl The sea-fanng wild-fowl loud 
proclaim 

My coming, and the sunmiing of 
the bees 

These are my heralds, and behold 1 
my name 

Is WTitten m blossoms on the haw- 
thorn trees 
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m THE HARBOUR 


I tdl the manner wlien to sail the 
seas 1 

I waft o’er all the land from far 
away 

The breath and bloom of the Hespe- 
ndes, 

My birthplaca I am Maia. I am 
May 


JUNE 

Mine Is the Month of Roses , yes, and 
mine 

The Month of Mamages ! All plea- 
sant sights 

And scents, the fragrance of the blos- 
soming vine. 

The foliage of the valleys and the 
heights 

Mine are the longest days, the love- 
liest nights , 

The mowc« scythe makes music to 
my ear , 

I am the mother of all dear delights , 

I am the fairest daughter of the 
year 

JULY 

My emblem is the Lion, and I 
breathe 

The breath of Libyan deserts o or 
the land , 

My sickle as a sabre I unsheathe, 

Andbcnt before me the pale harvests 
stand 

' The lakes and nvers shnnk at my 
command. 

And there is thirst and fever in the 
air , 

The sky is changed to brass, the earth 
to sand , 

I am the Emperor whose name 1 
bear 


SEPTEMBER 

I bear the Scales, where hang in eqm- 
poisc 

The night and day , and when unto 
my lips 

I put my trumpet, with its stress and 
noise 

Fly the white clouds like tattered 
sails of ships , 

The tree-tops lash the air with sound- 
ing whips , 

Southward the clamorous sea fowl 
wing their flight , 

The hedges arc all red tvith haws and 
hips, 

Tlie Hunter's Moon reigns empress 
of the night 


OCTOBEP 


My ornaments arc fruits , my gar- 
ments leaves. 

Woven hke cloth of gold, and 
crimson dyed , 

I do not boast the harvesung of 
sheaves, 

O’er orchards and o er vincjurds 1 
preside 

Though on the frigid Scorpion I ride, 
The dreamy air is full, and over- 
flows 

With tender memories of the sumracr- 
tide, ^ , , 

And mingled voices of the doves 
and crows. 


^OVEMB^R 

1 C Centaur, Sagittarius am I 
Bom of Lions and the clouds 

embrace . , .i 

hth sounding hoofs across the earth 

Illy, 


.y »T*1« It rirt 




AUGUST 

The Emperor Oclavian, called the 
August, 

I being his favourite, bestowed ins 
name 

Upon me, and I hold it still m 
In memory of him and of his 
fame 

\ am the Virgin, and my vestal flame 
Bums less intensely than the Lion s 
rage , 

Sheaves are my only garlands, and I 
claim , 

The golden Harvests as my hen 
tage 
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Sharp winds the arrows arc vv ith which 

Tlic^lmv'^ half dead alrcad) with 

I shroud^nfyscif in gloom , and to the 

Of mortals bring nor comfort nor 
dehght. 

decemkfr 

Riding upon the Goat, with snow 

I comc,'*the last of all Tins crown 
of mine 

•I M 
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Is of tlie holly , in my hand I bear 
The thyrsus upped %\iih fragrant 
cones of pine 

celebrate the birth of the Dmne, 

And the return of the Saturnian 
reign — [shnne, 

My songs are carols sung at caery 
Proclmmmg “ Peace on earth, good 
will to men 

AUF WIEDERSEHEN 

IN MEMORt or J T r 

Until we meet agam I That is the 
meaning 

Of the familiar words that men re- 
pieat 

At parting m the street 
Ah yes, till then ! but when death in- 
tervening 

Rends us asunder, inth what cease 
less pam 

We wait for the Again ! 

The fnends who Iea\c us do not feel 
the sorrow 

Of parUng as we feel it who must 
stay I 

Lamenung da\ b) da) , ! 

And knowing when we wake upon 
the morrow. 

We shall not find in its accustomed 
place 

The one beloied face 

It were n double gnef, if the de- 
parted 

Being released from earth, should still 
retain 

A sense of earthly pain , 

It were a double gnef, if the true 
S hearted 

i Who Io\ed us here should on the far- 
ther shore 

Remember us no more 

Behevmg, in the midst of our afilic- 
Uons, 

That death is a bcginmng, not an 
end 

We cry to them and send 
Farewells that better might be called 
predictions. 

Being foreshadowings of the future, 
thrown 

Into the last Unknown 


Faith oierleaps the confines of our f 

reason, }, 

And if by faith, as in old times was t 

Slid, 3 

Women receued their dead S 

Raised up to life, then onl) for a j 
season [vain I 

Our partings are, nor shall we wait m j 
UnUl w e meet again 1 I 


THE CHILUREN'S CRUSADE. 

[A fragment! 

I 

What is this I read in history, 

Full of marvel, full of mysterj. 

Difficult to understand? 

Is It fiction, IS It truth ’ 

Children in the flower of )Outh 
Heart m heart, and hand m hand, 

Ignorant of what helps or harms. 

Without armour, without arms, 

Joumc)ing to the Hoi) Land 1 

Who shall answer or divine? 

( Never since the world was made 
Such a wonderful crusade 
Started forth for Palestine. 

Never while the world shall Kst 
Will It reproduce the past , 

Never will it sec again ' | 

Such an army, such a band. 

Over mountain over main, 

Joume) ing to the Holy Land 

Like a shower of blossoms blown 
From the parent trees were they , 

Lake a flock of birds that fly 
Through the unfrequented sk) , 

Holding nothing as their own. 

Passed they into lands unknown, 

Passed to suffer and to die. { 

O the simple, child like trust 1 

O the faith that could believe 

What the harnessed, iron-mailed , 

Knights of Christendom had failed ? 

By their prowess to achieve 

They, the children, could and must 1 j 

Little thought the Hermit, preaching j 

Holy Wars to knight and l»ron, ; 

That the words dropped in his teach- 
ing I 

His entreaty, his beseeching, 

Would by children s hands be gleaned 
And the staff on which he leaned j 

Blossom like the rod of Aaron | 
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As a summer wind uphea\es 
The innumerable leaves 
In the bosom of a wood, — 

Not as sepruate leaves, Iiut massed 
All together by the blast, — 

So for evil or for good 
H’s resistless breath upheaved 
All at once the many-leaved, 
Many-thoughted multitude 

In the tumult of the air 

Rock the boughs with all the nests 

Cradled on thdir tossing crests , 

By the fervour of his prayer 
Troubled hearts were everywhere 
Rocked and tossed in human breasts 

Fora century, at least. 

His prophetic voice had ceased , 

But the air was heated still 
By his lund w ords and will. 

As from fires in far-ofif w oods. 

In the autumn of the year. 

An unwonted fever broods 
In the sultry atmosphere. 

It 

In Cologne the bells were nnging. 

In Cologne the nuns were singing 
Hymns and canticles divine , 

Loud the monks sang In their stalls. 
And the thronging streets were loud 
With the voices of the crowd, — 
Underneath the city wills 
Silent flowed the river Rhine 

From iho gates, that summer day. 
Clad in robes of hodden gray. 

With the red cross on the breast. 
Azure-eyed and goldcn-haircd. 

Forth the young Crusaders fired , 
While ibovc the bind devoted 
Consecrated banners floated. 
Fluttered many a flag and streamer. 
And the cross o er all the rest 1 
Singing lowly, meekly, slowly, 

" Give us, give us bick the holy 
Sepulchre of the Redeemer 1 ' 

On the vast procession pressed. 
Youths and maidens 

III 

Ah 1 what mister hind shill punt 
How they journeyed on their way. 
How the days grevv long and dreary, 
How their little feet grew weary. 

How their little hearts grew faint 1 
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Ever swifter day by day 
Flowed the homewird nver , ever 
More ind more its whitening current 
Broke and scattered into spraj , 

Till the calmly flowing nver 
Changed into i mountain torrent. 
Rushing from its glacier green 
Down through chasm and black 
ravine 

Like a phoenii m its nest. 

Burned the red sun m the West, 
Sinking in an ashen cloud , 

In the East, above the crest 
Of the sea like mountain chain. 

Like a phoeniv from its shroud. 

Came the red sun back again 

Now around them white with snow. 
Closed the mountain peaks Below 
Headlong from the precipice 
Down into the dark abjss, 

Plunged the cataract, white with 
foam , 

And It said, or seemed to saj 
*• Oh return, while jet you maj, 
Foohsh children, to j our home. 

There the Holy City is ! 

But the dauntless leader s.aid 
*• Faint not though your bleeding fee 
O er these slippery piaths of sleet 
Move but piainfully and slowly , 

Other feet than jours have bled , 

Other tears than jours been shed 
Courage I lose not heart or hope , 

On the mountains southern slope 
Lies Jerusalem the Holj 1 
As a white rose in its pndc. 

By die wind in summer tide 
Tossed and loosened from the branch. 
Showers Its petals o er the ground 
From the distant mountain s side. 
Scattering all its snows around 
With mystenous, muffled sound. 
Loosened fell the avalanche. 

Voices, echoes far and near. 

Roar of winds and waters blimding. 
Mists uprising clouds impending. 

Filled them with a sense of tor. 
Formless, nameless, never ending 


HD Cl’n’’ AND THE SEiV 

' nnnting Citj cried to the Sea 
^fmnt with heat -O breathe on 
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And the Sea said, "Lo. I breathe , 
but my breath 

To some will be life, to others death 1 

As to Prometheus, bnnging case 

In pain, come the Oceamdes, 

So to the Cit> , hot with the flame 

Of the pitiless sun, the cast wind 
came. 

It came from the lieaMng breast of 
the deep. 

Silent as dreams arc, and sudden as 
sleep 

Life-giving, death giiing wluch will 
It be , 

O breath of the merciful merciless 
Sea? 


SUNDOWN 

The summer sun is sinking low 
Only the tree tops redden and glow 
Only the weathercock on the spire 
Of the neighbounng church is a flame 
of fire , 

All IS in shadow below 

O beautiful awful summer da) , 

What hast thou gnen, what taken 
aw ay 1 

Life and death and lo\c and hate. 
Homes made happ) or desolate 
Hearts made sad or ga) 1 

On the road of life one milestone 
more 1 

In the book of life one leaf turned 
ocr , 

Like a red seal is the setting sun 
On the good and the e\al men lia\c 
done — 

Naught can to-day restore ' 

7llh n, lS;9. 

/a ^ ^ /y, 

decoration day 

Sleep, comrades, sleep and rest 
On this field of the Grounded 
Arms, 

Where foes no more molest, 

No' sentry s shot alamis 1 


Ye hate slept on the ground before, 
And started to )our feet 
At the c.annon s sudden roar. 

Or the drum s redoubling beat 

But in this camp of Death 
No sound )our slumber breaks , 
Here is no fevered brcith, 

No wound that bleeds and aches 


\otir silent tents of green 
Wc deck wath fragrant flowers , 

A ours has the suffering been, 

ITie memory shall 1« ours 

/Nftrwory 3, iSoa. 


CHIMES 

Swept chimes ! tliat in the loneliness 
of night 

Salute the passing hour, and in the 
dark 

And silent chambers of the house- 
hold mark 

The movements of tlie myriad orbs 
of light ' 

Through my closed eyelids, by thf 
inner sight 

I sec the constellations in the arc 

Of their great circles movang on, 
and hark ' 

I almost hear them singing m their 
flight 

Better than sleep it is to he awake 

O cr canopied by the vaist starry 
dome 

Of the immeasurable sky , to feel 

The slumbering world sink under us, 
and make 

Hardly an eddy, — a mere rush of 
foam 

On the great sea beneatli a sinking 
keel 

Auitat 38, 1S79. 


All is repose and peace, 
Unirampli d lies the sod , 

' riic shouts of Ixittlc cease. 

It IS the Truce of God , 

Rest, comrades rest and sleep ' 
The thoughts of men shall be 
As sentinels to keep 
Your rest from danger free 
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FOUR BY THE CLOCK 

Four by the clock ! nnd yet not day , 
But the great world rolls and wheels 
awa^, 

With Its cities on land, and its ships 
at sea, 

Into the dawn that is to be 1 

Only the lamp in the anchored bark 
Sends its glimmer across the dark. 
And the heavy breathing of the sea 
Is the only sound that comes to me 
Nasiiant, Sejil 8 i83o 
four 0 clock in the inorntng 

THE FOUR LAKES OF MADI- 
SON 


Four limpid lakes,— four Naiades 
Or sylvan deities are these. 

In flowing robes of azure dressed , 
Four lovely handmaids, that uphold 
Their shining mirrors, nmmed with 
gold, 

To the fair city in the West 

By day the coursers of the sun 
Dnnk of these ;vatcrs as they run 
Their swift diurnal round on high , 
By night the constellations glow 
Far dotvn the hollow deeps below. 
And glimmer in another sky 

Fair lakes, serene and full of light, 
Fair toAvn, arrayed in robes of white. 
How visionary ye appear ! 

All like a floating landscape seems. 

In cloud land or the land of dreams. 
Bathed in a golden atmosphere I 


MOONLIGHT 

As a pale phantom wth a lamp 
Ascends some ruin s haunted stair. 
So glides the moon along the damp 
Mysterious chamoers of the air 

Now hidden in cloud, and now re- 
vealed, 

As if this phantom full of pain. 
Were by the crumbling walls con 
ccalcd. 

And at the windows seen again 

Until at lost, serene and proud 
In all the splendour of her light. 

She walks the terraces of cloud, 
Supreme as Empress of the Nignt 


I look, but recognize no more 
Objects familiar to mj \ lew , 

The very pathway to m> door 
Is an enchanted avenue 

All things arc changed One mass of 
shade 

The clm-trccs drop their curLoins 
down , 

By palace, pork and colonnade 
I walk as in a foreign town 

The very ground beneath mj feet 
Is clothed with a diviner air , 

WHiitc marble paves the silent street 
And glimmers in the cmpij square. 

Illusion 1 Underneath there lies 
The common life of cverj daj , 

Only the spirit glorifies 
With Its ovv n tints the sober graj 

In vain vve look, in vain uplift 

Our ejes to heaven, if we arc blind 
We see but what vve have die gift 
Of seeing , what vve bnng we find 

December 20 lS? 8 , 


TO THE AVON 

Fi ovv on sweet river 1 like his verse 
WTio lies bencadi this sculptured 
hearse , , . n 

Nor wait beside the church) ird wall 
For him who cannot hear tli) call 


Til) ph)Tmtc once , I see him now 
A boy with sunshine on his brow. 

And bear m Stratford s quiet street 
The patter of his litdc feet 

I see him bv thv shallow <^gc 
Wading knee-deep amid the sedge , 
And lost in thought, as if th) stream 
Were the swift river of a dream 

He wonders whitlicnvard it flows , 
And fain would follow ^^'’CTC lUOM. 
To the wide world that shall erelong 
Be filled with his melodious song 

Flow on fair stream ! That dream is 
ocr. 

He stands upon another shore , 

\ vaster river near him flows 
And still he follov -s where it goes. 
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ELEGIAC VERSE. 

I 

pEnADVEOTURF of old, somc bard in 
Ionian Islands, 

Walking alone bv the sea, hearing 
tlie u"ish of the \va\cs. 

Learned the secret from tlicm of the 
beautiful verse elegiac, 
Breathing into his song motion and 
sound of the sea 

For ns a wate of the sea, upheaving 
in long undulations 
Plunges loud on the sands, pauses, 
and turns, and retreats. 

So the He.'camcter, nsing and sinking, 
ttith cadence sonorous 
Falls and in refluent rhjtlim back 
the Pentameter flow s ♦ 

II 

Not in his vouih alone but in age, i 
nia> the heart of the poet j 
Bloom into song, as the gorsc bios j 
soms in autumn and spring 

HI 

Not m tenderness wanting, jet rough 
ore the rh\ mes of our poet , 
Though it be Jacob s voice, Lsau s, 
alas 1 are the hands. 

i\ 

Let us be grateful to waters for what 
is left m the inkstand , 

When to leave off is an art only 
attained by the fc\ 

t' 

How can the Tlircc be One? )ou ask 
me I answer bv asking 
Hail and snow and rain arc ihcv 
not three and jet one? 

VI 

By the mirage uplifted the land floats 
'ague in the ether. 

Ships and the shadows of ships 
hang m the motionless air , 


So by the art of the pwet our common 
life is uplifted, 

So, transfigured, tlic world floats in 
a luminous hare. 


MI 

Like a French poem is Life , being 
only perfect in structure 
When with the masculine rliymcs 
mingled tlic fcniminc arc 

; Mil 

I 

Dowai from the mountain descends the 
brooklet, rejoicing in freedom , 
Little It dreams of the mill, hid m 
the V alley below , 

Glad with the jov of existence, the 
child goes Singing and laugh- 

Little dreaming what toils lie in the 
future concealed 

IV 

As the ink from our pen, so flow our 
thoughts and our feelings 
When we begin to write, however 
sluggish before 


\ 

Like the kingdom of Heaven the 
Fountain of Youth is within 
us. 

If wa: seek it elsewhere, old shall we 
grow in the search 


M 

If you vvould hit the mark, you must 
aim a little above it , 

Every arrow tint flics feds the 
attraction of earth 

MI 

Wisely the Hebrews admit no Present 
tense in their language 
While we are speaking the word, U 
IS already the Past. 


* Compare Schiller 

SprinsquclUi 

hOTb " ras'ovllsch 

Sec also Colendjje a translation 


In the twilight of age all things seem 
strange and phantasmal, 

As between day light and dark ghost- 
like the landscape appears 
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Great Is tlie art of beijinning, but 
greater the art is of ending , 
Jifany n poem is marred by a super- 
fluous verse 

388 ( 


A FRAGMENT 

Awak£ ! arise 1 the hour is late ! 

Angels arc knocking at tliy door I 
They are in haste and cannot vait 
And once departed come no more 

Awake ! arise I tlie atldctc s arm 
Loses Its strength by too much 
rest, 

The fallow land, the untillcd farm 
Produces only \s ceds at best 


THE BELLS OF SAN Bf^* 

What say the Bells of San Bias 
To the ships that southw-ird pass 
From the harbour of Mazatlan ? 
To them it is nothing more 
Than the sound of surf on the 
shore, — 

Nothing more to master or man. 

But to me, a dreamer of dreams. 

To uhom what is and what seems 
Are often one and the same, — 
The Bells of San Bias to me 
Have a strange, wild melody. 

And are something more than a 
name 

For bells are the voice of the church , 
They have tones tliat touch and 
search 

The hearts of ) oung and old , 

One sound to aU, yet each 
Lends a meaning to their speech. 

And the meamng is manifold 

They are a voice of the Past, 

Of an age that is fading fast. 

Of a power austere and grand , 
When the flag of Spam unfurled 
Its folds o er this western world. 

And the Pnest was lord of the 
land 

The last poem wTitten by Mr Lonirfellow 
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The chapel that once looked dou n 
On the little seaport town 

Has crumbled into the dust , 

And on oaken beams below 
ITic bells swing to and fro 

And are green v\ith mould and 
rust 

” Is, then, the old fmth dead, 
riiey sa) , " and in its stead 
Is some new faith proclaimed, 
That w e are forc^ to remain 
Naked to sun and ram. 

Unsheltered and ashamed ? 

■■ Once m our tower aloof 
We rang over wall and roof 

Our warnings and our complaints , 
And round about us there 
Ihe white doves filled the oir. 

Like the white souL of the 
saints 

The saints 1 Ah, have tliey grown 
Forgetful of their own ? 

Are they asleep, or dead, 

That open to the sky 
Their ruined Missions he. 

No longer tenanted ? 

‘ Oh, bnng us back once more 
The vanished days of yore. 

When the world with faith was 
filled , 

Bring back the fervid zeal 
The hearts of fire and steel. 

The hands that beheve and 
build. 

Then from our tower again 
We will send ovnr land and main 
Our voices of command. 

Like e.xiled kings who return 
To their thrones, and the people 
learn , 

That the Pnest is lord of the 
landl” 

^ Bells of San Bias, in vain 
Ye caU back the Past again 1 

The Past is deaf to your pra)er 
Out of the shadows of night 
The world rolls into hght 

It IS daybreak everywhere. 

March iS, l88i 
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PRELUDE 

As treasures that men seek, 
Deep buned in sea-sands, 
Vanish if they but speak. 

And elude their eager hand'', 

So ye escape and slip, 

O songs and fade a\\-ay, 
WTion the word is on m> hp 
To interpret what je saj 

Were it not better, then. 

To let the treasures rest 
Hid from the e)’es of men 
Locked m their iron clicst ? 

I have but marked the place. 
But half the secret told 
That, following this slight trace. 
Others may find the gold. 


FROM THE FRENCH 

Will ever the dear days come back 
again, 

Those dajs of June, when lilacs 
were in bloom 

And bluebirds sang their sonnets in 
the gloom 

Of leaies that roofed them in from! 
sun or ram? 

1 know not , but a presence wall re- 
main 

For eier and for e\er in this room. 

Formless, diffused in air, hke a per- 
fume, — 

A phantom of the heart, and not the 
brain. 

Delicious da)s! when eicia spoken 
word 

Was hke a foot-fall nearer and more i 
near, I 

And a m^stenous knocking at the I 
gate 

Of the hearts secret places, and wc 
heard 

In the sweet tumult of delight and 

Avci at whispered, "Open I 
c wait! ' ’ 


THE WINE or JURANqON 

from THF FRENCH OF CHAFIES 
CORAN 

Little sweet wine ofjuranpon 
\ou are dear to my memoi^ still 1 
With mine host and his meny song, 
Under the rose tree I dmnk mj fill 

Twenty years after, passing that way 
Under the trellis I found again 
Mine host sbll sitting there au 
frais, 

And singing still the same refrain 

The Juranpon so fresh and bold. 
Treats me ns one it used to 
know , 

Somamirs of the days of old 
Already from the bottle flow 

Wth gkass in hand our glances met , 
We pledge, wednnk How sour it 

IS I 

Nc\cr Argenteuil piquctte 
Was to my palate sour as this I 

And yet the nntage ivas good, in 
sooth , 

The self-same juice, the self-same 
cask * 

It was you O gaiety of my youth, 

That failed in the autumnal flask 1 


AT LA CHAUDEAU 

FROM THE FRENCH OF CHARLES 
CORAN 

At La Chaudeau — tis long since 
then . 

I was young —my tears twice fen , 

Ail things smiled on the happy boy, 
Dreams of loie and songs of joy, 
Azure of heat cn and wate below. 

At La Chaudeau 

To La Chaudeau I come back old , 
My head is gray my blood is cold , 
Seeking along the meadow ooze, 
Sreking beside the nver Seyanouse, 
The days of my spring-bme of long 
ago 

At La Chaudeau 
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At Ln Chaudciu nor heart nor bnm 
Latr frrows old with pnef and pain , 

A swarcl remembrance 1 ceps off age , 

A tender friendship doth still ns 
siiagc 

The burden of sorrow that one max 
1 now 

At Chaitdc.au 

At La Chaudeau ■•Imd fate decreed 
To hmit the wandering life I lead 
Pcradxenuire I still, forsooth, 

Should haxc presen cd mj fresh green 
jouih. 

Under the shadows the hill tops throw 
At La Chaudeau 

At Ia Chaudeau hxc on, nn friends, 
Happj to lie xxhcrc God intends , 

And sometimes, bj the cxcningfirc. 
Think of him whose sole desire 
Is again to sit in the old ClAtcau 
At Ia Cliaudeau 

A QUIET LIFE 

ntOM TItF FRENCH 

Let him who xxill, bj force or fraud 
innate, . 

Of courtly grandeurs gain the 
slipper)’ height , 

I, leasing not the home of m) ac 
light, ,, 

Fm- from the world and noise will 
meditate , 

Then w ithout pomps or penis of the 
great, , 

I shall Itchold the da) succeed the 

Behold the nltcmatc seasons take 
their (light. 

And in serene repose old age await 
And so, xxhcncxcr Death shall come to 
close , 

The happ) moments that m) da)s 
compose, 

I, full of ) cars, shall die, obscure, 
alone ! , 

How wretched is the man with 
honours crowned. 

Who having not the one thing necti 

fill found, . „ 

Dies known to all, but to himself un- 
know n , 

5f//rwf<r II, IBTD- 


LOSS AND GAIN 
When I compare 

What 1 haxo lost with what I have 
gained, 

WTiat I liavc missed with what 
attained, 

Littk room do I find for pnde 
I am aware 

How manx da) s haxo beep idiv spent 
How like an arrow the good intent 
Has fallen short or been turned 
aside. 

But who shall dare 

To me.asurc loss and gam m this xvase? 
Defeat may be xictory m disguise , 
The lowest ebb is the turn of the 
tide. 

vrvyV’a.rv/ r\r>J 

AUTUMN WITHIN 

It is autumn , not without, 

But xiithin me is-the cold 
Youth and spring arc all about , 

It is I that haxe grown old 

Birds arc darting through the air, 
Sinmng building xxathout rest , 

Life is stimng ,, 

S.axc xvatliin my lonely breast 

There is silence , the dead l^ves 
Fall and rustic and arc stiii. 

Beats no flail upon the „ 

Comes no murmur from^the mill^^ 


VICTOR AND VANQUISHED 

AS one who long hath fled vath pant- 

And'Sk the, .. to 

Ye. rto'itotonme fom. *4 
not appal, 
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For thou art but a phantom and a 
w raith 

Wounded and t\cak, sword broken at 
the hilt, 

With armour shattered, andMilhout 
a shield, 

I stand unmoted , do with me what 
thou wilt , 

I can resist no more, but w ill not yield 

This IS no tournament where cowards 
till , 

The TOnquished here is \ictor of the 
field 


MEMORIES 

Oft I remember those whom I hate 
known 

In other days, to whom my heart 
was led 

As by a maimet, and who are not 
dead, 

But absent, and their memories 
overgrown 

With other thoughts and troubles of 
my own 

As grates walh grasses are, and at 
their head 

The stone walh moss and lichens so 
o erspread. 

Nothing islegiblebutthenamealone. 

And IS it so wath them? After long 
years. 

Do they remember me in the same 
way 

And IS the memory pleasant as 
to me? 

I fear to ask , yet wherefore are my 
fears? 

Pleasures, hke flowers, may wathcr 
and decay 

And yet the root perennial may be. 

St^Umher 73 , i83i 


MY BOOKS 

Sadl\ as some old mediseval knight 
Gazed at the arms he could no 
longer wield 

The sword two-handed and the 
shining shield 


Suspicnded in the hall, and full m 
sight. 

While secret longings for the lost 
delight 

Of toume\ or adventure in the field 

Came over him, and tears but half 
concealed 

Trembled and fell upon his beard of 
white. 

So I behold these books upon their 
shelf. 

My ornaments and arms of other i 

davs, j 

Not wholly tisclcss, though no ! 

longer used, | 

For they remind me of mv other self, j 

Younger and stronger, and the I 

pleasant w ays 

In which I walked, now clouded and 
confused 

Dem'iher rj, i83f 


POSSIBILITIES 

Where arc the Poets, unto whom 
belong 

The OK mpian heights , whosesing- 
ing sliafis were sent 

Straight to the mark, and not from 
bows half bent 

But with the utmost tension of the 
thong? 

Where arcthcstatclv argosies of song 

Whose rushing keels made music as 
they went 

Sailing in search of some new con- 
tinent. 

With all sail set, and steady winds 
and strong? 

Perhaps there hves some dreamy boy , 
untaught 

In schools some graduate of the 
field or street, 

WTio shall become a master of 
the art. 

An admiral safling tlie high seas of 
thought. 

Fearless and first, and steering with 
his fleet 

For lands not yet laid down in any 
chart 

January rj, iSSi 
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THANKSGIVING 

When first in ancient time from 
Jubal s tongue 

The tuneful nnthem filled the rooming 
air, 

To sacred hjmnnmgs and el^ian song 

His music breathing shell the minstrel 
woke 

Deiotion breathed aloud from csei^' 
chord , 

The voice of praise was heard in cv'ery 
tone, 

And prayer, and thanks to Him the 
Eternal One, 

To Him, that with bright inspiration 
touched 

The high and gifted lyre of heavenly 
song. 

And warmed the soul with newv itahty 

A stirring energy through Nature 
breathed 

The voice of adoration from her broke, 

Swelling aloud in every breeze, and 
heard 

Long in the sullen waterfall,— what 
time 

Soft Spring or hoary Autumn threw 
on earth 

Its bloom or bliglvting, — when the 
Summer smiled. 

Or Winter o er the j ear's sepulchre 
mourned, 

rhe Deity was there 1 — a nameless 
spirit 

Moved in the breasts of men to do 
Him homage , 

And when the mommg smiled, or 
evening pale 

Hung weeping o erthe melancholy um, 

Tliey came beneath the broad o erarch- 
mg trees. 

And in their tremulous shadow wor- 
shipped oft. 

Where pide the vine clung round their 
simple altars, 

And grev moss manthng hung. Above 
was heard 

The melody of winds, breathed out as 
the green trees 
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Bowed to their quivering touch m hv 
mg beauty, 

And birds sang forth their cheerful 
hymns. Below 

The bright and widely wandenn? 
nviilet 

Struggled and gushed amongst the 
tangled roots 

That choked its reedy fountain, and 
dark rocks 

Worn smooth by the constant current. 
Even there, 

The listless wave, that stoic with mel- 
low voice 

I^Tiere reeds grew rank on the nishy- 
fnnged bnnk. 

And the green sedge bent to the 
wandering wind, 

Sang with a cheerful song of sweet 
tranquillity 

Men felt the heavenly influence, and 
It stole 

I, ike balm into their hearts, till all was 
peace , 

And even the air they breathed, the 
light they saw. 

Became religion , for the ethereal 
spirit 

That to soft music wakes the chords 
of feeling 

And mellows everything to beauty, 
moved 

With cheenng energy within their 
breasts, 

And made all holy there, —for all was 
love. 

The morning suits, that sweetly sang 
together. 

The moon, that hung at night m the 
mid-sky. 

Dayspring, and eventide, and all the 
fair 

And beautiful forms of nature, had a 
voice 

Of eloquent worship Ocean with its 
tides 

Swelhng and deep, where low" the 
infant storm 
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Hung on his dun, dark cloud, and 
heavdy beat 

The pulses of the sea, sent forth a 
voice 

Of atvful adoration to the spint 

That, wrapt m darkness, moved upon 
Its face. 

And when the bow of etenmg arched 
the east. 

Or, in the moonhght pale, the curling 
wave 

Kissed with a sweet embrace the sca- 
w om beach. 

And soft the song of winds came o er 
the waters. 

The mingled melody of wind and 
wave 

Touched like a heavenly anthem on 
the ear , 

For It arose a tuneful hjinn of wor- 
ship. 

And have our hearts grown cold? Are 
there on earth 

No pure reflections caught from 
heavenly light ? 

Have our mute hps no hymn,— our 
souls no song ? 

Let him that in the summer day of 
youth 

Keeps pure the holy fount of youthful 
feeling. 

And him that m the mghtfall of his 
jears 

Lies down in his last sleep, and shuts 
in peace 

lis dim pale eyes on life s short waj - 
fanng 

Praise him that rules the destiny of 
man 

Sunday Evtntrt^y Ocioher, 1824* 


AUTUMNAL NIGHTFALL, 

Roirro Autumn s mouldenng 
um 

Loud mourns the chill and cheerless 
gale. 

When nightfall shades the quiet vale. 
And stars In beauty bum. 

Tis the years eventide 

The wind, like one that sighs m 
pain 

O er toys that ne cr will bloom again, 
Ivlounis on the far hillside. 


i 

And yet my pensive eje 
Rests on the faint blue mountain 
long. 

And for the fairy-hnd of song. 

That lies beyond, I sigh t 

The moon unveils her brow, j 

In the mid sky her um glows bright. 

And in her sad and mellowing light 
The v’alley sleeps below 

Upon the hazel gray 
The lyre of Autumn hangs unstrung. 

And oer its tremulous chords are 
flung 

The fnnges of decay 

I stand deep musing here. 

Beneath the dark and motionless 
beech. 

Whilst wandenng winds of nightfall 
reach 

My melancholy car ! 

The air breathes chill and free; 

A spirit m soft music calls 

From Autumn s gray and moss growm 

halls, I 

And round her withered tree. 

The hoar and mantled oak, 

\Wth moss and twisted ivy brown. 

Bends m its lifeless beaut) down 

MTiere weeds the fountain choke. 

That fountain’s hollow voice 
Echoes the sound of precious things , 

Of early feehng's tuneful spnngs 
Choked with our bhghted )0)s 

Leaves that the night - wind 
bears 

To earth s cold bosom w ith a sigh. 

Are types of our mortality. 

And of our fading years 

The tree that shades the plain. 
Wasting and hoar ns time decavs 
Spnng shall renew with dieerful 
davs — 

But not m) joys again 

Dectjrbcr 1 182 j 
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j-p ^ SCCVCR^ ^ calm js on Ihc deep I Tlic wnds 

that came 

Night rests in licautv on Mont Alto Ocr the dark sea-serge with a 

.4 _ ■ ■ .» 4 _ . . . X «mmt4i/Mic r»i‘/vntMinrr 


Beneath its sliadcs the beauteous ^rno 
sleeps 

In Vallombrosa’s bosom, and dark 
trees 

Bend with n calm and qiuct shadow 
down 

Upon the beauty of that silent mcr 


tremulous breathing, 

And mourned on the dark cliff where 
weeds grew rank 

And to the autumnal death dirge the 
deep sea 

Heaved Its long billows, uatli a eheer- 
Icss song 


upon tuc ucauty oi tint siiem mer 

Still m the u est n melancholy smile Ha\ c passed ms ay to Ihc cold earth 

Mantles thclms of day, and tujlight again, c.uniio- 

,,.1. •’ Like a way faring mourner Silcnuy 

Moses' hkc a spectre m the dusky Up from the calm sea s dim and dis- 

While esVs ssscet stir on the fast lull and unveiled the moons broad 

disk emerges^ 




tennis 

Across the asatcr, ssith a tremulous 
sss cH, 


Wil ^ ^ 

Of nutumn g/o\v upon Aoruzzi s 
ssoods, 

The silscr light is spreading har 


SUCH, nhnv/* 

From out the upland dingle of tall ti.e,r dm, cold 

.. . . 4 rttmrsQnliPTf*. 


And a faint footfall sounds sshcre dim 
and dark 


tiimospbcrc. 

The Apennines uphft their snosvy 


nnaaarK urosss 

Hangs the grey willow from the ns ers colder beauty, where 

imhcnrd 

Oerslndo\sing its current Slowlj screams m the fathomless 

there - ether 

The losers gondola drops doss n the 5,^,3 ),’,s wearied ss mg Here let 

stfxjTnij ijg Txiuse I 

Silent, sasre when its dipping oar is these solitudes— the soitl 

O, .1.= npp,,.. “"P- 

Mopuik';? ..d .hropgl. 

the lapse of years, . , bnmrs unutterable musings 

In motionless beauty stands the giant -f Ty^rth j 

oak. . Sleeps m the shades of nightfall, and 

mibt those that saw its green and 3^ 

flounshing y outh Spreads hkc a Ihm blue hase bcnenl 

Arc gone and arc forgotten Soft the P ^ 

fonni, , Whilst the gray columns and the raou 

WIiosc secret spnngs the star hglit denng tombs 

pale discloses, Of live Impenal City, hidden d^ 

Gushes in hollow music, and Iicyond 3_j,gath the mantle of their sliado 
TIic broader nver sweeps its silent 

'•'-"ly, . ,, , hij spinl looks on cartli 1 Ahea y 

Mingling a silver current with that ) t 

s^. si Willy " Dreamer, IS earth 

\Vhose waters have no tides, coming thy dwelling? rniit. 


\Vhose waters have no tides, coming dwelling? fnut- 

nor going , , , . . . ^ ^o 1 nursed w.ilun that fair and fruit 

On noUelcss wing along that fair blu 

sea , , Winch lias sustained thy Deing. 

The halcyon flits, and where within ^ be the 

. , w^icd storm The colder breast of Ocean, 


wearied storm 

Left a loud moanmg, all is peace 
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Of -thine owTi dissolution ! E en the 
air, 

That fans the clear blue skj, and gi%cs 
thee strength 

Up from the sullen lake of mouldering 
reeds, 

And the wide waste of forest, where 
the osier 

Thnvesm the damp and motionless 
atmosphere. 

Shall bnng the dire and wasting pes- 
tilence 

And blight thy cheek. Dream thou 
of higher things , 

This world is not thy home 1 " And 
\et my eje 

Rests upon earth again 1 How beau- 
tiful, 

^^^lere wild Velino heates its sullen 
waves 

Down the high cliff of gray and shape- 
less granite. 

Hung on the curling mist, the moon- 
light bow 

Arches the perilous n\er A soft 
light 

Silters the Albaruan mountams, and 
the haze 

That rests upon their summits mellows 
down 

The austerer features of their beautv 
Faint 

And dim discotered glow the Sabmc 
hills 

And listening to the sea s monotonous 
shell 

High on the cliffs of Terracma 
stands 

The castle of the rojal Goth* in 
rums 

But night IS in her wane daj s 
earl) flush 

Glows like a hectic on her fading 
jl cheek 

Wasting Its beauty And the opening 
dawn 

With cheerful lustre hghts the roral 

citj. 

Where with lU proud tiara of dark 
towers 

It sleeps upon Its own romantic bay 
Dec^niicr 15, 1814. 

* Ttcodonc. _ 

9 


L 


THE LUNATIC GIRL 

Most beautiful, most gentle. Yet 
how lost 

To all that gladdens the fam earth , 
the eye 

That watched her being , the maternal 
care 

That kept and nourished her , and the 
calm light 

That steals from our own thoughts, 
and softly rests 

On jouth s green valleys and smooth 
shding waters ! 

Alas I few suns of hfe, and few er winds. 

Had withered or had wasted the fresh 
rose 

rhat bloomed upion her cheek , but one 
chill frost 

Came in tliat early Autumn, when npc 
thought 

Is nch and beautiful, and blighted it , 

And the fair stalk grew langmd day 
by day. 

And drooped, and drooped, and shed 
Its many leaves 

Tis said that some have died of love, 
and some, 

That once from beauty s high romance 
had caught 

Loves passionate feelmgs and hcart- 
wasung cares. 

Have spumed life s threshold with a 
desperate foot 

And others have gone mad, — and she 
was one I 

Her lover died at sea , and they had 
felt 

A coldness for each other when thc> 
parted , 

But love relumed again, and to her 
ear 

Came tidings that the ship which bore 
her lover 

Had suddenly gone dbwn at sea, and 
all were lost. 

I saw her m her native vale, when 
high 

The aspinng lark up from the reedy 
nver 

Mounted on cheerful pimon , and she 
sat 

Casung smooth piebblcs into a dear 
fountain. 

And marking how they sunk , and oft 
she sighed 

For him that perished thus m the vast 
deep 
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She had a sea-shell, that her lover 
brought 

From the & distant ocean, and she 
pressed 

Its smooth cold lips unto her ear, and 
thought 

It whispered tidings of the dark blue 
sea , 

And sad she cned, “The bdes are 
out , — and now 

Isec hiscorseupon the stormy beach !’’ 

Around her neck a stnng of rose lipped 
shells. 

And coral, and white pearl, was loosely 
hung, 

And close beside her lay a delicate 
fan. 

Made of the halcyon s blue wing , and 
when 

She looked upon it, it would calm her 
thoughts 

As that bird calms the ocean, — for it 
gave 

Mournful yet pleasant memory -Once 
I marked 

When through the mountain hoUows 
and green woods 

That bent beneath its footsteps the 
loud wind 

Capie with a voice as of the restless 
deep. 

She raised lier head, and on her pale 
cold check 

A beauty of diviner seeming came 

And then she spread her hands, and 
smiled, as if 

She welcomed a long-absent fnend, 
and then 

Shrunk timorously back again, and 
wept. 

I tumedaway amulutudeofthoughts, 

Mournful and dork, were crowding on 
my mind. 

And as I leftthatlost and ruined one,— 

A living monument that still on earth 

There is warm love and deep sin- 
centy, — 

She gazed upon the west, where the 
blue sky 

Held, like an ocean, in its wide em- 
brace , j . 

Those fairy islands of bnghi cloud that 

1 , 

So calm and quietly in the Jiin ether 

And then she pointed where, alone ana 
high, , , 

One little cloud sailed onward, like a 


And wanoenng bark, and fainter grew, 
and fainter. 

And soon w as swallowed up in the blue 
depths 

And when it sunk away, she turned 
again 

With sad despondenev and tears to 
earth 

Three long and weary months, — 
yet not a whisper 

Of stem reproach for that cold part- 
ing 1 Then 

She sat no longer by her favourite 
fountain I 

She was at rest for ever 

January i, iSis. 


THE VENETIAN GONDOLIER. 

Here rest the weary oar ! soft airs 
Breathe out m the o erarching sky , 
And Night -siveet Night-scrcnely 
wears 

A smile of peace , her noon is nigh 

Where tlie tall fir m quiet stands. 

And ivaves, embracing the chaste 
shores, . . u. 

Move o cr sea - shells and bngnt 
sands. 

Is heard the sound of dipping oars 

Swift o’er the wave the hght bark 
springs, 

Love s midnight hour draws linger- 
ing near 

And list !— his tuneful viol s^ngs 
The young Venetian Gondolier 

Lol on the silver-mirrorcd deeii, 

On earth and her embosomed lakes. 
And where the silent liicrs . 

From the thin cloud fair moonlight 
breaks. 

Soft music breathes around, and dies 
On the calm bosom of the sea , 
Whilst in her cell the novice sighs 
Her vespers to her rosarj 

At their dim altars bow fair forms. 

In tender chanty for ‘hose 
That, helpless left to life s rude storn^ 
Have never found this calm 
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The bell swings to its midnight chime, 
Reheved igainst the deep blue sk> 1 
Haste 1— dip the oar again I— tis time 
To seek Genevrt s tolconj 

’January 15 iSij. 

J\ /v'*-’ 

DIRGE OVER A N'^MELESS 
GRAVE 

Bt yon still n\cr, where the \\n%e 
Is winding slow at c\cning s close, 
The beech, upon a niniclcss gri'c. 

Its sadly -moving shadow throws 

O cr the for woods the sun looks down 
Upon the many twinkling leaves 
And twilights mcllovr shades ire 
brow n, 

^^^lere darkly the green turf up- 
heaves 

The river glides in silence tlierc, 

And hardly waves the sapling tree 
Sweet flowers are spnnging, ind tliel 
air 

Is full of balm, — but w here is she ^ 

They bade her wed a son of pndc, 

And leave the hopes she chenshed 
long, 

She loved but one —and would not 
hide 

A love which knew no WTong 

And months went sadly on and years. 
And she was wasting day by day 
At length she died , and many tears 
Were shed, that she should pass 
away 

Then came a grey old man and knelt 
With bitter weeping by her tomb 
And others mourned for him who felt 
That he had scaled a daughters 
doom 

The funeral tram has long past on, 
And time wiped dry the fathers 
tear 1 

Fi^well lost maiden I there is one 
That mourns thee yet,— and he is 
here 

March i^, 1835. 
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A SOJsG OF SWOY 

As the dim twilight shrouds 
Tlic mountains' purple crest. 

And Summer s white and folded clouds 
Arc glowing in the west. 

Loud shouts come up the rod y dell, 
And voices hail the ever mg bdk 

Faint IS the goatherd s song. 

And sighing comes the breeze 
The silent river sweeps along 
Amid its bending trees. 

And the full moon shines faintly there. 
And music fills tlic evening air 

Beneath the wavang firs 
The tinkling cymbals sound , 

And as the wand the foliage stirs, 

I feel the dancers bound 
Where the green branches, arched 
above 

Bend over this fair scene of love. 

And he is there that sought 
My young heart long ago I 
Blithe has left me — though I thought 
He no cr could leave me so 
\h! lovxrs vows, — how frail arc they 1 
And his were made but yesterday, 

\\ hy comes ho not ? I call 
In tears upon him vet , 

Tvvcrc lictter neer to love at all. 

Than love, and then forget ! 

Whv comes he not ? Alas I I should 
Rcdalm him sull, if weeping could. 

But see — ho leaves the glade. 

And beckons me away 
Hc^omes to seek his mountain maid , 
I cannot chide his stay 
Glad sounds along the valley swell, 
And voices hail the evening bell 

March 15, iBiJ. 


THE INDIAN HUNTER. 

WiiES the summer harvest was 
gathered in. 

And the sheaf of the gleaner grew 
white and tliin. 

And the ploughshare was m its furrow 
left. 

Where the stubble land had been 
lately cleft, 

CM 
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An Indian hunter, wath unstrung 
bow, 

Looked dorni where the ^ alley lay 
stretched below 

He was a stranger there, and all that 
day 

Had been out on the hills, a perilous 
wa>. 

But the foot of the deer was far and 
fleet. 

And the wolf kept aloof from the 
hunters feet 

And bitter feehngs passed o er him 
then. 

As he stood by the populous haunts ol 
men 

The wands of Autumn eame o\ er the 
woods 

As the sun stole out from their soli 
tudes , 

The moss was white on the maples 
trunk. 

And dead from its arms the pale vine 
shrunk. 

And ripened the mellow fruit hung, 
and red 

Were tile trees’ withered leaies round 
It shed 


The moon of the harvest grew high 
and bnght. 

As her golden horn piereed the cloud 
of white , 

A footstep ivas heard m the rusthng 
brake 

Where the beech overshadowed the 
misty lake. 

And a mourning voice, and a plunge 
from shore. 

And the hunter was seen on the bills 
no more 

Wflien years had passed on, by that 
still lake side 

The fisher looked down through tho 
silver tide. 

And there on the smooth, yellow 
sand displayed, 

A skeleton wasted and white was 
laid, 

And 'twas seen, as the waters moved 
deep and slow, 

That the hand was still grasping a 
hunter s bow 

May IS, iSjs. 


The foot of the reaper moved slow on 
the lawn. 

And the sickle cut down the jellow 
corn , 

The mower sung loud b) the meadow- 
side. 

Where the mists of evening were 
spreading wide. 

And the voice of the herdsman came 
up the lea, 

And the dance went round by the 
greenwood tree 

Tlien the hunter turned away from 
that scene. 

Where the home of his fathers once I 
had been. 

And heard by the distant and measured 
stroke 

That the woodman hewed down the 
giant oak, 

And burning thoughts flashed over 
his mind ; 

Of the white man s faith and love un- 
kind 


JECKOWA. 

The Indian chief, jeeko^n a, as tradition says, 
perished alone on the mountain which now 
bears his name. OATrtook him whilst 

hunting amon? the cliffs, and hcw'as nothcard 
I of till ^tcr a lonp time, w hen his half-dccaj’ed 
I corpse was found at the foot of a hi/;h rock, 
over which he must have fallen. Mount jee 
ko>'va is near the WTulc Hills. 

They made the wamors grave be 
side 

The dashing of his native tide , 

And there was mourning m die glen — 
TTic strong wail of a tliousand men — 
O cr him thus fallen in his pride. 

Ere mist of age or blight, or blast. 
Had o cr his might) spint past 

They made the w amor s grave beneath 
The bending of the wild elm s wreath. 
When die dark hunters piercing eye 
Had found that mountain rest on 
high. 

Where, scattered by the sharp 
wind s breath. 

Beneath the rugged cliff were throwm 
The strong belt and the mouldenng 
bone 


N H 
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Where -was the u amors foot when 
first 

The red sun on the mountain hurst ? 

Where, when the sultry noontime 
came 

On the green vales with scorching 
flame, 

And made the woodlands famt with 
thirst? 

'Twas where the wand is heen and 
loud 

And the grey eagle breasts the doud 

Where was the wamor’s foot when 
night 

Veiled in thick doud the mountain 
height ? 

None heard the loud and sudden j 
crash, — I 

None saw the fallen wamor dash 1 
Down the bare rock so high and 
white 1 

But he that drooped not in the chase 

Made on the hills his burial-place. 

They found him there, when the long 
day 

Of cold desertion passed away. 

And traces on that barren deft 

Of strugghng hard wath death were 
left, — 

Deep marks and footprints m the 
day ! 

And they have laid this feathery helm 

By the dark mer and green dim 

Augntt 1, 1835. 


THE SEA DIVER 

My w ay is on the bright blue sea. 

My sleep upon its rocking ude , 

And many an eje has followed me 
VTiere billows clasp die worn sea- 
side. 

My plumage bears the cnmson blush 
When ocean by the sun is kissed , 
When fades the evening s purple flush. 
My dark tvmg deava, the siher 
mist 

Fun many a fathom down beneath 
The bnght arch of the splendid deep 
My ear has heard the sea-shell breathe 
O cr hving mj nads m their sleep 


They rested by the coral throne, 

And by the pearly diadem , 

W^tre the pale sea-grape had ocr- 
grown 

The glonous dweUmgs made for 
them 

At mght upon my storm-drenched 
wmg, 

1 poised above t helmless bark 
And soon I saw the shattered thing 
Had passed away and left no mark. 

And when the wand and storm were 
done, 

A ship, that had rode out the gale. 
Sunk down w ithout a signal gun. 

And none was left to tell the tale. 

I saw the pomp of day depart. 

The cloud resign its golden crown, 
WTicn to the ocean s bSitmg heart 
The sailor s w astcd corsew ent down 

Peace be to those whose graves are 
made 

Beneath the bright and silver sea 1 
Peace, that their relics there were laid 
kWth no vam pnde and pageantry 

August, IS, 1825 


MUSINGS 

I 

I SAT by my window one night. 

And watched how the stars grew 
high, 

1 And the earth and skies were a qilen- 
did sight 

To a sober and musing eye. 

From heaven the silver moon shone 
down 

With gentle and mellow ray. 

And beneath the crowded roofs of 
the totvn 

In broad hght and shadow lay 

A glory was on the silent sea. 

And mainland and island too. 

Till a haze came o\ er the lowland lea. 
And shrouded that beautiful blue 

Bnght in the moon the autumn wood 
Its cnmson scarf unrolled, 

546 


JUVEmLE POEMS 


And the ta-cs like 1 splendid nniiy 
stood 

In 1 iwnoplj of gold I 

I s.a\N tlicm wving their banners 
high, 

t\s, tliLir crests to the niglit wind 
howctl, 

Andndistinl sound ontheairwcntb}, 
Like the whispering of t. crowd 

Tlicn I wntclie J from nt) w indow hoi 
fast 

Tilt lights nil n'ound me fled, 

As tht wtaricd mm to his slumber 
passed 

And the sick one to his bed 

All faded saic one ihnl burned 
Wth distint and steady light , 

Tint that, too, went out — and 1 turned 
WTttrc ro> own lamp within shone 
bright 1 

Tlius, thought I, our jO)'s must die , 
\cs, the brightest from earth we 
win , 

Till each turns awai , nnh a sigh 
lo the lamp that bums bnghih 
w ithin 

^tr'imber 15, 1S35. 




SONG 

from the c}c of da), 

Tlic dark and silent rncr. 

Pursues through tangled w oods a wa) 

0 er which the tall trees quiier, — 

Tlie Sill er mist, that bre-oks 

1 rom out tint woodland cover, 
Betra)s the hidden path it takes. 

And hangs the current oicr 1 

So oft the thoughts that burst 
From hidden spnngs of feding 
Like silent streams unseen nl first, 

I rom our cold hearts arc stcahng 

But soon the clouds that veil 
ITic eye of Love when glowang. 
Betray the long unwliis|)cr(xl tale 
Of thoughts m darkness flowing 
Afnl 1 , 18 A 
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TWO SONNETS FROM THE 

SPANISH or FRANCISCO DC 
MEDRANO* 

I 

Art and Nature. 

Causa la vista el artijiao humano, etc 

The works of human artifice soon 
tire 

TIic curious eje, the fountain's 
sparkling rill, 

\ud gardens when adorned by 
human skill, 

Reproach the feeble hand, the vain 
desira 

But oh 1 the free and wild magm- 
ficcnce 

Of Nature in her Lavish hours doth 
steal, 

In adniirauon silent and intense, 

The soul of him who hath a soul to 
feel 

The nver moving on its ceaseless 
way, 

Tlic verdant reach of meadows fair 
and green. 

And the blue bills that bound the 
s)lvan scene, — 

These speak of grandeur, that defies 
decay, — 

Proclaim the Eternal Architect on 
high, 

WTio stamps on all his works his own 
eternity 


The Two Harvests 

Yovi 7 omfer aquestasvegas lla/ias, etc 

But yesterday those few and hoary 
sheaves 

Waved in the golden harvest , from 
the plain 

I saw the blade shoot upward, nnd 
the grain 

Put forth the unnpe ear and tender 
leaves 

• These sonnets appeared nt the end of 
Jlr Ij3n!;rcllri\v*3 first separate publication 
•Copies dc Don JorRC Monrique tran^atea 
from the Spanish vuth an Introductora Esrav 
on the Moral nnd dcvntional^Toctry of SpMn. 
Ilv Henrv W' Lontgclloiv, I^fossor of Mod. 
LkiiR end Lie in Ilondom CfHw' Bo«on 
Allen nnd TlcUior, 1833 Pp 8S — S7 They 
hasc nc\cr since been rcpnntcd 
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Then the glad upland smiled upon 
the view , 

And to the air the broad green leaves ] 
unrolled, . 

A peerless emerald in each silken fold j 
And on its palm a pearl of morning 
dew 

And thus sprang up and ripened in 
bnef space 

All that beneath the reaper s siekle 
died, 

All that smiled beauteous in the 
summer-tide 

And wnat are \ e ’ a copj of that race, 
The later han est of a longer j ear ' 
And oh ! how manj fall before the 
npicned car 


I Wast rcadj to rev cal the truth it bears, 
' AVhj art thou silent? WTij shouldst 
thou be dead ? 


INSCRIPTION ON THE 
SHANKLIN FOUNTAIN 

O TKAV FLLru, stav th) weary feet , 
Dnnkof this fountain, pure and sweet. 
It flows for nch and poor the same. 
Then go thy wn\ , remembenng sull 
The waj'side w cll beneath the hfU 
The cup of water in his name. 

Tht Ctn'KTj, Juri, iS3j. 


AGASSIZ. 


COLUMBUS 


I ST\XD again on the famihar shore, 
And hear the waves of the distracted 
sea 


Piteousl) calling and lamenting thee, 

And waiting resdess at thj cottage 
door 

The rocks, the scaw ecd on the ocean 
floor. 

The willows m the meadow, and the 
free 

Wild wands of the \tlanUc welcome 
me , 

Then whv shouldst thou be dead and 


Ah 


no more ? 

why shouldst thou be dead wht 
common men 
Me busj with their tnvial aflaus 
Having and holding? vvhc 

thou hadst read 

^'i^'i^^^™>stcnous manusenpt, an 


A TRANSLATION FROM SCHILLER 

llie Imci were XA-ntten for Charlej 

Sumner nnd \rcrc rtid Jul> -^i at Rosclono 
Fork U oodstOvL, Connecticut. 

Steer, bold manner, on 1 albeit wit- 
lings dende thee 

And the steersman drop idl> his hand 
at tlic helm , 

Ever, ever to westward I There must 
the coast be discovered, 

If It but he distinct, luminous he m 
( thj mind 

Trust to the God that leads thee, and 
follow the sea that is silent , 
Did It not jet most now would it nsc 
from the flood 

Nature v iih Genius stands umted m 
‘ league everlasting , 

AVhat IS promised to one, surely the 

I other pierforms 
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r/? /A'’S-£ / T/OiYS 


}nislnfi0irs 


Tnr roiTOWtNr trv\n‘;lation'?, at-thouck not included in the 
"C oMrirrc Cemfnmai Edition” of Mr Longfellow’s 
P orriCAL WopKS runLisiirn in America, are inserted in 

THIS rniTION IN ORDER TO JUSTIF\ THE TITLE OF "AUTHOP’o 
CoMELETF Edition ” 


CANTOS FROM DANTE’S PAR^VDISO 

o\NTO Win 

E'TN ns n bird, mid tlic bcloxcd Iei\es, 

Ouict upon tlic nest of her sweet brood 
T hroitniiout the niglit, lint hidcth nil things from us, 
W ho, llmi she tm\ lichold their longed for looks 
And find the food w herewith to nounsh them. 

In which to her, gm\c hbours gmlcful arc, 
Anlicipitts the time on open spn) 

And w ith an mtknt longing wmts the sun, 

Gulng intent ns soon ns breaks the dnwn 
Eton thus ill} Endy standing was erect 

And Mi'll int. turned round towards the zone 
Underneath which the sun displays l«s haste , 
that beholding her distraught nnd wisltui, 

Such I became ns he is who desiring 
Tor sonu-tlilng )cams. nnd hoping is 
But bncf the space from one \Micn to the other , 

Of ni\ J» nnd iVic sccjnc 

The a\clkin grow resplendent more nnd more. 

And £tnc; eXmed the hosts 

Of Christ s triumphal inarch and nl the iruit 
Hanested b\ the rolling of thwe spheres 
It seemed to me her fnee was oj' ■ 

Atid c\c^ she hid so full of ccslisy 
That ^ must needs pass on without desenbi g 
As when m nights serene of the full 0’°°" , 

E en ns our ow-n doth the 
And through the hung light 

The lucent substance =0 ^ 

Into ni) sight that I s«slamed it w 

£« »X«b. .toald. .U* 
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There are the wisdom and the omnipotence 

That oped the thoroughfares twixt hea\en and earth. 
For which there erst had been so long a yearning 
As fire from out a cloud unlocks itself. 

Dilating so it finds not room therein. 

And dowm against its nature, falls to earth. 

So did m\ mind, among those aliments 
Becoming larger, issue from itself, 

And that which it became cannot remember 
“ Open thine c) cs and look, at what I am 

Thou hast beheld such things, that strong enough 
Hast thou become to tolerate my smile 
I was as one who soil retains tlie feeling 
Of a forgotten vision, and endeaiours 
In laun to bnng it back into his mind. 

When I this mutation heard, deserving 
Of so much gnitiiude, it never fades 
Out of the book that chronicles the past. 

If at this moment sounded all the tongues 
That Polyhymnia and her sisters made 
Most lubneal w ith their dehcious milk, 

To aid me to a thousandth of the truth 

It would not reach, singing the holv smile 
And how the holy aspect it illumed 
And therefore, representing Paradise 

The sacred poem must perforce leap over. 

Even as a man who finds his way cut off 
But whoso thinkeili of the ponderous theme, 

And of the mortal shoulder laden inth it. 

Should blame It not if under this it tremble 
It IS no passage for a little boat 

This which goes cleaving the audacious prow'. 

Nor for a pilot who would spare himself 
^^'hv dotli my face so much enamour thee. 

That to the garden fair thou tumest not, 

MTiich under the rays of Christ is blossoming? 

There is the Rose in which the 'Word Divine 
Became incarnate , there the lilies arc 
By whose perfume the good way ivas discovered ” 

Thus Beatrice and I, who to her counsels 
Was w holly ready , once again betook me 
Unto the battle of the feeble brow's 
As in the sunshine, that unsullied streams 

Hirough fractured doud ere now a meadow of flowers 
Mine eyes with shadow covered o er have seen, 
bo troops of splendours manifold I saw 
Blumincd from above with burning rays. 

Beholding not the source of the effulgence. 

O powr benignant that does so impnnt them ! 

didst e.\alt thyself to give more scope 

1 here to rninc ejes that were not strong enough 
The name of that fair flower I e er invoke 
Morning and evening utterlv enthralled 
My soul to gaze upon the greater fire. 

mine eyes depicted were 
greatness of the living star 
Ath CNcellcth, as it here e.\cdled. 

Athwart the heavens a httle torch descended 
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Formed in a circle like a coronal, 

cinctured U, and whirled itself about it 
Whatever melody most sweetly soundeth 

On earth, and to itself most draws the soul. 

Would seem a cloud that, rent asunder, thunders 
Compared unto the sounding of that Ijae ’ 

herewith tvas crowned the sapphire bcauUful, 
Winch gives the clearest hea\cn its sapphire hua 
I am Angelic Love, that circle round 
The joy sublime which breathes from out the womb 
That was the hosteliy of our Desire , 

And I shall circle. Lady of Hea\en while 

Thou followcst thy Son, and mak st diviner 
The sphere supreme, because thou cntcrcst there " 
Thus did the circulated melody 

Seal Itself up , and all the other lights 
Were making to resound the name of hfarj 
Tlie regal mantle of the volumes all 

Of that world, which most fenid Is and hnng 
With breath of God and wath his works and ways. 
Extended over us its inner border. 

So tery distant, that the semblance of it 
There where I was not yet appeared to me. 
Therefore mine eyes did not possess the power 
Of following tlie incoronatcd flame, 

W'bicli mounted upward near to its owai seed 
And as a little child that towards its mother 

Stretches its arms, w'hcn it the milk has taken. 
Through impulse kindled into outward flame, 

Ecach of those gleams of whiteness upward reached 
So with its summit, that the deep aflcclion 
They had for Mary was revealed to me 
Thereafter they remained there in my sight, 

Regina ccclt singing wath such sweetness. 

That ne'er from me has the deliglit dcjxirtcd 
O, what exuberance is garnered up 

Within those nchest coffers, which had been 
Good husbandmen for sowing here below ' 

Tliere they enjoj and live upon the treasure 

Wniich avas acciuired while weeping in the cxalc 
Of Babj Ion wherein the gold was left 
There tnumpheth, beneath the exalted Son 
Of God and Mary, in his xactoiy, 

Both wath the ancient council and the new 
He xvho doth keep llic keys of such a glorj 


SSI 


CANTO XAIX' 

" O coJ.rPAm elect to the great suppiw 
Of the lamb bcnedight, who feedeth jou 
So that for c\ er full IS 3 our desire 
If by the grace of God this man forct^tc 

Something of that which falleth from x our tabic. 
Or exer death prescribe to him the time 

Direct your mind to his immense desire, 

And him somewhat bedew . >c 

For ever at the fount whence comes ins thouglit 




i 

I 
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Thus Bcatnce , and those souls beatified 

Transformed themsehes to spheres on steadfast poles, 
Flaming intensely in the guise of comets 
And as the wheels in w orks of horologes 
Re\ol\e so that the first to a beholder 
Motionless seems, and the last one to flj , 

So m like manner did those carols dancing 
In different measure, of their affluence 
Gi\ e me the gauge as the\ u ere sv\ ift or slow 
From that one w Inch I noted of most beauty 
Beheld I issue forth a fire so happ} 

That none it left there of a greater bnghtness , 

And around Beatrice three sc\ eral times 
It whirled itself ivith so di\ane a song, 

Mj fantas} repeats it not to me , 

Therefore the pen skips and I write it not. 

Since our imagination for such folds. 

Much more our speech is of a tint too glanng 
"O holy sister mine who us implorest 

With such de\otion bj thine ardent lo\ e 
Thou dost unbind me from that beautiful spnere 1 ” / 

Thereafter having stopped, the blessed fire 
Unto m) Lad\ did direct its breath 
WTnch spake in fashion as 1 here ha\e said* 

And she O hglit eteme of the great man 
To whom our Lord delivered up the ke\s 
He earned down of this miraculous joy. 

This one e.\amine on points light and graac. 

As good beseemeth thee, about the Faith 
Bj means of which Uiou on the sea didst tvalk. 

If ho lot e w ell and hope well, and behet e 

From thee Us hid not , for thou hast thy sight 
There where depicted eterjahing is seen 
But since this kingdom has made citizens 
Bv means of the true Faith, to glonfy it 
'1 is w ell he have the chance to speak thereof ’ 

As baccalaureate arms himself, and speaks not 
Until the master doth propmse the quesUon, 

To argue it and not to terminate it. 

So did I arm mjsclf with every reason 

MTiile she was speaking that I might be readv 
For such a questioner and such profession 
" Sav thou good ChnsUan manifest thyself, 

Vihiat IS the Faith ? MTicrcat I raised my brow 
Unto that light wherefrom was this breathed forth 
Then turned I round to Beatnce and she 

Prompt s gnals made to me that I should pour 
, " "^ter forth from mj internal fountam 

M'U grace that suffers me to make confession, 

^gan I ' to the great centurion. 

Cause my conceptions all to be explicit f ’ 

‘ As the truthful pen, 
fhv dear brother wrote of it, 

^'roo put wath thee Rome into the good wav , 

Faith IS the substance of the things we hope for, 

A j evidence of those that are not seen , 

And this appears to me Its quiddity ' 

Then heard I •< Very nghdj thou perceivest. 
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If well tlioii ttndcr'itandest v liy he placed it 
\\ nil '.ubstnnccs and then wih c\idcccea," 

And I (hcrcnflcn\nrd " T he tliinijs profound, 

Tint lic-c Nouch'aft. to me their npprntion, 

Unto nil c)cs l>clo\\ ire so concealed, 

Tint tilt) cMst there oii 1 \ m lichcf, 

Upon the tvhich is founded tlie high hope, 

\n(l lienee it Ins the nature of a substance 
And It bflhoicth us from this belief 

to rca'on without hating other sight, 

\nti lirncL it Ins the nature of ciidcncc ’ 

Then heard f " Tf wh ilcier Is acquired 
Below bt doctnne a ere thus understood. 

No Eopliist s subllctt would there find placa" 

Tlius was breathed forth from that cnkmdli-d lotc , 

Then added wdl has been gone over 

AIrcadt of this com the allo) and w eight , 

But icU me if thou hast it in ih) purse? ’ 

And I ‘’Yes both so shining and so roiuid, 

'rint in Its stamp there is no pcradtcnlure ' 

Thcrc;aficr issued from the light profound 

That there resplendent was "Tins precious jew el 

Upon tlic whicli ts cur) tirtuc foundt^, 

Wicncc Indst thou it ? \nd 1 "1210 large outpounng, 

Of Hob ‘'pint, which has been diffused 
Upon tiic ancient jKirchmcnis and the new, 

A syllogism is winch proved it to mo 

With such acuteness, that, compared therewath. 

All dcnionsiraiion seems to me oblige. 

And then I heard •' Flic ancient and the new 
Po-tulalcs, that to thee arc so conciliate 
Wilt dost thou take them for the word dnane? 

And I “ Tlic proofs w Inch show tlic "nU'' ‘o ^ 

Are the works subsequent, whcrcunto Nature 
NV cr heated iron )ct. nor anvil bm 
Twas answ crcd me • bat , w ho 

Tint those works ever were ? it ' 

Tint must be proved, noiiglit else loi 
" Were the world to Christianit) nonterted, 

I said ‘ ' w ithoutcn mn'-'clcs, th’^nc 
Is sucli. tlic real arc not ' 

Because that poor and fasting ' 

Into the field to sow there the , - 

W'tnch was a tine and Ins become a th 

This being finished, the high • One God we praise I " 

Resounded through the ^pl'f ^ 

In niclod) that there a^te *s clnnt^ 

And then that aaron, who 

But now thou must cxprMS "'b'lt t ,„d - 
And whence to thy I'^.P 

•• O holy father, spirit tvho behoW«t 

mat thou behevedst so that tbou o ci^ 
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•> 1 ownrds the scpukhn- more \omhrul fed," 

Begin 1 ■' tliou (loM wi'ili mt 5n tlih plice 
The form to nnnift-sl of tn> prompt belief, 

And hkev ISC ihovi the cause thereof dcnnndest. 
And I respond In one God 1 bthete > 

Sole nnd cteme who niostth lU the liKivcrn 
With lore nnd nuh rti^irc, hiiii'clf unmoved , 

And of such fiith not only have 1 proofs 

Ph>bical md inctiphviical, but giv« tlicm 
1 ikcttise the inuli tint from this phee runs down 
Through Moses through the Prophets nnd the P-altns, 
Tlirough tlie Lv angel, nnd through jottwho WTolc 
After the fiery “spirit 'anctlfted sou , 

In Persons three cterne |y.'ie t ind these 
One essence 1 liehevc so one and trine 
The) txnr conjunction l>oth with r rr/ and ft! 

With the p'ofoumt conilition and di me 

Winch non I toueli h|>o!i cloth st-inip m) mind 
Oftlimcs tlie doeinne evani die'll 
Tins the k gmnmss is tins ts the spark 

\\ inch nfien irds chlaics to siv d flrme 
And like a 'lar m In-asen, is spar) Imn in me " 
liven ns alord who hears what p c e eth him 
His servant tmf,ht cmbraec* gnttilatinp 
1 or the gooel news n-" soon as he is ede it , 

So pving me Its l» ni diction inginr 

riiree times encircled me wlien 1 was •^iPni 
The npos ohc III ht at who i command 
I spoken had, in speaking 1 so p’cnv d him 


rvNTO \\v 

If c cr It happen tha* the Poem Sacroel. 

To \ Inch Ixith 1 "aven and earth liavc 'ct their hand 
So that It mans a viar hath made me lean, 

Ocrcomc the cnidiv tint bars me oat 

Prom the fair sfieepfold v hc-e a lamb I slumbered, 
An enemv to the wolves that war upon it, 

\\ ilh other voice fortliwiih with other fleece 
Pott \ ill I return and at mv font 
Baptismal will 1 take tho laurel crov ti , 

Because into the Pniih tint mal cth kno \n 
All souls to God there entered I, and then 
Peter for her sake thus m) brow encircled 
Tlicrcaflcrw ard tov auis us moved a light 

Out of that band whence issnt-d the first fruits 
WTiich of his vnenrs Christ lichmd him h ft, 

And then m) Lndv full of tasias) , 

Said unto me ' l^k look ! behold the Baron 
Tor whom liclow Gahcia is frenuented 
In the same wav as when ndove alights 

Near Ins companion, both of tlicm pour forth. 
Circling about and murmuring their affection, 

So one beheld I h) the other jnnncl 

Pnnee glorified to lie with welcome greeted 
the food lb'll there 'tljovt is coicti 
But when their gralulalions were complf'tc 
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Silently coram me each one stood stiU, 

So incandescent it o ercaine my sight 
Shiihng thereaftenvards, said Beatnce 

‘‘Illustrious life, by whom the benefactions 
Of our Basilica have been described, 

Make Hope resound within this altitude , 

Thou knowest as oft thou dost personify it 
As Jesus to the three gate greater clearness " — 

“ Lift up thy head, and make thyself assured , 

For what comes hither from the mortal world 
Must needs be npiened m our radiance. 

This comfort came to me from the second fire , 
Wherefore mine ejes I lifted to the hills, 

"lATiich bent them down before with too great weight 
" Since, through his grace, our Emperor walls that thou 
Shouldst find thee face to face before thy death 
In the most secret chamber, wth his Counts, 

So that, the truth beholden of this court, 

Hope, which below there nghttully enamours. 
Thereby thou strengthen in thj self and others. 

Say what it is, and how is flowering with it 

Thy mind, and say from whence it came to thee " 
Thus did the second light again continue 
And the Compassionate, who piloted 

The plumage of my tvings in such high flight, 

Did in reply anticipate me thus 
" No child whatever the Church Militant 
Of greater hope possesses as is written 
In uiat Sun which irradiates all our band , 

Therefore it is conceded him from Egypt 


To come into Jerusalem to see. 

Or ever yet his tvarfare be completed 
The two remaining points, that not for knowledge 
Have been demanded but that he report 
How much tins virtue unto thee is pleasing. 

To him I leave , for hard he wall not find them. 

Nor of self-praise , and let him answer them , 
And may the grace of God in this assist him 
As a disciple, who his teacher follow s. 

Ready and willing where he is expert. 

That his proficiency may be displayed, 

“ Hope, ' said I, “ is the certain e.’^ctation 
Of future glory, which is the effect 
Of grace divine and merit precedent 
From many stars this light comts unto me 
But be instilled it first into nay h«ut 
Who was cluef singer unto the chief captain 
■ Sicrent tn U ' in the high Tlieody 
^ He sayetn, those who know thy name , and 
Knoweth it not, if he my faith 
Thou didst instil me, then, wath his instiiUng 
In the Epistle, so that I am full „ 

And upon otliers ram again )our rain 
While I was speaking, in the hwng 

Of that combusuon qune^ i.^fStning 
Sudden and frequent m the f ,Xmcd 
Then breathed “ The love \hcrewth I ^ 
Towards the virtue still which followed m 
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bnto the ]nlm 'ind lOitie of the field, 

Wll*; tint 1 b'ctthc to tlv- tint thou drhf lit 
In he- , niid font' ''i‘' 'o 
\\ lntc\< r thinr"» Hop-' p’-onn'^^s to t) 

Anti 1 The ^nc nt nplt r oiul tl t n< v 

Hie nnrk t^nhli h •’ml tin hot it ine 

Of nil the *-0 ils \hrm f.olh ith imi* iii, f le td? 

Isnnh 'lith tint enth o i- t I'lii'-itel 

In hn o \n Und ilnll li- ui h two ^nhl rtritnnM, 
\nd his own hnit li tt n tleli' h'ful lif 
Tht brother, too Or more i rplicit.t 

111' re t lie-r hi trvVnh of tin r.i'n-- v intr, 
fins n.\ehti'm nnnif t' f>tt 
And fir' t nnd n-nr th- t n 'im of the'-- ’.oriH, 

’ ir 'f from o\r' in w is 1 > \nl. 

To 1 Inch re ,>n'uc ti i ered til th e 'olt. 
Thc'ctfterut'fl till ht nmor'' t’m i Ime! leneil 
So tin! I'Cinoronci 'tich c't't il Ind 
W inti r \ ouhl b c n motilh of o c •'olr dij 
‘\nd ns I pri - f^o^s ond crier the dince 
A win'onie nnii'en onH todolionttn 
lothcnr b'i'li ind net frn n I i\ ft 'Inf, 

Even thus did I I/ hold tl ■ b'nliten 1 sp’endiMir 
Appnnch t’n two t ho in n \ In"! n ic'erl 
Vs t Ls Iw e( min" to ihi ir nrdent to c. 

Into the «on" nu 1 mu ic tl <“1 it rtii"- rl 

\nd fix( d on th nt n ) Lnm 1 rp I >■* look, 

E cn 's n brd" «il nt nn I iim i nl" ■ 

” Tills IS the one who Lit up ,n tin b" i t 
Of him our Pehem n 1 1 th! ,1 !i 
To the Trent o’Tic" from th" cna ' elected " 

M\ Ind\ thu but th -eVi t none tl e mo - a 
D id mote 111 r ol"ht froin rs n t' Hi " firo 
D-fore or n(i< r tnrd thro o d' of li""' 

E\cn ns nunn who pn-e-- nnd endensoj— 

To s’-c t' c cclipsinr of the iiii n little 
\nd who In s t np si 'htlc'S doth Income 
So I beenme l>cfo-L tint Intcci file 

IITiilc It w IS t lid \\ i,j dn j'loit dire thj-se'f 
To sec n thim winch he c Inih no cxi tence’ 
1-nnh m tin earth m bodt is niid i’nll bo 

M Ith all the ntl ers there t nttl oi “ numb r 
With the ttcmnl p-oposiiion tnlle-s 
With the two pnrmcnt in tl < b’ «cil do 'tr - 
Arc the two lights nlon" tint base nset.nd'nJ 
And this slnli thoj tnkc End into sour wo'ld.” 
And nt this uncrince the flnminp circle 

Gmw quiet wntli the dulcet intunninql np 
Of sound tint li) the trinnl hrenh wns mide. 

As to escape from dnngtror fatipuc 

The oars tint erst were in the water beaten 
u '' nt 1 whistle s sound. 

Ah, how much in mj mind wns I disturbed 
When 1 turned round to loot on Hentnc" 

That her I could not see nhhouph I wai 
Close at her side and m the Hnppj World ! 
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BEOWULF’S E\PEDITION TO IfLORT 

FROM TllC ANGLO'S WOS 



Thus then, much carc-wom, 
The son of Healfdcn 
Sorrowed n emiore, 

Nor might the prudent hero 

His woes nvcrt 

The Mar was too hard, 

Too loath and longsome, 
That on the people came. 
Dire wrath and gnni. 

Of night-wocs the worst 
This from home heard 
Higelac s Thane, 

Good among the Goths, 
Grendel s deeds 
He was of mankind 
In might the strongest, 

At that day 
Of this life. 

Noble and stalwart 
He bade, him a sea ship, 

A goodly one, prepare 
Quoth he, the war 1 ing, 
Otcr the sw tn s road. 

Sock he would 
The mighty monarch, 

Since he wanted men 
Tor him that Journey 
His prudent fellows 
Straight made rcad^, 

Those that loved hnii 
They CNCitcd llicir souls, 

Tlic omen the) beheld 
Had the good-man 
Of the Gothic people 
Champions chosen, 

Of those that 1 (.(-iiest 
He might find, 

Some fifteen men 
Tlic sea wood sought he 
The warrior showed. 
Sea-craft) man ' 

The landmarks 
And first went forth 
llic ship was on the W3\C3 
Boat under the cliffs. 

The barons reads 
To the prow mounted 
The streams the) sshiricd 
T he sea ag'imst the sand' 
rhe chieftains bore 
On the naked breast 


Bright oniaiiunis 
\\'nr gear, Goth like 



LONGFELLOH^S POETICAL WORKS 


Nothing loathsome 
With a ship-crcw 
Scathe us might 
Necr saw I mightier 
Earl upon earth 
TTian is > our own, 

Hero m liimcss 
Not seldom this untnor 
Is in weapons distinguished , 
Never his beauty belies him. 
His peerless countenance 1 
Now would I fain 
Your origin know, 

Ere > e forth 
As false spies 

Into the Land of the Danes 
Farther fare. 

Now, ye duellers afar off! 

Ye sailors of the sea I 
Listen to my 
One-fold thought. 

Quickest IS best 
To make knoira 
Whence your coming may ba’ 


THE SOUL’S COMPLAINT 
AGAINST THE BODY 

FROM THE ANGLO-SAVON 

Much it behoieth 
Each one of mortals 
That he his soul s journey 
In himself ponder, 

How deep it may be. 


When Death cometh. 

The bonds he breaketh 
By which united 
Were body and soul 

I..ong It IS thenceforth 
Ere the soul taketh 
From God himself 
Its woe or its weal , 

As in the world erst. 

Even in Its earth-vessel. 

It w rough! before 

The soul shall come 
Wailing wath loud voice. 

After a sennight 
The soul, to find 
Tlic body 

Tliat It erst dwelt in , — 

Three hundred wanters 
Unless ere that worketh 
The eternal Lord, 

Ihc jUmighty God, 

The end of the world 

Cneth then, so care-worn, 

Wtth cold utterance, 

And speaketh gnmly, 

Tlio ghost to the dust 

*' Dry dust 1 thou dreary one ! 

How little didst thou labour for me 

In the foulness of earth 

Tliou allwcarcst away 

Like to the loam ! 

Little didst thou think 
How thv soul s journey 
Would be thereafter. 

When from the bodv 
It should be led forth " 


FRITHIOF’S HOiMESTEAD 

FROM THE SWEDISH 

[^REE milM extended around the fields of the homestead , on three sides 

Bl^^h^wc^ds S^wS side w’a^ the 

F ^ * summits but over the down-sloping hill-sides 

T r 71 golden corn and man-high was waving the rye field, 
^d^'fbrle^S *eir mirrof held up forihe mXitmns, 

1 1^^ the high-antlered reindeers 

Buffi hundred brooUe“ 

HpIh ^ wadely around, there fed on the greensward 

■Md thei*vre^scf milk-paik 

Of vvh t^wciolM '‘f "T counUess ^mber 

Flock-wise, spread o cr the heavenly vault, when it bloLS sJnS-time. 
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Twice ^\eU’e swift-footed coursers, mettlesome, fast-fettered storm tvinds, 
Stamping stood in tlie line of stalls, all champing their fodder [shoes 
Knotted with red their manes, and their hoofs all whitened with steel 
The banquet hall, a house by itself, was Umbered of hard fir 
Not five hundred men (at ten times twelve to the hundred) 

Filled up the roomy hall, when assembled for dnnking at Yule tide 
Thorough the hall, as long as it was, went a table of holm oak. 

Polished and white, as of steel , the columns twain of the high-seat 
Stood at the end thereof, two gods carved out of an elm-tree , 

Odin wath lordly look, and Frey with the sun on his frontlet 
Lately between the two, on a bear-skin (tlic skin it was coal-black 
Scarlet red was the throat, but the paws were shodden watli siher), 
Thorsten sat wth his fnends Hospitality sitting with Gladness. 

Oft, when the moon among the night clouds flew , related the old man 
Wonders from far distant lands he had seen, and cruises of Vikings 
Far on the Baltic and Sea of the West, and tlie North Sea. 

Hush sat the listening bench, and their glances hung on the graybeard s 
Lips, as a bee on the rose , but the Skald was thinking of Bmg6, 

Where, ivith silver be<ard, and runes on his tongue, he is seated 
Under the leafy beech, and tells a tradiuon by Mimer s 
Ever-murmurmg wave, himself a living tradition 

Mid-way the floor (with thatch was it strewn) burned for ever the fire-flame 
Glad on its stone-buflt-hearth , and through the wade mouth smoke-flue 
IjOoked the stars, those heat only fnends, dowai into the great hall, 

But round the walls, upon nails of steel, were hanging m order 
Breastplate and helm witli each other, and hero and there in among them 
Downward lightened a sword, as m winter etcning a star shoots 
More than helmets and swords, the shields in the banguct-hall glistened, 
Wliite as the orb of the sim or white as the moon s disc of silver 
Ever and anon went a maid round the board and filled up the dnnk horns, 
Eier she cast down her eyes and blushed , In the shield her reflection 
Blushed too, even as she , — this gladdened the hard-drinking champions 


FRITHIOF’S TEMPTATION 


FROM THE SWEDISH 


Spring is coming, birds are twattcring, forests leaf, and smiles tlie sun. 
And the loosened toitents downward singing to the ocean run , 
Glowing hke the cheek of Freya peeping rosebuds gin to ope. 

And in liimian hearts awaken lo\e of life, and joy, and hope 

Now will hunt the ancient monarch, and the queen sliall join the sport, 
Sivarming m its gorgeous splendour is assembled all the court , 

Bows nng loud, and quivers rattle, stallions jiaw the groumi alway. 
And, wth hoods upon their eyelids, falcons scream aloud for prey 

See, the queen of the chase advances I Fnthiof gaze not on the sight I 
Like a star upon a spnng-cloud sits she on her palfrey white 
Half of Freya half of Rota jet more be.auteous than th^ two. 

And from her hght hat of purple wa\e aloft the feathers blue 

Now the huntsman s band is ready Hurrah ! oier dale 

Homs ring, and the hawks nght upward to the hall of Odin s.ail 
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All tbe d^\ellers in the forest seek in fear their cavern homes, 

But with spear outstretched before her, after them Valkvna comes 

Then threw Fnthiof down his mantle, and upon the greensward spread, 
And the ancient lung so trustful laid on Fnthiors knees his head , 

Slept, as calmly as the hero sleepeth after war s alarms 
On his shield calm as an infant sleepeth in its mother s arms 

As he slumbers, hark 1 there sings a coal-black bird upon a bough 
" Hasten, Fnthiof, sK) the old man, close v our quarrel at a blow , 

Take his queen, for she is thine and once the bridal kiss she gave , 

Now no human eve beholds thee , deep and silent is the grave " 

Fnthiof listens , hark ' there sings a snow-white bird upon the bough 
" Though no human eje beholds thee Odin s eje beholds thee now 
Coward, vvalt thou murder slumber? a defenceless old man slay’ 
Whatsoe er thou winn st thou canst not win a hero s fame this vvaj 

Thus the two wood-birds did warble , Fnthiof took his war-sword good. 
With a shudder hurled it from him far into the gloomy wood. 

Coal-black bird flies down to Nastrand but on light unfolded wings 
Like the tone of harps, the other, sounding towards the sun upspnngs. 

Straight the ancient lung awakens "Sweet has been mv sleep, he said , 
" Pleasantly sleeps one in the shadow, guarded bj a brave man s blade. 
But where is thj sword O stranger? Lightning s brother, where is he? 
Who thus parts you, who should never from each other parted bo? ’ 

" It avails not,’ Fnthiof answered , " in the North are other sw ords , 
Sharp 0 monarch is the svvords tongue, and it speaks not peaceful 
Murky spints dwell in steel blades spints from the Niffelhem, [words , 
Slumber is not safe before them, silv er locks but anger them. 


SILENT LOVE 

FROJI THE GERMAX 

Who love would seek. 

Let him love evermore 
And seldom speak 
For in lov e s domam 
Silence must reign 
8 Or It bnngs the heart 

S Smart 

d And pain. 

CHILDHOOD 

FROM THE DANISH. 

There was a time w hen I was very 
small, 

VTien my whole frame was but an 
ell in height 

1 Sw eetly as I re^l it tears do fall 

And therefore I recall it wath de- 

I hght 



I sported in my tender mother s arms. 

And rode a horseback on best 
fntner s knee 

Ahke were sorrows, passions, and 
alarms 

And gold, and Greek and lov e, un- 
knovvai to me. 

ITicn seemed to me this world fai less 
in size, [far 

Likew ISC It seemed to me less wacked 

Like points in neaven, I saw the stars 
anse, 

-And longed for vv mgs that I plight 
catch a star 

I saw the moon behind the island 
fade. 

And thought ' O were I on that 
island there 

I could find out of what the moon is 
made. 

Find out how large it is, how round, 
how fairl 
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Wondering, I saw God s sun, through 
western skies. 

Sink m the ocean s golden lap at 
night, 

And yet upon the morrow early nsc, 

And paint the eastern heaven with 
cnmson light , 

And thought of God, the gracious 
Heavenly Father, 

Who made me, and tliat lovely sun 
on high. 

And all those pearls of heaven thick- 
strung together. 

Dropped, clustenng, from His hand 
o er all the sky 


Upon the battle field his knee was 
bent , 

Brave Roland saw, and to his suecour 
went. 

Straightway his helmet from his brow 
unlaced. 

And tore tlic shining hauberk from his 
breast , 

Then raising m his arms the man of 
God, 

Gently he laid him on the verdant 
sod. 

"Rest, Sire,” he ened— "for rest thy 
suffenng needs " 

The pnest replied, "Think but of 
warlike deeds ' 

The field is ours , well may ue boast 


With childish reverence, my young 
lips did say 

The prayer my pious mother taught 
to mo 

"O Gentle God I O, let me stnvc 
alway 

SuU to be wise, and good, and 
follow thee I 

So prayed I for my father and my 
mother. 

And for my sister, and for aU the 
town , 

The king I knew not, and the beggar- 
brother. 

Who, bent wath age, went, sighing, 
up and dowai 

They penshed, the blithe days of boy- 
hood perished. 

And all the gladness, all the peace 
I knew 1 

Now have I but theu: memory, fondly 
chenshed , — 

God 1 may I never, never lose tliat 
tool 


DEATH OF ARCHBISHOP 
TURPIN 

FROM THE FREKCII 

The archbishop, whom God loved in 
high de^e. 

Behold his wounds all bleeding fresh 
and free , 

And then his cheek more ghastiy grew 
and wan, , , . 

And a faint shudder through bis 
members ran. 
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this stnfe ! 

But death steals on,— there is no hope 
of life, , ,, 

In paradise, where the almoners live 

There are our couches spread,— there 

shall we rest from pain. 

Sore Roland gneved , nor marvel 1, 
pins 1 , 

Tliat thnee he swooned upon the 
1 think, green gr^s 
[When he revived, with a loud voice 

O n'ea^ly Father ! Holy Saint 

my hS« death to lay mem my 
BelovcrPmcel how have the good 

Tlien tSgto'of Aude, his lady love. 

His sp^ra^d he whispered soft and 

My gende fnendl-what parUng 
Never so true a liegeman shaft tho 
Whate cr m^ fate, Chnst s bcnison on 


* ri.rl rave from realms of 
Chnst, who did »ve no 

mo 

men 

A bv one unaided 
He went, and one by on 

c .,de well skilled m 
To Turpin s sme, 

ghostly lore , ^ ^ 
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No heart had he to smile, — but, ecp- 
ing sore, 

He blessed them in God s name, with 
faith that he 

Would soon vouchsafe to them a glad 
eternity 

The archbishop, then, — on whom 
God’s benison rest 1 

Exhausted, bowed his head upon his 
breast , — 

His mouth was full of dust and clot cd 
gore. 

And many a wound his swollen vasage 
bore 

Slow beats his hean, — his panting 
bosom heaves, — 

Death comes apace, — no hope of cure 
relieves. 

Towards heaven he raised his d) mg 
hands and prayed 

lhat God who for our sms was mortal 
made — 

Bom of the Virgin, — scorned and 
crucified — 

In paradise would place him by liis 
side 

Then Turpin died m sen ice of 
Charlon, 

In batde great and eke great onson 

'Gainst Pagan host alway strong 
champion , — 

God grant to him his holy benison I 


.'W/va r\ /s /• 


RONDEL. 

FROM FROISSART 

Love, lo\e, what wait thou with this 
heart of mine? 

Naught see I fixed or sure in thee I 

I do not know thee, — nor what deeds 
are thine 

Love, love what wilt thou with this 
heart of mine? 

Naught see I fixed or sure m thee 1 

Shall I be mute or \ows mth prayers 
combine? 

Ye who are blessed in loving, tell it 
me 

Love, love what wilt thou with this 
heart of mine? 

Naught see I permanent or sure m 


RONDEL 

FKOSr THE DUKE OF ORLEANS. 

Hencf away, begone, begone, 
Carking care and melancholy 1 
Think ye thus to govern me 
All my hie long, os ye haic done? 
That shall ye not, 1 promise ye , 
Reason shall hate the mastoy 
bo lienee away , begone, begone, 
Carking care and melancholy I 

If ever ye return this way. 

With y our mournful company, 

A curse be on ye, and the day 
That bnngs ye moping back to met 
Hence aw ly , begone, I say , 

Carking care and melancholy I 


RENOUVLAU 
FROM THE FRENCH 

Now Time throws off Ins cloak ogam 
Of crmincd frost, and cold and rain, 
And clothes him in the embroiduy 
Of ghticnng sun and dear blue sky 

With beast ftnd bird the forest 
nngs, 

Each in his jargon cncs or sings , 

And Time throws off his doak again 
Of emuned frost, and cold and rain 

Rncr, and fount, and tinkling brook 
Wear m thdr dainty livery 
Drops of sibcr jewdry , 

In new-made suit they menrv look. 
And Time throws off his cloak again 
Of crmincd frost, and cold and ram 


THE NATURE OF LOVE. 

FROM THE ITALIAN 

To noble heart Loie doth for shelter 
fly. 

As seeks the bird the forest s leafy 
shade , 

Lot e was not felt till noble heart beat 
high. 

Nor before lote the noble heart was 
mada 

Soon as the sun s broad flame 

Was formed so soon the dear hght 
filled the nir , 
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Vet WHS not till he came 

So Io\e springs up m noble breasts, envoi 

r-Tn,- t j When an evil deed s to do, 

Has ns appointed si»cc Pnar Lubm Is stout and tAte 

^ ^'^nlloitcd'^ph^^* Glimmers a ray of goodness 'through 


allotted phcc 

Kindles in noble heart the fire of 
loic, 

As hidden nrtuc m the precious 
stone 

This \irtnc comes not from the stars 
nbove, 

Till round u the ennobling sun has 
shone 

But i\hcn his powerful blaze 


Fnar Lubm cannot do it. 


BLESSED ARE THE DEAD 

FKOM THE GERMAN 

O, Hotv blest are ye whose toils are 
ended I 


Has drawn forth what was iilc, the who, through death, have unto God 
stars impart ascended 1 

Slnnjrc \irlue in ihcir njs Ye have ansen 

And tlius wlicn Nature doth create the prom the cares which keep us sbU in 

l*/w>*»* ‘ 


heart 

Noble and pure and Iiigli, 

Like virtue from the star, loic comes 
from woman s eye 


nZnZZn dungeon living, 

fr m womans eye oppressed wiili sorrow and mis- 

giving , 

— V Qyj. undertakings 

Arc but toils, and troubles, and heart 
FRIAR LUBIN breakings. 

FROM THF FRENCIt 

To gallop off to lowai post h isle, Ve, meanwhile, are in your chambers 
So oft, the times I cannot tell , sleeping, 

To do vale deed, nor feel disgraced,— Qmct, and set free from all our 
Friar Lubm w ill do it well wc-eping . 

But a sober life to lead, Vo cross nor trial 

To honour vartuc, and pursue n. Hinders jour enjoyments with denial 
Tliai s a pious, Clinslian deed, — 

Fnar Lubm cannot do it Christ has wined awav vour tears for 


Friar Lubm w ill do it well wc-eping . 

But a sober life to lead, Vo cross nor trial 

To honour vartuc, and pursue n. Hinders jour enjoyments with denial 
Tliai s a pious, Clinslian deed, — 

Fnar Lubm cannot do it Christ has wiped away your tears for 

ever , 

To mingle with a knowang smile, Yp jjavc that for whicli we still en- 
The goods of others with his own, deavour 

And leave you without cross or pile. To jou arc chanted 
Friar Lubm stands alone Songs which yet no mortal ear have 

To say tis yours is all m vain, haunted 

If once lie lays his finger to It , ^yj^Q ^yould not, then, dejaart with 

For as to giving back again, gladness, 

Friar Lubm cannot do it. To inboni heaven for earthly sadness ? 

Who here would languish 

With fiattenng words and gentle p^nger m bewalhng and in anguish ? 
tone. 

To woo and win some guileless ^ u 

n,aid, Como, O Christ, and loose the chains 

Cunning pander need you none, — that bind us I 

Fnar Lubin knows the trade. Lead us forth, and cast this worla 

Loud prcachctli he sobnetj , behind us I 

But as for water, doth eschew it , With thee, the Anointed, 

Vour dog may dnnk it,— but not he , Finds the soul its joy and rest ap- 
Fnar Lubm cannot do it pointed. 
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I Como, O Christ, and loose the chains 
' that bind us I 
Lead us forth, and cast this worla 
behind us I 

With thee, the Anointed, 

Finds the soul its joy and rest ap- 
pointed. 

0 0 2 
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SONG 

FROM THE SPANISH 
Ah, Love ! 

Perjured, f-dse, treacherous Love ! 
Enemy 

Of all that mankind may not rue I 
Most untrue 

To him who keeps most fmlh vvath 
thee ! 

Woe IS me 1 

The falcon has the ejes of the dove' 
Ah, Love! 

Perjured, false, treacherous Love I 
Thy deceits 

Give us clearly to comprehend 
Whither tend 

All thy pleasures, all thy sweets I 


TIicj are cheats, — 

Thoms below, and flowers above 1 
Ah Love 1 

Perjured, false, treacherous Lovcl 

SONG 

FROM THE POKTL.CUF,SE. 

Ir thou art sleeping, maiden 
Awake, and open thj door [away, 
'Tis the brc,ak of daj, and we must 
O cr meadow , and mount, and moor 

Wait not to find thj slippers. 

But come with thj naked feet 
We shall have to pass through the 
dewj grass 

And weters wfdc and flceL 


I 


? 

I 

e 
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THE END 
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